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THE  WHITEBOY. 


CHAPTER  I. 


THE  VOTAGE. 


Eakly  in  the  month  of  June,  in  the  year  1822, 
one  of  the  first  steam-boats  that  voyaged  between  Eng- 
land and  Ireland,  was  moving  along  the  narrow  Avon. 
The  deck  was  thronged  with  passengers,  watching  and 
commenting  upon  the  long  pennon-like  line  of  smoke, 
that  indicated  a  head  wind;  in  spite  of  which  they  were 
told  they  might  reach  the  Irish  coast  before  the  next 
day's  sunset — ^intelligence  that  appeared  incredible  to 
come,  who  had  been  accustomed  to  many  mischances 
between  the  ports  of  Bristol  and  Cork — "  puttings  in 
and  puttings  back" — ^while  others  found  it  difficult  to 
believe  that  a  voyage  hitherto  considered  an  intolerable 
evil,  could  be  converted  into  a  brief  party  of  pleasure; 
its  duration,  a  matter  of  certainty;  subjected  to  few  an- 
noyances, no  peril,  and,  in  reaUty,  less  fatiguing  than 
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the  journey  would  tave  been  if  the  two  countries  were 
joined  by  a  bridge  across  St.  George's  ChanneL 

The  cTening  waa  so  mild  and  genial,  that  the  ladies 
continued  to  linger  on  deck  long  after  they  had  passed 
the  entrance  of  the  picturesque  river,  and  the  shores  of 
Wales  and  Devon  were  growing  dim  in  the  approach- 
ing twilight.  The  passengers,  as  usual,  were  divided 
into  small  knots;  turning  their  thoughts  to  any  subject 
in  the  hope  of  avoiding,  or  at  least  postponing,  the  pay- 
ment of  a  tax  extorted  from  all  who  arc  new  to  ocean 
dangers.  As  the  night  drew  on,  the  less  daring  gra- 
dually disappeared,  the  deck  became  thinner  and  thin- 
ner, and  the  few  who  rem^ed,  seemed  determined  to 
eojoy  the  invigorating  sea-breeze,  and  the  gentle  light 
of  the  new  moon,  as  far  preferable  to  the  close  atmo- 
sphere and  limited  space  of  the  over-ciowded  cabin. 

Amiutg  them  was  a  lady  whose  intczest  was  ap- 
parently absorbed  by  the  motion  of  the  paddle-wheels, 
-which  she  appeared  to  watch  intently,  as  she  leaned 
over  the  fade  of  the  vesseL  She  was  a  yonng  widow — 
^e  Lady  Maij  O'Brien — the  widow  of  a  distinguishfld 
officer,  whom  she  had  atxximpanied  to  Maddra,  bopong 
its  mild  climate  might  arrest  the  progress  of  a  disease, 
the  seeds  of  which  had  been  sown  while  in  honourable 
service  in  the  Fcminsnla.  The  efibrt  was  vain;  the  at- 
tempt only  hastened  his  dissolution;  his  body  was  con- 
ngned  to  the  waves  before  the  shores  of  the  health- 
f^ving  island  were  reached,  alld  the  bereaved  wife  re- 
turned alone  to  England.  England,  however,  was  not 
her  country;  her  eojomn  there  was  brief;  she  was  now 
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prooeediiig  hnneward  to  ehelter  in  her  &ilier*8  haaae. 
Ladj  Maiywaa  aooompanied  hy  her  brother,  a  fine 
jooth  Teij^ng  cm  manhood;  a  casiial  observer  might 
btre  ocmjectBXBd  that  ahe  had  another  companion  also 
—a  gentleman,  who^  though  not  a  relative,  vas  probably 
a  ^miliar  faend,  privileged  to  stand  by  her  aide,  and,  at 
times.  »anop<dJher^en«tion. 

^  And  you  ihink  I  ahall  be  diaappoanted  in  my  es- 
pectadon  of  Ireland?"  he  aaid,  in  answer  to  some  ob- 
servation of  the  Lady  Maiy ,  as  she  looked  suddenly  up 
from  the  foaming  waten. 

''  Yes,"  she  replied,  '*  you  will  be  disappointed;  I  am 
sore  of  that." 
"  With  the  peasantry?" 

'^  No;  those  who  rate  them  very  high,  are  not  likely 
to  overrate  them." 
"With  the  aq>ect  of  ihe  country?' 
^'  PosGBbly;  but  not  with  its  scenic  beauty." 
^  With  society  in  general?"  continued  the  gentle- 
man, in  the  same  tone  of  inqinxy . 

^  I  xeally  do  not  so  well  know  what  you  expect  from 
« Irish  society  in  general,'  as  to  be  able  to  answer  that 
question.  You  may  '  expect'  to  be  vastiy  amused  by 
the  brogue  and  the  blimders.  You  mqr  '  expect' 
everj  yomug  lady  to  be  a  diverting  hoyden,  and  every 
gendeman  a  good  shot.  You  may  '  expect'  wit  and 
starvation  to  greet  your  arrival  You  may  *  ejqiect'  to 
find  Spencer  Gonrt  reduced  to  a  heap  of  ruins  by  the 
WhitdxijrB,  who  have  lately  furnished  so  many  *  daring 
outzages'  to  greedy  newspapers.  You  may  ^expect* 
to  be  called  out  by  a  brother  because   you  danced 
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■with  tia  aister  twice  on  one  evening — withont  proposing. 
In  your  aimplicity  70a  may  '  expect'  to  find  a  humane 
middleman;  a  grand  jury  incapable  of  jobbing;  land 
let  at  a,  reasonable  rent;  but — "  and  while  she  paused  to 
laugh,  the  expression  of  her  face  changed  from  that  of 
the  most  proToking  espiigUrie  to  one  serious  and  full  of 
intelligence,  "  but  you  are  of  course  aware  that  two  reli- 
gious and  political  parties  divide  the  island;  two,  bom 
on  the  same  land,  yet  agreong  in  one  thing  only — the 
hatred  they  bear  each  other." 

"  I  do  hope  you  are  not  rightly  iuformed,"  said  the 
young  Englishman. 

"  Alas !  I  am,"  she  answered.  "  We  are  two  na- 
tions on  one  soil;  Celt  and  Saxon,  Roman  and  Pro- 
testant, Ush  Irish  and  English  Irish;  in  England  you 
do  not  understand  this;  but  we  do;  perhaps  you  may — 
after  a  time.  There  may  be  individual  exceptions — I 
thank  God  there  are,  and  many;  but  &e  parties  hate 
each  other;  and  between  them,  which  to  cleave  to,  and 
vhich  to  shun,  you  will  be  speedily  called  to  make 
elecrion;  be  sure  of  that.  I  have  smiled  over  what  you 
eaid  a  few  minutes  ago^that  you  intend  to  live  in 
Ireland,  and  belong  to  no  par^." 

Mr.  Spencer  drew  a  seat  dose  to  that  of  the  Lady 
Mary,  and  assumed  the  look  of  a  man  determined  to 
ncord  his  resolve  and  assign  his  reasons  for  it. 

But  the  lady  was  in  no  mood  to  listen.  "No,"Ehe8aid, 
"I  have  already  heard  enough;  you  are  one  of  the  'in- 
convinccables,'  and  I  antidpate  much  amusement  from 
Haa  delightful  perplexitiee  you  will  have  to  encoimter. 
The  idea  of  Mr.  Spenoer,  of  Spencer-Couit  (some  Cas- 
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tie  Dangerous  of  the  south),  and  of  many  hard,  cold, 
Soottidi  acres  in  Don^all,  being  permitted  by  our  mer- 
coiial  people  to  do  as  he  pleases;  to  dream  of  being  al- 
lowed to  steer  a  middle  course,  undulating  between 
orange  and  green,  with  a  leaf  of  our  southern  shamrock 
in  one  button*hole,  and  a  petal  of  the  northern  lily  in 
the  other,  dancing  down  the  middle  with  an  Orange* 
man  on  his  right  hand  and  a  Whiteboy  on  his  left, 
then  up  again  with  the  Whiteboy  on  his  right  and  the 
Orangeman  on  his  left ! — it  is  really  too  ridiculous.    I 
repeat,  you  do  not  seem  to  consider— perhaps  you  do 
not  know — that  we  are  two  people — the  Anglo-Irish, 
and — ^  her  lip  curled  a  little  as  she  spoke  it — *'  the 
mere  Irish;   two  religions;  yet  your  wise  law-givers 
will  legislate  for  us  as  if  we  were  one  people  and  one  re- 
ligion.    And  you  think  to  progress  among  us  just  as 
cahnly  as  you  have  done  among  your  well-fed,  well- 
dotbed  tenants  in  sunny  Berkshire,  where  peace  and 
plenty,  and  a  score  of  other  comforts,  have  made  the 
lich  contented,  and  the  poor  prosperous-— each  being 
the  helpmate  of  the  other." 

"  But,  my  dear  Lady  Mary,"  he  interrupted,  **  I  am 
convinced  it  is  only  a  calm  and  moderate,  yet  a  fixed  and 
steady,  middle  course  that  can  be  beneficial  to  Ireland." 

"  Granted,"  replied  the  lady,  **  but  at  the  moment  I 
was  thinking  of  you,  and  not  of  the  country.  Nay,  you 
need  not  bow ;  I  was  only  thinking  how  absurd  a  mode- 
rate man  would  appear  among  our  immoderate  people; 
thinking,  moreover,  who  the  magician  is,  or  what  the 
miracle  will  be,  that  can  make  a  middle  course  popular." 
*'  I  do  not  think,"  replied  Mr.  Spencer,  looking  more 
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than  uBuaDy  BeriouB,  "  I  do  not  think  a  resolve  to  per- 
serere  in  what  I  honeetilj  c(«i»der  the  onlj  eystem  that 
can  be  attended  iriA  deeiraUe  results  to  the  countiy, 
however  it  maj  inflict  pun  and  injuiy  on  myeelf,  de- 
serves to  be  noted  as  absurd.  I  am  vinting  Ireland 
with  a  determinatioQ  to  do  aij  best  f<»r  the  people  with- 
ont  reference  to  person  or  to  party." 

Lady  Maiy  shook  her  head,  and  a  deep  and  earnest 
e::^ression  again  overahadowed  her  features. 

"  You  are  light,"  she  aaid,  "  quite  nght,  and,  believe 
me,  I  did  but  jeet;  we  mere  Irish  are  aocustomed  to 
laugh  even  at  onr  miseries — the  only  way  we  have  of 
getting  rid  of  them ;  but  thiwe  who  come  among  us  with 
B  Teal  deare  to  see  and  hear  for  themsedvee,  and  then  do 
m  service,  if  they  can,  deserve  our  gratitude,  and  may 
Gktd  bless  their  good  work !" 

At  this  moment  a  vemerable-looking  gentleman  passed 
doae  to  I^ady  Mary  O'Brien ;  she  rose  and  extended  her 
hand  to  him ;  the  greeting  was  cordial,  bat  it  awoke 
ficrme  painful  thoughts  and  fee^gs,  for  immediately 
afterwards  she  turned  away  to  hide  tears  that  fell 
into  the  foaming  and  nulling  waves,  as  she  again 
bent  over  the  nde  of  the  steamer.  Mr.  Spemcer  im- 
mediately opened  a  book,  and  seemed  to  read,  but  he 
was  too  deeply  interested  by  the  people  about  him  to 
pay  much  attention  to  the  volume  he  held  in  hii  hand; 
a  knot  of  "  Parliament  Men"  stood  doee  together,  discus- 
rang  some  popular  or  unpopnlar  measiue  of  the  Sesa:on, 
and  not  looking  parliculsily  worn  or  overworked.  One 
litde,  animated,  reetleaB  man,  had  Uie  ear  of  hia  compa- 
BoonB,  Knd  vttered  his  oinmons  in  a  shriH  vnoe,  ex- 
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paBing  as  modi  by  liis  pftntomime  as  by  his  worda, 
vinie  a  iiitglit  cywiy  tsmwy  ^ncueniaii,  i^lio  aeemed 
fiilloflliegood  tfaxngsof  tfaialife,  andeapecialljofiiciii, 
abounding,  OffeEflowing  liumoar,  '^  cut  in"  every  now 
and  then  upon  llie  amall  oxator'a  eloquence:  and  his  in« 
tem^ons  were  invaiiably  followed  by  the  abundant 
hazmony  of  Inah  laughter,  np-ioUing  fiom  Iiieh  bearts. 
At  the  oppoflxte  ade  of  the  ship,  reclining  opon  a 
pile  of  cnshions,  and  coats  and  cloaks,  was  a  yomig 
ghl,  evidently  in  the  last  stage  of  consiimption;  her 
mother,  who  sat  by  her  side,  was  pwawTig  the  thin, 
fleehleBB  fingeiB  in  her  large  hand,  and  holding  them 
m  tightly  as  if  her  grasp  could  retain  the  life  that 
SBGmed  rapidly  ebbing.    In  return  for  Idnd  sugges- 
tions from  many  who  had  never  seen  them  before,  and 
would  probably  never  see  them  again,  she  said  '*  her 
darHng^  couldn^t  bear  the  dose  air  below;  she  could 
hardly  breathe  where  they  were;  she  had  taken  her  to 
a  great  London  doctor,  who  had  done  her  no  good, 
and  now  her  whole  cry  was  to  be  carried  home;  and  the 
young  woman  edioed  the  words  witiii  her  feeble  lips, 
and  still  feebler  breatii,  and  murmured,  ^  Home,  mother, 
home  r  Anuzaery  girl,  or,«8  she  desired  to  be  considered, 
*'  a  lady's  maid,^'  was  froitleasly  endeavouring  to  do  se- 
veral things  St  once,  ^^  huahowing"  in  her  arms  a  par- 
ticolarly  cross  baby,  who  would  cry,  and  endeavouring 
to  prevent  a  breach  of  tlie  peace  between  an  ugly  our 
named  Jessie  and  a  ^^  bould  boy,"  who  insisted  upon 
pulling  Jessie  by  the  tail,  when  nurse  wanted  her  to 
oome  forward,  by  the  string,  which  was  twisted  round 
what  (figuratively)  would  be  called  her  Utile  finger.  As 
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this  inconvenient  group  staggered  along  the  deck,  Jeaeie 
every  now  and  then  snapping  at  the  gentlemen's  toes, 
while  young  master  stumbled  over  them,  Mr.  Spenoer 
was  much  amused  by  a  sort  of  monologue  the ''  lady's 
maid'*  was  getting  through,  sotto  voce,  the  wide  borders 
of  her  cap  flapping  sail- fashion  in  the  wind,  while  the 
•'  floating"  of  her  "  Ught  English  cotton"  exhibited  a 
pair  of  remarkably  stout  limbs,  safely  cased  in  black 
worsted  stockings. 

'*  Masther  Tim,  MastherTim,  avick,  let  the  haste's  tale 
alone,  dear;  she's  English,  my  darlint,  and  not  used 
to  do  any  thing  she  dosn't  plase,  jewel ;  not  like  yer  own 
little  Pincher  at  home,  that  never  offered  to  bite  any 
thing,  barring  the  tax-man;"  then  a  great  squall  from 
the  baby,  called  her  attention  to  the  plunging  parcel 
she  found  it  hard  enough  to  manage. 

"  Whisht,  whisht,  darlint,  you'll  disturb  your 
maama,  that's  in  the  cabin.  Oh,  then,  I  virish  from 
my  very  sowl  they'd  as  fine  cabins  on  shore  as  they 
have  tossing  on  the  say,  just  for  sport.  Whisht !  Oh  I 
murder,  what'U  I  do  with  you  in  the  night,  at  all  at  all, 
and  the  sixpen'orth  of  barley-sugar  gone  already !" 

There  were  many  other  children,  and  one  or  two 
other  servants;  but  the  latter,  from  their  quiet  manner, 
Mr.  Spencer  supposed  were  not  ''  natives,"  and  the 
children  were  returning  from  English  schools.  "  Och, 
my  sorrow !"  muttered  the  guardian  of  the  child  and 
dog,  as  the  party  promenaded  by;  '*  I  beg  your  pardon, 
ar,  but  will  ye  tell  mc  what  o'clock  it  is?' 

Mr.  Spencer,  not  being  aware  of  the  propensity  of  the 
Irish  peasant  to  know  how  time  goes,  was  amused,  but 
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answered;  and  the  woman  resumed^  *^  We  shall  have 
twinty  hours  of  it  still,  through  wind  and  waather;  all 
fiurwhat? — going  to  a  watering-place;  and  I  give  ye 
mj  woxdy  sir,  for  all  it  was  done  out  like  a  paradise, 
where  they  drank  it — ^the  water  I  mane — the  river  Shan^^ 
oon  would  be  ashamed  of  the  shadow  of  an  Irish  face^ 
if  it  was  like  that  dirty  iron  trash  they  went  so  far  to 
dzink.    Are  we  in  the  Irish  sea  yet,  ycr  honour?' 

The  young  Englishman  was  somewhat  astonished  at 

the  easy,  yet  respectful  manner  of  the  woman,  and 

would  have  replied;  but,  apparently  to  avoid  a  gen« 

tieman  who  was  walking  up  and  down  the  deck,  she 

mattered,  **  The  Lord  preserve  us,  and  send  the  ship 

afe  home,''  and,  crossing  herself,  turned  abruptly  away. 

Mr.  Spencer's  quick  eye  had  noted  this  person  from 

the  moment  he  came  on  board,  as  having  dismissed 

the  lad  who  carried  his  valise,  with  half  the  usual 

giatuity,  two  tracts,  and  a  brief  expostulation  on  the 

on  of  extortion.     He  was  a  remarkably  tall,  stout, 

powerM  man,  his  frame  well  knit  together,  his  chest 

broad  and  muscular,  and  his  large  head  supported  by  a 

thick,  red  neck,  round  which  was  folded  a  full-sized,  well 

stiffened,  well-arranged,  neck-doth.    An  ordinary  phy- 

aognomist  would  not  have  found  it  necessary  to  look 

more  than  once  into  his  face  before  determining  his  cha- 

lacter.     The  nose  was  blunt  and  coarse,  the  mouth — 

that  truth-telling  volimie  without  words — close  shut, 

and  firm;  but  habit  had  drawn  down  its  comers,  so  as 

to  give  it,  particularly  at  times,  an  expression  of  woe 

and  wailing,  as  if  that  single  feature  mourned  for  the  sins 

of  all  its  brethren,  who  were  still  sensual  and  stubborn. 
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The  eyes  were  keeiiand  wanderiiigy  and  the  fxdl  diin,  fl]^ 
thick^  heavy  **  jowl"^  was  ixredaimably  eviL  Only  that 
his  coat  was  blue,  instead  of  Uaek,  those  who  followed 
hia  footsteps  might  hove  supposed  him  a  dignitary  of  die 
church,  for  his  bearing  was  gentlemanly;  but  those  who 
nyet  him,  and  who  knew  Ireland— so  completdy  did  hia 
&ce  destroy  the  effect  of  his  figure — ^would  haTe  called 
him  an  attorney  or  a  middleman,  and  put  up  a 
prayer  for  those  of  whom  he  claimed  his  dues.  As  he 
in  his  turn  passed  Mr.  Spencer,  he  said,  in  a  strcHig 
Munster  accent,  soflened  to  a  whine:  ^^  A  most  blessed 
evening.  Sir;  a  crowning  mercj  to  have  such  an 
evening." 

Mr.  Spencer  bowed — ^he  felt  so  much  repugnance  to 
the  person  that  he  could  not  aiower  him  civilly.  Perhaps 
this  coldness  disturbed  the  seemingly  placid  humour  of 
the  man;  for  immediately  aft^,  '*  Masthcr  l]im,"  who 
had  contrived  to  cut  the  dog's  string,  came  running 
and  tumbling  over  every  thing  in  his  way,  and  conse- 
quently  over  the  disdained  gentleman's  feet  and  andes; 
the  boy  ran  on — ^the  dog  doubled  to  get  to  her  pro- 
teetor,  and  again  inconvenienced  the  same  person, 
who  turned  hastily  round,  his  &ce  red  with  abrupt 
passion,  and  dealing  the  animal  a  kick  that  sent  it 
spinning  along  the  deck,  exclaimed,  with  a  sort  of  oath 
abridged,  "  Get  out  of  my  way,  ye*re  as  bad  as  the 
Papists." 

*'  It's  a  grate  compliment  ye've  paid  her,"  said  the 
servant,  with  a  look  of  contempt  that  kindled  into  one 
of  fierceness  before  the  sentence  was  finished,  and  while 
the  cross  baby  was  crying  on  one  arm,  she  ^  tucked" 
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tbe  dog  under  the  other.  ^^  It's  a.  gzste  Gompliment 
jeVepaid  her,  Mr.  Richards,  Sir;  but  ye're  wrong,  Sir; 
liie  comet  of  a  Protertaat  family;  one  of  your  own 
iQEt— bamii^  ahe^B  not  a  tom-coai."  The  tamt  goaded 
as  liUedj  aa  the  woman  intended  it  diocdd,  for  Mx^ 
Eidbaids  had  once  held  a  different^  and  &r  lesspopohr 
&itK  than  he  at  that  time  professed* 

For  a  mcmient  he  regarded  the  speaker  with  so  fiend« 
iih  a  ^are,  that  Mr.  Spencer  thought  he  would  have 
struck  her — while  she,  with  hardty  less  of  the  demon 
in  her  &oey  awaited  the  issue.  But  the  fire  and  wrath 
&ded  firom.  the  man's  countenance;  and  then,  in  a  soft^ 
<%  voice  he  said,  *^  Oh,  Betty,  my  good  girl,  is  that 
jDOr— and  how's  the  mistress?  I  am  sure  I  didn't  know 
who  the  dog  belonged  to,  or  I  would  not  have  shoved 
it  out  of  the  way." 

"  Ah,  ah ! "  answered  Betty,  "  the  ould  story — ^hit 
lum  hard,  he's  no  friends;  but  poor  Jessie  has  a  back 
sdll,  if  it's  not  broke.  Sir.  There,  keep  yer  hand  out  of 
her  way,  for  die  bites  to  the  bone." 
'^  Poor  feUow,  poor  fellow  I "  said  Mr.  Bichards. 
"  Don't  M-lal  yer  fingers  any  more  at  her,  or  111 
not  be  able  to  keep  her  quiet,"  growled  Betty,  who  was 
strongly  inclined  to  let  the  angry  animal  go. 

*^  Thank  you,  Betty,  I  shall  see  the  mistress  by  an' 
by;"  then  he  added,  in  a  sort  of  whisper,  "have  you 
any  time  for  reading,  my  poor  girl?"  and  he  put  his 
hand  into  his  capacious  pocket  to  take  out  a  tract. 

"  Will  I  have  a  shilling?  "  answered  Betty,  affecting 
not  to  understand  him,  **  Pd  be  sorry  to  refuse,  Sir — 
the  first  time  of  asking,"  she  said^  a  sly  expression  of 
humour  ^h^^'^g  away  the  venom  that  had   a  mo* 
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ment  before  tainted  every  feature  of  her  round  ruddy 
face. 

Mr.  Bichards  looked  perplexed — or,  as  the  woman 
would  have  expressed  it,  "bothered,"  and  muttering 
something  about  ''no  small  change,''  repocketed  his 
pamphlet,  and  turned  away. 

The  steamer  went  boldly  on  her  voyage  with  her 
mingled  cargo  of  different  creeds,  and  totally  different 
views,  sweeping  forwards,  foaming  and  groaning  as  if 
discontented  with  her  freight 

Mr.  Spencer's  attention  was  next  drawn  towards  two 
singularly  beautiful  and  graceful  girls,  who  were  ear- 
nestly expressing  to  their  &ther,  (the  old  gentleman 
with  whom  Lady  Mary  O'Brien  had  so  warmly  shaken 
hands,)  the  deHght  they  felt  at  returning  home  after 
a  few  weeks  of  absence. 

They  were  young  Irish  gentlewomen;  frank  and 
warm  in  manner,  yet  protected  by  a  dignity  and  deli- 
cacy of  deportment  which  prevented  the  possibility  of 
that  warmth  and  frankness  being  misunderstood;  they 
conversed  with  the  poor  woman  whose  daughter  lay  on 
the  deck,  and  while  one  poured  some  eau-de-Cologne 
on  her  hands,  and  steeped  her  coarse  cotton  handker- 
chief in  perfume,  the  other  placed  a  cushion  beneath 
her  head.  This  was  all  done  without  parade;  it  was  the 
natural  discharge  of  a  duty  which  the  healthful  owe  to 
the  suffering. 

But  if  Mr.  Spencer  fancied  he  was  the  only  ob* 
server  on  board  the  steam-packet,  he  was  much  mistaken. 
He  was,  although  profoundly  ignorant  of  the  fact,  far 
more  the  observed  than  the  observant.  He  had  been 
speculatedi  and  commented  upon,  and  his  every  move- 
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ment  liad  been  noted,  bj  two  women — ^whom  itwould  be 
as  unjiist  to  present  as  examples  of  the  ladies  of  Ireland, 
as  itwould  be  to  point  out  the  Mondaymob  at  Grxaves- 
end  as  the  gentlewomen  of  England ;  good,  wcnrthy 
oeatoies  they  were,  in  their  way,  only  ridiculous  when 
they  sought  to  elbow  themselvesinto  what  they  would 
have  called^* carriage  company."  In  Ireland  there  is  a 
hintj  which,  some  years  ago,  was  stronger  and  more  ge- 
netal  than  it  is  at  present — by  which  a  lady  was  distan* 
goiahed  according  to  her  husband's  profession — ^that  is  to 
817,  provided  it  was  a  *' liberal"  one;  no  woman  ever 
thought  of  being  called  Mrs.  Grocer  Finnerty-— or  Mrs. 
Hooaepainter  (xrady — or  Mrs.  Bookseller  O'Haggerfy: 
but  there  was  no  end  to  the  Mrs.  Counsellor  Einealeys — 
the  Mrs.  Captain  Doyles — and  the  Mrs.  Colonel  O'Neils ; 
while  even  a  Mrs.  Attorney  Higgins  was  unwilling  that 
her  "  rank"  should  be  overlooked.  It  was  a  little  bit 
of  show,  and  distinction,  which  in  the  simple  vanity  of 
their  hearts,  they  enjoyed;  no  harm  in  it;  yet  it  was 
one  of  the  things  that  struck  Mr.  Spencer — as  it  does 
every  stranger — as  odd  and  absurd,  when  he  heard  a 
kdy  tell  her  servant  to  go  down  to  the  cabin,  and  ask 
the  steward  for  Mrs.  Counsellor  Brown's  Cashmere 
shawL 

The  two  who  took  such  interest  in  Mr.  Spencer, 
were  a  Mrs.  Counsellor  Hackett,  who  talked  loud  in  a 
rich,  full,  Cork  voice  and  accent,  to  Mrs.  Attorney 
Murphy — '*^  Tve  a  great  mind,  my  dear,  to  go  up  and 
make  myself  known  to  that  illigant  crature,  Lady  Mary 
O'Brien,"  said  Mrs.  Hackett ;  "  if  she  wasn't  so  short- 
righted  she'd  know  me  a  mile  off.   I've  known  her 

VOL,  I.  C 
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since  she  was  the  height  of  a  green  rush,  and  I'd  like 
to  do  it,  just  to  take  tiie  shine  out  of  Mrs.  Brown; 
ever  since  they  set  up  a  carriage,  she  boasts  she'll  keep 
none  but  carriage,  and  the  first  county,  company;  yet 
she  never  had  a  lady  of  title  enter  her  doors — I  reely 
think  I  will ;  for  I  should  like  to  know  who  HE  is, 
above  all  earthly  things,  and  maybe  she'd  introduce 
me  ;  he  seems  mighty  sweet  upon  her,  and  she  so  short 
a  time  a  widow." 

"I'll  tell  the  counsellor,  so  I  will,  Mrs.  Hackett, 
dear,"  lisped  pretty  little  Mrs.  Attorney. 

"  Oh,  bother,  nonsense !"  exclaimed  the  jovial  looking 
lady  ;  "  God  be  praised,  I've  no  daughters  of  my  own 
to  get  off  now,  but  there's  the  counsellor's  two  sisters, 
and  my  own  three  nieces— charming,  illigant  cratures  I 
at  any  rate,  Td  like  to  know  who  he  is;  I'm  certain 
that  he's  the  right  thing;  he's  one  of  us,  I'm  sure." 

"  I  don't  agree  with  you,  and  I  hope  you'll  excuse 
me  for  it,  ma'am,"  said  Mrs.  Murphy ;  *^  I  heerd  his  owA 
man  say,  that  his  master  was  going  to  Deny." 

"  To  Derry  T'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Hackett,  in  a  tone  of 
deep  indignation,  "  to  Derry  ! — ^to  the  heart  of  the 
black  North !  Himself  in  a  bottle-green  cloak  of  beau- 
tiful Spanish  cloth,  and  his  servants  in  grass-green  live- 
ries !  Mrs.  Murphy,  it's  impossible,  it's  not  mad  he'd  be 
to  go  to  the  North — ^himself  in  a  bottle-green  cloak,  and 
his  two  fine  servant-men  in  grass-green  liveries  !  He'd 
be  murdered;  he  can't  know  the  ways  of  the  country ; 
it  would  be  only  Christian  charity  to  tell  him,  for  may 
be  he's  a  stranger  from  France  or  Spain — I'm  sure  he  is 
ma'am;  he's  so  dark,  with  Italian  eyes,  such  as  they 
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hire  in  Rome,  and  such  a  noble  air.  May  the  saints 
protect  the  dear  young  gentleman  I  but  it's  almost  a 
pointof  conscience  to  put  him  on  his  guard.  Oh  I  that 
I  should  ever  hear  a  bottle-green  doak  and  grass-green 
fivenes  talk  of  going  to  the  bitter  black  NorthT 

*'I  wonder  your  friend  Lady  Mary  O'Brien  does 
not  teD  him,"  suggested  Mrs.  Murphy. 

"Thath  !  my  dear !  Lady  Maiy,  though  she  ought 
to  be  what  all  her  seed,  breed,  and  generation  were,  as 
good,  and  better  than  ourselves,  has  been  wandering  in 
England ;  her  husband  was  a  Protestant,  and  she  was 
alwi^  mighty  liberal — and  more  than  that — ." 

The  steamer  had  now  got  fully  into  the  open  sea,  and 
in  addition  to  its  usual  shaking,  commenced  rolling  as 
ships  will  do,  despite  all  that  is  said  to  the  contrary  ; 
His.  Hackett  bore  up  against  these  sea  miseries  with 
the  air  of  a  heroine  ;  but  at  last,  as  Mrs.  Murphy  as- 
asted  her  in  descending  the  cabin  stairs,  she  looked 
into  her  friend's  &ce,  with  an  air  of  intense  suffering, 
and  exclaimed,  *^  Oh  dear!  dear!  darling!  It  isn't  the 
Aake,  but  the  rawl  of  it,  that's  killing  me !" 
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CHAPTER  n. 


THE  KET-NOTB, 


The  night  was  passing  without  any  occurrence  to 
disturb  the  monotony  of  a  "  Night  at  Sea;"  there  was 
the  dim,  uncertain  light  of  the  full-orbed,  but  often 
clouded  moon — the  twinkling  of  the  mysterious  stars^ — 
the  rush  and  roll  of  the  waters — ^the  spray  falling  on 
the  deck— the  heavy  tramp  of  the  few  watchers — ^the 
motion  and  shaking  of  the  engine  increasing  the  vi- 
bration "  natural "  to  a  legitimate  ship — ^the  heavy 
smell  of  the  oil — and  in  the  cabins  the  half-sleepy  com- 
plaints and  querulous  grumblings  of  the  passengers — 
the  coming  forth  of  all  the  little,  mean  selfishness  of 
human  nature,  redeemed,  however,  by  the  self-sacrifices 
of  some  who  give  up  the  pillow  or  vinaigrette  to  those 
who  need  it  more  than  themselves.  Mr.  Spencer  folded 
himself  in  his  cloak, — "  the  bottle-green,"  which  had 
excited  "  Mrs.  Coimsellor's  "  sympathy — and  continued 
on  deck  long  after  his  fair  friend,  and  the  greater  num- 
ber of  passengers  had  disappeared.  Edward  Spen- 
cer's nature  was  that  of  a  deep-minded,  thoughtful, 
refined  Englishman;  slow  to  receive  impressions,  but 
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dinging  to  them  with  a  tenacity  which  hardly  admitted 
of  change.    He  could  not  entertain  a  single  paltry  feel« 
ing— his  manners  were  as  calm  and  as  dasdc  as  his 
mind.    The  romance  of  Irish  history,  and  the  romance 
of  the  Iiiah  people,  had  entered  his  heart;  though  he 
nerer  quoted  poetry,  and  coidd  as  easily  have  turned 
the  world  on  its  asds  as  a  tune,  the  patriotic  songs  of 
Moore  were  treasured  in  his  memory;  and  Irish  heroism, 
vithont  distinction  of  party,  was  one  of  the  idols  of  his 
mind-worship;  he  took  extensive  views  both  of  things 
and  people,  but  could  hardly  be  considered  an  observer 
<£,  ot  A  carer  for,  small  matters;  thus,  he  was  pecu« 
Gsdy  unfitted  to  comprehend  the  bickerings  and  bitter- 
neases,  the  pet^  malignant  nothings  which  form  the  su- 
perstructure of  Irish  discontent,  frequently  to  the  exclu- 
sion of  thought  for  actual  and  positive  grievances.     He 
was  fully  aware  of  the  real  miseries  of  the  country, 
thoroughly  indignant  at  the  long  past  cruelty,  and  the 
continued  n^lect,  which  had  characterised  the  conduct  of 
England  to  a  sister  she  never  treated  as  an  equal,  nor  even 
with  the  tenderness  which  the  elder  is  expected  to  be- 
atow  upon  the  younger;  perhaps  the  strongest  principle 
of  his  nature  was  a  love  of  justice;  he  was  so  accustomed 
to  weigh  and  balance,  that  he  never  could  attach  him- 
aelf  to  what  is  called  a  party;  it  was  his  habit — a  habit 
inseparable  fix>m  his  moral  constitution — to  seek  for 
Ae  right  path,  and  to  follow  it  implicitly.     During 
his  purposed  residence  upon  the  estate  to  which  Lady 
Maiy  had  alluded,  Edward  Spencer  had  resolved  to  do 
niore  in  one  year  than  any  practical  man  would  have  at- 
tempted to  accomplish  in  ten,  or  twenty ;  all  his  plans  for 


the  improvement  'of  hia  TCngTiaTi  estates  had  succeeded 
so  admirably,  that  he  determined  to  apply  to  Irish 
grievances  the  systems  and  remedies  he  had  applied 
to  £iu'lish  ones ;  summin?  up  his  thoughts  on  llie 
subject  with,  *'  they  cannot  be  so  tae-eaaanaile  as  to 
reject  that,"  "they  cannot  upon  m&tute  conaderation 
refuse  this;"  forgetting,  as  strangers  usoally  do,  that  he 
had  to  deal  with  a  people  who  feel  while  others  reason, 
and  who  act  too  rapidly  upon  that  feeling  to  give 
"  mature  consideration "  to  any  earthly  thing;  still  he 
was  perfectly  and  entirely  in  earnest  in  his  deare  to 
deal  justly  with  a  long  enduring  country ;  and  so  truth- 
ful was  his  nature,  that  he  had  no  intention  of  reserving 
— no  wish  to  hide— his  sentiments;  though,  like  the  ge- 
nerali^  of  Englishmen,  he  was  mote  reflective  than  ei- 
perimentaL  Hewa8,inshort,young,fullofliieunscathed 
hope  of  one  bom  to  riches  and  station;  in  the  enjijj- 
ment  of  good  health,  an  even  temper,  and  the  glorious 
dedre  and  laudable  ambition  of  serving  Hia  fellow-crea- 
tures. As  the  moon  rose  he  was  sdU  pacing  the  deck, 
pausing  occarionally,  and  gazing  towards  the  west,  the 
land  where  he  hoped  his  name  might  yet  be  blessed  as 
a  benelactor;  he  thought  of  liie  generous  enthuaasm 
of  its  inhabitants,  of  their  patient  endurance,  their 
intense  earnestness!  His  deep  devotion  to  his  own 
&ith  taught  him  to  sympathise  with  those  who  were 
ready  to  sacrifice  their  lives  for  that  which  they  held 
sacred.  His  imagination  erected  cottages  and  covered 
&cm  with  roses;  at  one  end  of  his  smiling  village  arose 
the  Sfnre  of  a  church,  and  at  the  other  the  croes  of  a 
c^iapel;  the  village  gre^i  was  in  the  centre  and  finnted 
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the  adiool,  fiom  wliich  lasaed  chfldien  of  ^^  all  denomi- 
sadons,"  well  clothed,  noisy  with  joy,  and  fiill  of  spizits 
aaof health;  gzfty-haued  domestiGa  czowdedzound  Spen- 
oer  ooort;  the  paiiah  priest  and  the  Protestant  deigy- 
msn  mi  at  the  same  board; — but  who  besides  sat  there, 
lady  paramount  oflove,  and  wit,  and  beauty?  his  cheek 
flndied,  while  in  that  direction  his  thoughts  wandered; 
snd  as  he  passed  his  hand  over  his  &ce,  the  vision  Ta- 
aiflhed.  He  was  neither  in  a  smiling  village,  or  at  a  well- 
filled  boaid — ^but  on  the  deck  of  the  hissing,  and 
groaning,  and  heaving  steamer,  one  of  the  most  ner- 
vous and  discontented  class  of  vessels  that  ever  took  rank 

**  The  monsters  of  the  deep." 

The  waste  of  waters  was  around  him,  and  a  noble,  stately 
ahip,  with  her  sails  set,  was  bending  gracefiilly  before  the 
breeze  by  which  they  were  opposed.    There  was  some- 
thing so  dignified  and  majestic  in  its  motion,  that  he 
could  not  avoid  smiling  at  her  queenly  progress,  when 
contEBSted  with  the  noise,  and  opposition,  and  outrage 
of  the  little  resolute,  but  most  mechanical,  steamer.   In 
an   incredibly   short   time   they   were    again   alone ; 
again  the  young  man's  thoughts  reverted  to  the  ^^  darl- 
ing West,"  and  his  hope  became  stronger  and  more 
fervent  that  he  might  yet  be  made  a  blessing  to  the 
generous,  afifectionate  people,  who  had  foimd  place  in 
his  heart — ^whom  he  had  resolved  to  care  for,  and  "  con- 
dliate,"  and  cherish,  and  redress.   While  thus  exulting 
in  the  hope  of  the  future,  which  now  seemed  an  ap- 
proaching reality,  his  attention  to  the  present  was  sud- 
denly aroused  by  the  old  gentleman — the  same  who 
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had  been  recognised  with  so  much  affection  by  Lady 
Mary  O'Brien. 

*(  This  steam  will  be  a  great  thing  for  Ireland,"  he 
said,  addressing  Mr.  Spencer;  **it  will  indeed  be  a 
great  thing,  it  will  draw  the  countries  closer  together, 
induce  an  influx  of  English  capital,  make  us  better 
known  to  each  other;  although  an  Irishman,  and  a 
warm  lover  of  my  country,  I  do  not  hesitate  to  say  it 
must  improve  us  in  every  respect,  while  it  will  also 
give  additional  advantages  to  England." 

"  I  quite  agree  with  you,"  said  Mr.  Spencer.  "  In 
three  or  four  years  we  shall  see  an  immense  difference." 

*'  No,  not  quite  so  soon  as  that,*^  answered  his  com* 
panion.  *'  Tou  must  pardon  me  for  saying  such  eager 
anticipation  savours  rather  of  Irish  impatience  than  of 
English  calculation.  It  will  be  a  long  and  tedious 
lesson  to  teach  England  to  confide  in  us,  and  still  more 
difficult  to  teach  us  to  confide  in  England.  We  have 
each  something  to  forgive,  and  more  to  forget,  and 
both  a  great  deal  to  learn  of  one  another.  Tou  are  in  a 
state  of  deplorable  ignorance  as  to  our  wants,  and 
powers,  and  characters,  and  we  are  loath  to  acknow- 
ledge, as  were  the  people  of  old,  that  any  good 
can  come  out  of  Galilee — at  least  to  us;  but  rapid 
commimication  is  a  decided  step  in  favour  of  both 
countries;  an  influx  of  strangers  must  serve  us,  and," 
he  added,  "  I  do  not  think — I  am  sorry  to  say  so^ 
that  any  mode  of  transit  can  increase  the  number  of 
our  Absentees.  May  God  pardon  those  who  forget  a 
landlord's  duties,  when  they  receive  a  landlord's  income  I 
But  this  steam  will  work  wonders.      We,  standing 
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tluis  on  the  deck  of  one  of  the  earliest  of  the  yessels  by 
which  the  Toyage  has  been  made  a  certainty,  can 
Iiardly  anticipate  the  vast  results.  You  will  live  to  see 
tliem;l8hallnot.'' 

lam  sore,  Sir,  I  hope  you  will,"  exclaimed  Edward. 

Thank  you  for  the  wannth  of  the  wish,  my  young 
fiiend,"  answered  Dean  Grraves;  '^  thank  you  truly;  we 
Iziah  can  bear  injustice  better  than  indifference;  if  you 
would  senre  us,  you  must  not  only  feel  for  us,  but 
express  your  feelings.  Lady  Mary  O'Brien  tells  me  you 
mean  to  do  a  great  deal,  and  a  great  deal  can  be  done 
with  the  tenantry  of  Spencer  Court  I  knew  your 
unde  well,  and  when  you  are  in  that  part  of  the  world 
ahall  be  happy  to  pay  you  any  attention,  or  give  you 
anj  information,  in  my  power.  I  shall  be  your  neigh- 
boar  when  you  are  there  and  I  am  at  home." 

Mr.  Spencer  thanked  him;  the  voice  and  manner 
had  impressed  him  strongly  in  favour  of  his  new  ac- 
qbaintance.  He  was  the  perfection  of  a  gentleman 
of  the  old  school;  frank  and  polished:  he  had  lifted 
lus  hat  at  the  commencement  of  their  conversation, 
and  his  white  hair  floated  like  a  halo  round  one 
of  the  finest  heads  Edward  had  ever  seen.  They 
had  inspired  each  other  with  confidence — a  feeling 
which  arose  from  each  involuntarily  believing  in  the 
other's  truth.  They  were  the  only  passengers  on  deck 
duiing  the  still  hour  of  midnight,  and  they  sat  down  at 
the  same  moment  as  men  do^  when  they  are  resolved 
to  have  a  somewhat  lengthened  ''  talk"  on  interesting 
subjects.  The  clergyman  was  again  the  first  to  com- 
mence the  conversation. 
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"  The  coimtiy  ia  fearfully  disturbed  just  now,  and  I 
am  almoet  wny  you  ate  coming  among  us  at  such  a  time." 

"  I  have  not  the  least  fear,"  replied  Edward.  "  Lady 
Mary  declares  there  b  no  instance  on  record  of  their 
injuiing  a  stranger." 

"  But  you  are  a  landholder,  and  they  may  fancy  you 
composed  of  ejectments  and  latatata,"  said  Mr.  Graves, 
smiling. 

"  No  fear  of  that:  I  have  forgiven  them  all  arrears; 
and  as  I  shall  put  every  thing  to  rights  myself— hear 
with  my  own  ears — see  with  my  own  eyes,  and  act 
irom  my  own  judgment,  I  do  not  think  I,  for  one, 
shall  be  injured." 

Mr.  Graves  again  smiled  at  his  brave  words,  but 
made  no  allusion  to  them,  simply  saying,  "  Not  in  per- 
son I  hope  and  believe.  Kven  I  have  no  fear  of  that; 
but  take  care  you  are  not  injured  towards  the  people 
in  heart  and  spirit.  I  dread  the  reaction  upon  such  a 
mind,  as  I  am  told  you  possess.  I  dread  the  dissolving 
of  youi  dream,  for  all  knowledge  of  Ireland,  acquired 
only  by  hearsay,  leads  to  dreams.  I  dread  the  effect  of 
the  certain  i^nanuty  of  disappointment  you  must  expe- 
rience more  than  I  do  the  evil  whispennga  or  daring 
prodamadons  of  those  who  will  seek  to  win  you  to 
their  several  modes  of  thinking.  I  dread  it  because 
Ireland  wants  men  like  you — not  to  stand  by  a  party, 
but  by  the  country.  Men  with  sympathies  and  capital, 
men  also  with  hemobies,  capable  of  tracing  back 
the  various  causes  of  the  people's  discontent  to  by-gone 
times  and  by-gone  eventSj  which,  however  forgotten  or 
overlooked  in  England,  are  still  freshly  kept  in  mind  in 
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Ixdand — ^fiesUyasif  tliey  were  but  growths  of  yesterday ; 
ibr  they  are  oontuuially  xevived,  not  only  by  agitators  of 
tliemomentybntbya  higher  and  hdiier  dass, — of  feelings 
isweQ  as  of  men;  men  who  love  their  country  and  honour 
ks  patriots.  You  may  imagine  that  in  visiting  Ireland 
you  are  visiting  only  one  people;  you  are  visiting  two." 

^  Two  r  repeated  Edward,  remembering  at  the  mo« 
meat  Lady  Mary's  words. 

<*  It  is  even  so, — two  I  Protestant  Ireland  and  Ca- 
thoHc  Ireland,  Saxon  Ireland  and  Celtic  Ireland;  but 
the  blood  of  the  Irish  Saxon  is  as  hotly  boiling  as 
that  of  the  Irish  Celt.  They  boil  against  each  other; 
and,  perhaps,  the  chief  motive  of  union  between  the 
Saxon  Irish  and  your  country  is  the  Church  establish* 
ment;  that  is  the  bond  which  binds  the  Irish  Protestant 
to  England;  but  for  that  both  might  overboil  against 
you,  as  they  do  now  against  each  other." 

Mr.  Graves  paused,  and  Edward  for  some  time  made 
no  reply :  he  was  thinking. 

"I  dare  say,"  said  he,  at  length,  "  that  what  you  ob- 
serve is  quite  true;  and  perhaps  we  deserve  it  should  be 
fio-  We  have  protected  a  party,  and  not  a  people. — ^I 
have  often  heard  my  poor  uncle  say  as  much." 

"  You  are  right  in  that  opinion,"  observed  Mr. 
Graves,  ^'  whatever  party  has  been  dominant  in  England, 
has,  to  a  certain  extent,  protected  that  nearest  to  itself 
in  Ireland;  but  as  the  peasantry,  the  very,  very  poor, 
have  no  party,  no  covenant  with  their  coimtry,  the  po- 
pulation of  Ireland  have  had  only  occasional  friends. 
Strangers  firequently,  like  yourself,  come  among  us, 
vith  generous  and  large  desires  of  usefulness,  and  kindly 
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and  extensive  sympathies,  but,  insennblj  drawn  into  the 
vortex  of  party,  they  either  become  accustomed  to  the 
misery  which  at  first  appalled  them,  or  are  so  over- 
whelmed by  its  extent  that  they  turn  away  altogether 
irom  the  voice  of  the  weeper,  and  join  in  the  common 
cry  of  want  of  care  and  providence  in  a  population, 
who,  even  when  able  to  obtain  employment,  have  only 
existed  on  what,  in  your  country,  would  have  caused  a 
hundred  rebellions,  under  the  name  of  starvations.  A 
few  speak  loudly  of,  and  feel  keenly,  the  moral  degra- 
dation that  want  creates;  the  cry  of  the  multitude  is 
echoed  by  them ;  and  initiaied  by  others — by  others  who 
augment  evil  by  misdirecting  agitation;  yet,  all  the 
while  they  argue  that  the  fruits  of  peace  may  be  thus 
gathered — grapes  from  thorns  and  figs  firom  thistles." 

"  The  country  sadly  wants  repose,"  said  Edward 
Spencer. 

"Most  true,"  replied  Mr.  Graves,  "but  the  deep  sea- 
calm  of  a  starving  multitude,  sinking  by  hundreds  into 
the  grave,  is  not,  I  am  certain,  the  sort  of  repose  which  you 
wouldwishtosee  continued  inmypoorcountry."  Neither 
spoke  for  some  moments,  and  then  Mr.  Graves  resumed : 
"  Let  me,"  he  said,  "  again  caution  you  against  harsh 
judging  in  any  case !  Do  not  suffer  the  Orange  party 
of  the  North  to  persuade  you  that  their  warmer  brethren 
of  the  South  are  all  violent  and  bigoted;  nor  the  Ro- 
man Catholics  of  the  South  to  impress  you  with  the  idea 
that  the  Orangemen  of  the  North  are  all  bitter  and  fierce 
destroyers;  in  all  you  hear  you  must  take  into  account 
the  quick  beatings  of  our  hearts,  and  oiur  universal  habit 
of  exaggeration;  not  from  a  desire  to  &lsify,  but  as  is* 
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mmg  out  of  a  rich  imagination  that  converts  us  into  4 
nation  of  poets.  We  think  what  we  say,  while  we 
^)eak;  but  we  feel  strongly,  and  do  not  prepare  our 
words  before  we  utter  them.  We  want  judgment 
rather  than  genius." 

"  I  am  sure/'  said  Edward,  '*  I  am  delighted  to  hear 
all  this;  I  fancied  the  tone  of  the  Irish  churchmen 
to  be  Puritan  rather  than  Protestant;  but  Lady  Mary 
has  frequently  quoted  you  as  a  specimen  of  what  a  Pro> 
testant  deigyman  can  be  to  his  Roman  Catholic 
neighbours.  I  have  heard  her  say  that  Dean  Grraves 
was  kind  in  manners  as  well  as  generous  in  money,  and 
zealous  to  promote  friendly  intercourse  between  Pro* 
testant  and  Catholic,  while  his  charity  to  the  poor  was 
dispensed  with  an  even  hand." 

The  old  gentleman  shook  his  head.  ''  Remember 
what  I  told  you  of  Irish  exaggeration;  Lady  Mary  ex- 
ceedingly magnifies  the  virtues  of  her  friends.  I  must, 
however,  in  common  justice  to  my  brother  clergymen 
etate,  that  I  believe  they  are  individually  generous  to 
the  poor  Catholics,  though  less  willing  than,  I  think, 
they  ought  to  be  to  extend  the  hand  of  fellowship  to 
the  ministers  of  the  other  creed;  but,  local  circum* 
stances  have  much  influence  with  all  of  us.  I  have 
nudied  the  character  of  the  people  more  than  many, 
and  I  know  their  history  well;  my  circumstances  have 
rendered  me  independent  of  church  preferment,  which, 
I  r^ret  to  say,  few  of  my  brethren  are.  But,  to  return 
to  the  subject  of  my  anxiety ;  I  wish  I  could  show  those 
who  cry  out  against  Irish  outrage  and  Irish  discontent, 
a  few  of  the  palliating  <urcumstances,  which  a  little  know* 
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ledge  and  ieflecti<m  would  enable  them  to  oompreliendy 
and  I  would  trust  the  issue  to  the  feelings  of  kindly 
sympathy  implanted  in  every  himian  bosom.  I  pray 
your  patience;  I  am  an  old  man  now,  but  the  love  of 
my  native  land,  of  both  Celt  and  Saxon,  is  as  warm  in 
my  heart  as  it  was  when,  in  my  boyhood,  I  joined  the 
Lriflii  volunteers;  purer,  certainly,  for  many  of  my  pre- 
judices have  vanished,  and  I  should  be  sorry  to  have 
some  of  the  feefings  now  which  I  thought  glorious  then. 
Again  I  crave  your  patience  only  for  a  little  time;  it  is 
cool  and  fresh  here,  and  the  words  I  have  to  say  I 
would  wish  to  speak  beneath  tiie  arch  of  that  Heaven 
which  registers  our  words,  for  good  or  evil." 

Edward  assured  Mr.  Graves  of  his  entire  attention. 

"  You  know  tiien,"  recommenced  the  venerable  gen- 
tleman, "  that  the  heads  of  many  of  the  highest  of  our 
Irish  families  perished  in  defence  of  their  rights;  treach- 
ery frequently  accomplished  what  the  sword  and  the 
law  might  have  spared.  Their  lands  were  seized,  often 
without  a  show  of  reason,  and  the  descendants — as  the 
Scotch  have  it,  *the  kith  and  kin' — of  the  chieftain 
lingered  in  the  mountain  fastnesses,  maintaining  a  guer- 
liDa-like  warfare,  struggling  against  the  power  which 
had  outraged,  betrayed,  starved,  destroyed,  all  but  con- 
quered them ;  it  is  the  Irish  idea  of  fixity  of  tenure, 
that  they  were  never  conquered." 

•*  But  how  would  they  define  conquest?"  inquired 
Eidward. 

"  They  define  nothing;  an  Irishman's  faith  is  equal  to 
his  feeling,  and  his  feeling  to  his  faith;  he  is  told  by  the 
only  persons  he  considers  he  can  lanst,  that  he  has  never 
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been  ocmqaeied;  he  believes  ity  lesolThig  never  to  be  o(^ 
teated.  Nowmarkme — inpropesBoftimellieTeiyhimteii 
tiled  of  pazBoit ;  the  dogs  of  wur  became  wetried ;  they  le- 
tiied  to  theAdter  ofiheTaDqnBaiidtheseciiiity  of  the 
towns;  they  built  casdeB  to  protect  their  newly-acquiied 
tmUxrj;  and  in  their  power,  the  hunted  ones  were 
fixgotten,  because  desfHsed;  still,  in  a  little  time,  as  thej 
cr^  frran  th^  &stnesBes  thqr  became  necessary  to  the 
settlers;  they  were  employed  as  labourers — ^mind  you, 
ipoR  their  own  lamdj  so  thqr  still  considered  it;  they  were 
tzampled  on  and  insulted  on  all  occaaons;  they  were 
not  deemed  worthy  even  of  condliation;  it  would  have 
seemed  hnmanity  to  have  expatriated  them  at  once; 
better  to  have  taken  their  lives,  when  those  lives  were 
rendered  a  means  of  torture.  Now  mark  me — even 
more  closely — ^they  still  bear  their  proud  ancestral  names ; 
the  blood  of  their  native  princes  does  not  stagnate  in 
their  yeins;  it  flows  as  freely  as  though  they  were  not 
as  they  are;  their  faith  was  outraged  and  insulted — " 

**  But  not  now,"  interrupted  Edward;  "  though  as 
yet  they  are  not  thoroughly  emancipated,  you  cannot 
call  their  £dth  insulted  now." 

''  Was  my  faith  so  treated  in  this  year,  1822,  I  con- 
fess to  you  I  should  so  consider  it,"  was  the  reply.  '*  I 
would  be  content,  if  it  were  the  Almighty's  will,  to  be 
called  away  from  life  to-morrow,  if  any  such  sacrifice 
could  unite  my  coimtrymen  in  the  bonds  of  my  own 
fidth,  believing  it  to  be  the  best  and  purest  given  from 
God  to  man;  for  it  I  would  live,  and  for  it  I  would  die; 
bat  that  does  not  render  me  insensible  to  the  wicked- 
ness and  folly  of  the  penal  statutes,  which,  by  perpetual 
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insult  and  injostioe,  liaye  mocked  at  natiniiHil  eqoaliiyj 
it  IS  as  thoogh  a  man  were  to  place  bis  foot  upon  the 
neck  of  his  prostrate  feUow-cieatnre,  and  then^  wlufe 
lie  keeps  him  firmly  down,  to  bid  him  zise,  in  all  the 
dignity  of  human  nature !  Hie  conmionest  peasant  feeb 
this,  and  though  as  a  clergyman  I  would  joy  to  leoeiTe 
those  who  felt  themselves  in  error,  I  cannot,  as  a  man, 
but  respect  tbe  firmness  which,  despite  scorn  and  degra* 
dation.  Has  hitherto  united  the  peasant  to  his  fiiith, 
mingled  though  it  be  with  a  superstition,  which  is  a  part 
of  the  national  religion,  as  well  as  the  national  poetry.'* 

*'  I  quite  agree  with  you,"  said  Mr.  Spencer,  *^  the 
superstition  of  Ireland  is  the  foundation  of  its  national 
school  of  poetry;  its  faith  is  intense,  but  I,  of  course, 
speak  from  thought  and  feeling,  not  from  observation  or 
eicperience," 

"  The  Irish  peasant/'  continued  Mr.  Ghraves,  ^^  lives 
amid  the  faded  glories  of  his  country,  knows  and  feels 
it;  his  cabin  is  mud- walled  and  miserable,  yet  the  ruined 
castle  he  passes  by,  to  go  to  his  ill-remimerated  labour, 
bears  his  name.  This  yields  him  a  gloomy  satisfaction ! 
he  looks  on  the  crumbling  walls,  and  knows  that  the 
glories  of  his  ancestors  are  not  mere  fables.  His  wife 
while  dig^ng  the  potato  garden,  or  whirring  at  her 
wheel,  dngs  the  cherished  legends  of  his  race;  tells  their 
triumphs  and  their  oppressions  to  the  children  who 
tremble  in  rags  at  her  knee;  and  dim  prophecies  of  the 
future — when  '  Ireland  shall  be  herself  again' — when 
Ireland  shall  belong  to  the  Irish — when  Tara's  kings 
shall  dispense  '  justice  to  Ireland' — are  repeated  and 
listened  to  with  avidity  at  every  wake  and  fair;  the 
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stoij-tellcr  vies  with  the  piper  in  attracting  listeners; 
and  grateful  as  ihey  feel  for  individual  kindnesses  of 
the  Saxon  race,  they  look  upon  them  in  a  body,  as  not 
only  intrudera,  but  oppressors." 

'^  Surely,  even-handed  justice  could  prevent  this/' 
ttid  Edward. 

Mr.  Gxaves  smiled.  **  It  would  not  be  easy  to  per- 
Boade  a  man  that  you  meant  him  justly,  while  you  re- 
tained what  he  believed  to  be  his." 

**  But  consider  ihe  impossibility  of  upsetting  a  coun- 
tiy,  after  centuries  of  undisturbed  inheritance  have 
passed,"  observed  Edward. 

**0f  course,"  answered  the  Dean,  ''I  know  that; 
but  fancy  the  impolicy  of  leaving  a  highly  sensitive, 
and  imaginative  people  to  brood,  with  misery  and  want 
for  their  companions,  over  the  wildly,  but  truly,  chroni- 
cled tales  of  former  greatness, — ^wrenched  from  them 
by  force  or  fraud.  If  they  had  been  drawn  into  active 
life;  if  they  found  their  kbour  sufficiently  productive  to 
afford  them  subsistence;  if  efforts  ha4  been  made  to 
elevate,  and  not  depress  them,  in  the  scale  of  human- 
kind; such  memories  would  have  faded  into  fables,  or 
have  been  in  a  great  degree  lost, — as  they  must  be,  where 
existing  realities  demand  perpetual  thought,  instead  of  ro- 
mancing over  an  old  man's  tale.  We  all  seek  sometliing 
to  cling  to  in  this  world — something  to  raise  us  above  the 
tides  and  currents  of  life;  the  poor  Englishman  clings  to 
his  comforts  ;  the  poor  Irishman  might  have  done  the 
same,  if  he  had  had  them,  to  cKnff  to ;  but  ragged,  tattered, 
the  shivering  wreck  of  the  past — ^his  foot  still  on  his  native 
heath ;  the  music  of  his  native  land  rin^ng  in  his  ears; 
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the  history  of  his  countiy  graven  on  his  heart ;  those 
in  whom  he  trusts  whispering  disquieting  advice — the 
advice  his  restless,  ardent,  and  faithful  nature  best  loves 
to  hear;  the  only  marvel  is,  that  instead  of  occasional 
outbursts — ^the  festering  indications  of  imhealthy  con- 
stitutions— the  disease  has  not  been  more  universal  and 
more  deadly.  Think,  my  dear  Sir,  of  these  things; 
think,  as  I  have  so  often  found  it  necessary  to  do,  lest 
my  heart  should  harden ;  think,  not  so  much  of  what, 
under  the  excitement  and  influence  of  dangerous  men, 
the  people  do,  as  of  what  for  a  long  series  of  years  they 
have  forborne  to  do." 

The  old  man  rose,  excited  both  by  his  feelings  and 
the  subject,  and  extended  his  hand  to  Edward  Spencer, 
while  he  added — 

"I  hope  to  meet  you  frequently  hereafter;  and,  I 
trust  you  will,  despite  all  imtoward  circiunstances,  re- 
member what  I  have  said." 

The  dawn  of  the  shivering  morning  came  at  last,  with 
the  usual  lull  of  wind,  and  the  ringing  of  the  bell,  and 
the  cold  water  cure  applied  to  the  narrow  boards,  and 
the  scraping  sound  of  the  hard  brush,  the  gruff  voice  of 
the  captain  perhaps,  and  the  coiling  or  uncoiling  of  the 
ropes — those  who  are  so  imfortimate  as  to  be  awake  on 
shipboard,  seldom  give  a  thought  to  the  cruelty  of 
waking  the  sleepers.  The  morning  had  changed  to 
midday,  and  another  afternoon  had  come  before  the 
opposite  coast  was  reached.  Few  of  our  acquaintances 
among  the  passengers,  however,  cared  to  leave  their 
berths,  until  the  welcome  news]was  conveyed  below,  that 
the  steamboat  was  about  to  enter  the  Cork  river — ^the 
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fimoos  and  beautiful  liver  Lee.  And  beautiful  indeed  it 
b!  ArtaniRhed  and  delighted  was  Edward  Spencer,  de- 
Ijglited  past  all  telling;  he  had  pictured  a  uniyersal 
want  of  wood,  but  plantations  sloped  to  the  very  water^s 
edge.  He  looked  fiom  side  to  side,  with  increased 
cmotioii;  he  gazed  around  and  around,  and — oold  as  was 
las  exterior,  in  heart  and  soul,  Edward  Spencer  was  a 
ihoiougfa  en&usiast — ^in  the  fervour  of  the  moment,  he 
pnjed  earnestly  that  God  would  make  him  the  means  of 
good  to  the  people  with  whom  he  was  about  to  dwelL 
No  sdfish  desLre,  no  prejudice,  no  sectarian,  or  political 
bitterness  marred  the  purity  of  this  prayer,  which, 
though  unheard  by  human  ear,  was  registered  in  Hea- 
ven, as  one  of  the  pure  heart-offerings  of  an  English- 
man to  ihe  land  of  the  Shamrock. 

"  Hurra  for  Child  Ireland !"  exclaimed  Betty,  who  hav- 
ing left  her  incumbrances  below,  ran  on  deck  to  breathe 
again  the  Irish  air,  ^^  Hurra,  my  jewel;  there  ye  are,  my 
own  darlin  river,  bright  as  a  diamond  and  clear  as  crystal ! 
Oh,  wiaha,  wisha,  Grod  be  praised,  that  I  sec  ye  once 
more" — and  clasping  her  hands  in  ecstacy,  she  dropped 
down  on  her  kneea  close  to  where  Mr.  Spencer  stood. 
At  any  other  time  he  would,  perhaps,  have  smiled  at  her 
enthusiasm;  but  now  he  ftdly  entered  into  it,  and  as 
Englishmen  generally  show  their  approbation  by  giving 
money,  he  placed  half-a-guinea  in  her  hand. 

"  Why,  then,  the  Lord  be  good  to  yer  honour  I"  she 
said,  rising  slowly,  and  glancing  &om  the  coin  to  the 
donor  as  she  turned  it  over  and  over  in  her  palm,  "  it's 
long  since  we  saw  the  like  o'  that — and  now,  if  there's 
any  thing  I  can  do  to  sarve  yer  honour,  just  say  it ; 

b2 


36  THE  WHITEBOY; 

and,  iaith,  Betty  Doyle  '11  be  the  girl  that  'U  do  it !  I 
knew  very  well  the  pakty  yer  nobility  was  of,  when 
I  saw  the  glance  ye  threw  at  that  base,  black-hearted 
turn-coat,  that's  tuning  up  the  morning  hymn  below 
there  (I  pray  the  saints  it  may  turn  to  a  marrow-bone 
in  his  ugly  throat).  Whisht !  there's  the  misthress ;  good 
bye,  and  Grod  bless  ye.  Sir.  Sure  111  be  past  Spencer 
Court  before  yer  honor,  and  may  be  I  won't  give  them 
the  wind  of  the  word  as  to  yer  honor's  PAKTY." 

The  man  of  no  party  was  not  sufficiently  versed  in 
Irish  affairs  to  understand  why  a  glance  of  his  eye,  di- 
rected to  a  person  who  was  exceedingly  disagreeable  to 
him,  should  have  identified  him,  even  in  the  opinion  of 
one  of  the  lower  orders,  with  a  "  party."  He  would  have 
spoken  to  Lady  Mary  about  it,  but  he  knew  she  would 
laugh  at  him. 

As  they  drew  near  the  city,  many  of  the  ladies  came 
on  deck  ;  and  the  kind,  gentle-hearted  sisters,  who  had 
been  so  attentive  to  the  poor  sick  girl  and  her  mother, 
immediately  went  to  make  inquiries,  as  to  how  they 
had  passed  the  night— beneath  a  sort  of  rude  tent  con- 
structed above  them.  A  shawl  had  been  laid  lightly 
and  carefully  over  the  girl's  face. 

"  I  am  sure,"  said  the  eldest  of  the  two  to  the  mother, 
"  you  must  be  very  glad  to  be  so  near  land." 

The  woman  looked  at  her,  but  made  no  reply. 

**  We  are  almost  arrived,  and  there  arc  all  the  dear, 
ragged  Paddies,  watching,  and  cheering ;  do  you  not 
hear  them  ?" 

•'  I  hear  a  bell,"  she  answered,  "  a  deep— deep  toned 
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lell— it  lias  been  striking  heie  these  two  hours,"  and 
depressed  her  hands  on  her  temples. 

''Tour  daughter  will  get  better,"  said  the  young 
lady,  who  was  confused,  if  not  alarmed,  by  tho  woman's 
maimer,  '^  she  will  be  home  soon." 

"She  is  home — she  is  home  I"  she  repeated,  and 
withdrew  the  covering  from  her  &ce.  The  sisters  shrank 
back;  the  girl  was  dead — and  the  bereaved  mother  fell 
with  a  shriek,  that  answered  the  wild  cheer  from 
doie,  upon  the  body  of  her  child. 
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CHAPTER  m. 

THE     TWO     BIDES. 

No  matter  how  frankly  and  freely  EngliBh  people 
converse  on  ship-board,  when  they  land,  the  intimacy  is 
dissolved;  they  no  longer  know  each  other;  or,  if  upon 
first  meeting  on  terra  ftnmi — ^betrayed  by  a  sudden 
impulse  into  an  irregular  act — they  bow  or  even  smile, 
they  immediately  draw  back  in  a  regretful  sort  of  way, 
as  if  the  reminiscence  was  any  thing  but  a  pleasure. 
They  are  as  cautious  in  forming,  as  they  arc  firm  in 
keeping,  friends.  On  the  other  hand,  their  mercnrial 
brethren  of  the  green  island,  become  familiar  at  once, 
and  joy  in  a  new  face,  as  the  English  do  in  an  old  one. 
The  cold  suspicion  of  English  manners  is  peculiarly  and 
painfrilly  embarrassiDg  to  those  who  remain  only  a  short 
time  in  the  country;  while  the  warm  greeting  of  an 
Irishman,  who,  really,  at  the  moment  means  all  he  says, 
is  a  more  than  "  set-off"  against  the  strangeness  of 
things  in  general,  and  the  small  annoyances  which  peo> 
pic,  accustomed  to  order  and  regulanty,  must  perpe- 
tually encounter. 

Edward  Spencer  had  never  before  been  in  Cork;  it 
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was  his  first  visit  to   Ireland;  and  it  was  with    no 
little  anzietjr  he  set  out — ^the  morning  after  his  ar- 
rival— ^to  investigate  its  "beauties."    At  that   time, 
much  more  than  at  present,  no  gentleman  could  pass 
along  without  being  followed,  or,  when  he  paused,  sur- 
iCRmdcd  by  b^gars — ^the  quantity  and  quality  of  whose 
cdEensive  rags  were  enough,  without  the  wretchedness 
which  sought  shelter  beneath  the  scanty  covering,  to 
ezdte  a  feeling  of  repugnance  allied  with  that  of  pity, 
which  no  one  who  has  not  been  in  the  country  can  at  all 
compiehend.    To  Mr.  Spencer,  the  scene  was  one  of  a 
most  painful  character ;  one  for  which  he  was  impre- 
pued.    There  was  an  utter  hopelessness  about  the  mul- 
6ude  of  beggai^-which  made  him  shiver ;  he  won- 
dered  how  the  denizens  of  the  large  and  stately  houses 
that  rose  on  every  side,  could  exist  without — ^if  not 
overcoming,  at  least  lessening,  and  alleviating  a  system 
of  wretchedness  that  seared  his  eyes  and  his  heart. 
With  their  cries  and  supplications  in  his  ears,  and  such 
a  fdl  dance  of  misery  and  distortion,   and  skeleton 
existence  aroimd  him,  he  could  enjoy  nothing.    Idiots 
sod  the  extremity  of  age — ^manhood  and  infancy — in- 
tieating  for  one  halfpenny  to  save  from  starvation! 
Baring  his  brief  pause  upon  the  quay,  he  had  seen 
droves  of  cattle  on  their  way  for  embarkation;  crates 
filled  with  eggs  and  poultry — all  the  evidences,   in 
Aort,  of  surplus  plenty ;  and  as  he  marvelled  that  a 
hungry  population  suffered  them   to  depart,  he  ran 
over  in  his  mind  the  scenes  he  had  witnessed  abroad; 
his  memory  was  distanced  by  the  reality  of  Irish  misery ! 
The  Lazzaroni,  half  buried  in  dreams  beneath  the 
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warmth  of  an  Italian  skj,  were  princes  in  compariflon 
to  those  who,  with  ghastly  faces  and  dimmed  eyee^ 
'  trembled  in  the  humid  atmosphere  of  the  second  Irish 
city.  The  wideness  of  the  streets — ^the  dignity  of  the 
public  buildings— even  the  lovely  faces  and  gay  toilets 
of  the  ladies,  who  laughed  and  flirted  as  gracefully  as 
if  there  were  no  beggars  in  existence — ^were  imnoticed 
by  Edward  Spencer ;  the  beggar  wit,  that  flashed 
around  him,  seemed  as  though,  in  most  cruel  mockery, 
the  arrows  of  death  were  tipped  with  diamonds;  he 
could  hardly  believe  his  senses;  there  was  a  mad  jest* 
ing  too,  from  some  of  the  suppliants  at  their  own 
wretchedness,  which  made  him  weaiy,  faint,  and  sick. 
Beggars  at  every  door,  at  every  window,  blockading 
the  passages,  and  howling  to  the  cars  and  carriages— in 
most  appalling  destitution;  a  population  of  beings, 
created  in  God's  own  image— degraded — ^rendered  ab- 
solutely loathsome,  by  the  squalid  poverty  which  en- 
genders disease  and  despair ;  and  who  could  find  no  refuge 
in  those  days,  but  the  grave.  He  longed  to  regain  his 
hotel,  that  he  might  think  over  what  he  had  seen,  so 
different  firom  what  his  progress  down  the  river  had  led 
him  to  expect;  and  he  had  nearly  accomplished  his  pur- 
pose, when  his  rapid  steps  were  arrested  by  Mrs. 
Hackett  and  her  husband,  who  placed  themselves  so 
that  he  could  not  proceed  without  stepping  into  the 
rolling  gutter,  that  marked  the  line  of  the  trottoir.  All 
blazing  in  feathers,  and  ringlets,  and  gold  chains,  and 
in  a  dress  like  Jacob's  coat  of  many  colours,  the  lady 
made  a  flourishing  courtesy,  and  commenced  pro- 
ceedings. 
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"  Delighted  to  meet  you,  Mr.  Spencer,  and  welcome 
to  tlie  *  Emerald  Isle/  as  we  call  it.  The  comisellor 
lost  no  time  in  calling  upon  you,  Sir,  as  the  friend  of 
that  sweet  creature — my  old  fiicnd  that  I  knew  when 
ihe  first  stept  out  of  long  clothes.  Such  a  picture  of  a 
l)abby  she  was ! — ^Lady  Mary  O'Brien; — ^but  you  were 
CMly  afoot.  Sir.'* 

"Yes — you  were  out — seeing  the  beauties,"  added 
*  the  Counsellor,*  eyeing  a  group  of  smiling  girls;  '*  see- 
ing the  beauties,"  he  repeated,  while  Mrs.  Hackett's 
&oe  became  of  a  deeper  hue,  and  she  muttered  some- 
thmg,  of  which  Edward  Spencer  only  heard  the  words 
"daoent"  and  ^*  chip  of  the  ould  block."  The  coun- 
tdUor  took  no  notice  of  this  little  ''  aside;"  but,  without 
farther  prelude,  ofiercd  himself  as  *'  Cicerone"  to  show 
Mr.  Spencer  the  "  places," — ^the  "  gaol,"  and  the  court- 
house, and  institution,  the  latter  of  which  he  gravely 
affimied  was  the  finest  school  of  oratory  in  Europe. 
Edward,  sick  at  heart,  for  the  wretched  beggars  had 
gathered  roimd  them,  excused  himself  as  he  best  could. 
He  was  fiitigucd;  Mrs.  Hackett  assured  him  she 
W  been  the  same  *'  until  she  walked  Patrick-street 
twice."  He  was  not  well.  "  Sure  they  could  see 
Doctor  Myles  in  a  minute;  the  oidy  raale  doctor  in 
Cork  worth  a  farthing,  and — one  of  themselves — ^who 
told  stories  like  an  angel,  and  could  do  as  well 
for  you  after  diimcr  as  before  it."  He  had  letters 
to  write.  "K  he'd  only  step  to  their  house  hard  by, 
tlHfre  were  *  loads'  of  writing-paper,  and  '  lashins'  of 
pcna  and  ink,  and  he'd  be  quieter  there." 
This  proposal  was  also  declined,  though  less  abruptly 
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than  the  others,  for  the  o£fers,  despite  the  tone  and  man- 
ner, were  made  with  irresistible  good-nature^ — ^Bfr.  and 
Mrs.  Hackett  being  always  glad  to  see  a  stranger,  espe- 
cially one  rich  and  well  bom;  and  that  such  was  the 
case  with  Mr.  Spencer,  they  had  ascertained  befcxe 
they  slept  after  the  voyage.  The  beggars,  too»  had 
closed  them  in  on  every  side;  some  blessing,  others 
intreating  alms,  and  others  lifting  up  their  dghtless 
heads  or  shrivelled  arms  above  the  crowd. 

**•  Is  it  telling  them  you've  given  them  all  the  small 
coppers  you  had — ^you  are — ?"  said  the  counsellor; 
*'  bedad  they'll  offer  you  change,  and  give  it.  Here, 
this  is  a  good  way  to  get  rid  of  them,  and  a  run  for  it: 
that  is,  if  you  object — as  I  fency  you  Jook  as  if  you 
did — ^to  use  your  horsewhip" — and  he  flung  a  handful 
of  halfpence  into  the  middle  of  the  street,  which 
cleared  the  pavement  at  once ;  the  poor  creatures 
b^an  scrambling,  and  scuffling,  and  howling  for  the 
coins,  as  wild  beasts  eager  for  their  prey.  This  scene 
accorded  so  badly  with  Edward  Spencer's  feelings — 
there  was  something  so  repulsive  in  sporting  with  the 
misery,  the  utter  wretchedness  before  him — that  Jfia- 
Hackett  saw,  as  she  would  have  expressed  it,  '*  he 
was  not  up  to  the  fun;"  and,  throwing  as  much  ten- 
derness as  possible  into  her  countenance,  she  said  '*  Ah, 
then,  I  had  all  the  pity  in  life  for  them  myself,  when 
first  I  came  to  Cork.  They  might  have  had  my  heart  for 
the  asking;  but  there's  terrible  imposture  among  them 
— as  you'd  find  out  soon — and  to  your  cost,  too — if 
you  were  to  stop  here  long." 

Mr.  Spencer   shook  his  head;  the  counsellor  did 
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not  undexBtand  hk  new  aoqiuuntanoe;  his  reserFed, 
tdfpooBeBBed,  and  almost  haughty  manner  was  partica- 
hdjoSeDore  toone  who  had  fought  his  own  way,  not 
&i4y  and  honooiaUy,  but  by  the  lowest  of  law's  tricks, 
and  fimded  he  was  seen  through  by  every  honest  man 
idio  looked  him,  asEdward  did,  ^'straight in  the  face.** 
Hsviiig  none  of  the  higher  qualities  of  his  profession, 
he  made  up  for  the  deficiency  by  an  extra  quantity  of 
kBEmicsB  and  cunning ;  was  a  great  man  among  small 
sttomqrs,  and  Tery  popular  with  the  more  discontented 
of  his  party. 

Mr.  Spencer  roidered  him  exceedingly  imcomfortable ; 
md  diis  was  at  onoe  perceived  by  Mrs.  Hackett,  whose 
gieit  ambition  was  for  high  company,  while  Counsellor 
Difid  delighted  in  low.  She  was  not,  however,  to 
bedriven  fiK>m  her  point.  It  would  be  a  ''grand  thing'* 
if  Mr.  Spencer  of  Spencer  C!ourt,  eat  his  first  ''  raale 
Coik  dinner"  in  the  house  of  Counsellor  David 
Hackett  Great  things  might  result  to  the  &mily  if 
that  dinner  was  well  managed;  and,  consequently, 
with  a  speech  far  more  flourishing  than  her  courtesy, 
ahe  invited  him  for  the  next  day,  and  her  husband  would 
hsTe  opened  his  tightly  closed  little  gray  eyes  wider 
if  he  could,  when  she  assured  Mr.  Spencer  he  shoidd 
meet  Lady  Mary  O'Brien.  Much  to  her  disappoint- 
ment, he  reasted  even  this  temptation.  Still  she  was 
oot  discomfited;  but  leaning  on  her  husband's  arm, 
who  looked  sullen  and  sulky,  she  walked  by  Mr. 
Spencer's  ade,  endeavouring  to  amuse  and  interest 
him;  and  so  prove  her  own  usefulness. 

"  Toull  be  for  buying  Irish  linen — ^I'll  go  bail ; 
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encouraging  the  manufacture  of  the  country.  TheWi' 
Pat  Finnerty's  the  place  for  that ;  and  you  needn't  bate 
him  down  above  sixpence  in  the  yard  to  get  a 
raale  bargain.  A  poor  persecuted  man  he  was — ^by 
the  bitther  Protestants  ever  since  the  trial;— only  Fd 
be  sorry  to  say  much  against  them ;  I  could  if  I  liked; 
— and  as  to  gloves,  Cork's  the  place  for  gentlemen's^ 
and  Limerick  for  ladies'  gloves.  I'm  sure  the  coun- 
sellor has  gloves  that  would  fit  in  a  pigeon's  egg;— 
think  of  that !  yet  strong  enough  for  a  fox-chase." 

Mr.  Spencer  agreed  that  this  was  remarkable. 

*'  And  the  glass-house,  and  the  blowing,"  continued 
the  lady.  "  Maybe  you'd  have  time  to  see  that,  this 
morning;  it's  pure  christal — as  clear  as  a  kitten's  eye.** 

Mr.  Spencer,  although  he  declined,  said  he  was  glad 
to  perceive  that  Mrs.  Hackctt  was  enthusiastic  about 
Irish  productions,  and  that  he  hoped  to  see  the  time 
when  they  would  be  valued  as  they  deserved  to  be,  at 
home  and  abroad. 

This  touched  Mrs.  Hackett's  heart;  for  with  all 
her  faults  and  all  her  vulgarity,  she  loved  her 
country  as  dearly  as  any  woman  ever  did;  and  she 
bid  God  bless  him  for  that,  "  any  how,"  with  fervour 
and  truth,  as  they  paused  at  the  steps  of  the  hoteL 

Mr.  Spencer  invited  them  to  enter. 

*'Is  it  me!"  exclaimed  Hackett,  growing  red,  and 
looking  furious.  *'  I  certainly  did  call  on  you,  Sir^ 
there,  because,  as  Mrs.  H.  said,  you  were  her  friend's 
friend;  but  having  paid  the  complimentr— done  myself 
the  honour,  I  mean — ^I  wash  my  hands  out  of  the 
house    altogether.     No  Irishman,    Sir,   knowing  the 
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wroxigs  of  liis  countiy,  would  pathronise  that  house  P* 
iiid  he  ahook  his  doubled  hand  toward  the  staircase  with 
80  anathematising  an  air,  that  the  boards  might  have  been 
nptpoeed  to  tremble. 

^  Ah,  Sir,**  fidghed  Mrs.  Hackett,  *'  you  must  excuse 
die  oounsellor's  warmtb.  A  public  man,  you  know, 
most  sdck  to  his  party — ^it's  the  only  back  a  poor 
tik>w  has:  and  it's  a  grate  thing  for  a  professional 
nanto  have  a  Mtrtmg  back — ^which,  the  saints  be  praised, 
he  has  at  this  minute:  as  strong  a  back  as  any  man  in 
Cork-Chough  I  say  it.  There  was  many  a  little  thing 
I  wanted  to  speak  to  you  about.  Lady  Maiy  is  so 
hackwaids  and  forwards,  abroad  and  at  home,  that  she 
goes  on  never  heeding,  and  laughing,  all  through  her 
own  heartiness.  She  was  always  mighty  hearty  in 
hendf,  God  bless  her ;  and,  maybe,  she  never  gave 
you  a  hint  about — "  she  paused,  and  Mr.  Spencer  felt 
his  colour  moimt  to  his  temples. 

"  I  really  do  not  imderstand  you,"  he  said,  and  then 
Mis.  Hackett  laid  her  pufiy,  dimpled  hand  upon  his 
ann  with  a  motherly  sort  of  tenderness,  and  half  whis- 
pered, looking  pathetically  in  his  face,  '*  Maybe  she 
nerer  gave  you  a  hint  about  them  beautiful  grass- 
green  liveries." 

"Now,  really,  Mrs.  Hackett,"  observed  her  hus- 
band, "  Mr.  Spencer  is  more  to  be  honoured  for  this. 
Why  should  he  not  publish  an  index  to  his  politics,  it 
is  bold  and  brave,  there  can  be  no  mistake  about  it. 
1  hope  none  of  us  are  ashamed  of  the  green." 

**  But  he  may  be  murdered  for  it ;  and  so  may  the  poor 
boys  who  wear  them,  Coimsellor  Hackett,"  she  replied. 
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'^Sure  it's  to  the  north  he*8  going,  the  bitter,  blade 
north;  and  through  Dublin.  And  snppoee  they  catch 
'em  in  College  Green  on  the  12th  of  July?  Giaas- 
green  on  the  12th,  just  under  the  statue  of  King 
William;  or  in  dork  Bel&st,  or  bloody  Deny  I  Think 
of  that!  Dear  gentleman,  he  does  not  know  them 
yet!" 

Mr.  Spencer  was  more  perplexed  than  ever ;  but, 
although  he  shrunk  from  an  inquiry,  one  &ct  impressed 
itself  .strongly  upon  him, — that  he  seemed,  by  some 
means  unknown  to  himself,  to  have  become  identified 
with  a  party.  So,  after  wishing  the  counsellor  and  his 
lady  good  morning,  and  thanking  them  for  their  kind 
attentions,  and  promising  to  call  before  he  went  to  the 
coxmtiy,  he  resolved,  if  Lady  Mary  had  not  left  Cork, 
to  entreat  of  her  an  explanation.  So  full  was  he  of 
his  peculiar  situation,  that  he  was  absolutely  startled, 
when  after  one  or  two  gentle  taps  at  the  door,  Mr- 
Bichards  bowed  himself  into  the  apartment. 

"  As,"  he  said,  "  I  hold  a  stewardship  close  to 
Spencer  Court,  and  was  about  to  journey  there  to- 
morrow, I  thought  I  could  bear  some  tidings  for  you  to 
your  house.  I  call  mine  a  stewardship,"  he  added, 
after  a  pause,  with  the  most  hideous  mock  humility, 
"  seeing  that  we  are  all  stewards  to  give  an  account  of 
our  stewardship." 

The  manner  of  the  man  was  so  exceedingly  disagree- 
able to  Mr.  Spencer,  that  he  was  forced  to  guard  himself 
most  carefully  lest  he  should  say  or  look  any  thing 
rude,  to  one  whom  he  grieved  to  hear  avow  himself 
his  neighbour;  so  he  made  some  trivial  reply,  and 
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pnmed,  giTing  an  opportunity  to  his  yiaiter  to  speak,  in 
vUch  lie  evidentlj  delighted. 

«*Your  lot  is  cast  in  a  benighted  land,  yet  your 

abode  is  in  one  of  the  pleasantest  places  of  the  earth. 

Tour  unde.  Sir,  meant  well,  but  he  was  benighted — 

aidly  benighted — led  entirely  by  that  dark  vessel  I 

8KW  yon  speaking  with  on  the  deck.     A  minister  of  our 

protesting  church — a   church    protesting  against  the 

Bcsdet  woman;  yet  he,  its  minister,  holds  communion 

—unto  fiiendship-— with  the  Babylonish  priests  and 

peofJe.     Though  you  come  amongst  us.   Sir,  with 

doabtfbl  colours,  surely  you  are  in  the  faith?' 

*<  I  certainly  am  a  Protestant,"  answered  Mr.  Spencer. 

"  I  might  have  known  it,  Sir,  by  finding  you  at  this 
Iiotel ;  it  is  a  sad  state  of  things  for  a  country  when  we 
aie  obliged  to  stand  so  apart  from  the  children  of  perdi- 
tion, as  not  even  to  frequent  the  same  houses,  which 
ought  to  be  of  pubKc,  not  exclusive,  resort." 

"  And  to  whom,  may  I  ask,"  said  the  young  English- 
man, looking  his  visiter  steadily  in  the  face,  "  to  whom 
do  you  apply  the  term  *  children  of  perdition  ?  " 

'*  To  the  darkened  oi]%)ring  of  Satan,  Sin,  and  Death 
—the  people  of  the  Popish  faith,"  he  replied;  and  bitter 
and  galling  as  were  his  words,  they  were  delivered  in 
the  sofl,  honeyed  brogue  which  had  previously  so  dis- 
gusted Edward  Spencer ;  opposite  to  whom  he  had 
hitherto  sat,  but  afler  replying  to  this  question,  he 
arose,  and  walked  pompously  across  the  room,  imtil  he 
stood  dose  to  him. 

"  I  have  long,"  he  said,  "  wrestled  with  the  spirit 
because  of  this  people,  and  sought  almost  in  vain  in  the 
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dark  south  for  some  one  to  assist  in  the  glorious  lefoim- 
ation  of  the  peasantry.  What  does  it  matter  if  thej 
continue  clothed  in  the  rags  of  earth,  so  we  can  but 
rescue  their  precious  souls  I" 

"  I  hope  good  may  be  eflfectcd  in  two  ways,"  replied 
Mr.  Spencer.  "  My  plan  would  be  first  to  provide  them 
food  and  raiment  by  means  of  occupation,  without  in- 
quiry as  to  their  creed  ;  and  though  I  would  of  course 
much  rather  they  professed  the  faith  I  know  to  be  the 
purest,  I  would  let  them  preserve  their  own  rather  than 
persecute  t/iem  to  its  denial  with  their  lips,  and — ^* 

What  Mr.  Spencer  was  about  to  add,  his  visiter  did 
not  wait  to  learn,  but  interrupted  him  before  his 
sentence  was  finished.  *'  Stay,  Sir — ^I  entreat.  Sir — ^I 
see  you  have  already  been  tampered  with,"  he  said  ; 
"  you  little  know  what  you  have  to  encounter — ^you 
cannot  imagine  what  it  is.  Sir,  I  have  lived  among 
this  benighted  people,  I  liave  toiled  for  them,  taught 
them,  employed  them,  enlightened  them,  built  schools, 
to  wliich  they  would  not  send  their  children,  and  given 
them  books,  which  their  bigotry  would  not  let  them  read, 
— prayed  for  them ! — and  yet,  see  here !"  He  threw  open 
his  coat,  and  from  each  waistcoat-pocket  peeped  forth  a 
pistol.  "  This  is  necessary  for  me,  and  will  be  necessary 
for  you,  too  ;  in  the  present  state  of  the  country,  every 
one  who  does  not  travel  so  armed  will  be  shot — ^like  a 
dog.  I  tell  you,  you  don't  know  tliem.  In  the  night, 
armed  bands  parade  the  country,  and  in  our  wild  part 
of  this  imhappy  land,  every  rock  conceals  a  traitor. 
Now  you  look  as  if  you  had  not  faith  in  my  words. 
Nothing  is  to  be  done  but  by  tlie  uprooting  of  their 
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•oeimed  fidth ;  and  woe — woe — ^woe  to  those  who  ttun 
kck  fixym  the  plough,  or  cease  to  wield  the  besom  of 
destnictioii. 

"  I  must  leallj  b^  your  pardon/'  said  Mr.  Spencer, 

not  knowing  how  to  consider  his  viater,  whether  as 

HDe  or  insane ;  "  but  I  have  many  things  to  attend  to; 

tnd  in  conclufliony  can  only  entreat  you  to  believe,  that 

lunof  KG  PABTT,  either  in  religion  or  politics.  Is  that 

80  rare  a  thing?*  he  added,  half  laughing;  for  the 

duDge  that  passed  over  the  face  of  Richards,  expresdng 

imdisgiiised  astonishment,  was  quite  startling ;  **  is  that 

nnreathing?^ 

'*Poor  young  gentleman  !"  he  exclaimed,  in  a  tone 
of  {nty.  **  Ah  dear!  turning  his  back  on  the  fold,  aban- 
dcmiiig  the  shepherd — ^Ifeared  asmuch  !  I  shall  wrestle 
with  the  Lord  for  you,  night  and  day ;  and  just  leave  for 
your  consideration — ^these — and  these,  and  this  little 
plan  for  the  erection  of  one  of  our  tabernacles  in  the 
wildemesB.  I  grieve  to  see  you  blinded  by  false  theories. 
Alas !  alas  !  The  late  Mrs.  Spencer,  Sir,  was  an  angel 
of  Love.  Seed,  I  fear  me,  sown  in  stoncy  ground," 
^  added,  when  laying  his  fiflh  tract  on  the  table. 
^  Seed  sown  among  thorns  of  the  world  and  choking 
briars  -^  and  down  went  a  sixth. 

Mr.  Spencer  took  up  one,  and  read  its  title ;  *'  An 
Exposure  of  the  Idolatrous  Blasphemies  of  the  Church 
rfRome ;  proving  the  Mammon  of  its  Spirit,  and  the 
Abominations  of  its  Practice." 

**  A  small  thing  of  my  own  !"  observed  Mr.  Richards, 
^th  a  smile,  meant  for  meekness.  '*  One  of  my  babes 
of  grace,  as  it  pleases  Lady  Lucy  Ejiott  to  call  them." 

VOL.  I.  E 
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*^  And  did  you  mean  this  tractfor  diculation  among 
Roman  Catholics  ?'  inquired  Mr.  Spencer. 

'^  Certainly;  hxmdreds  have  been  scattered  on  the 
highways." 

'^  Where  they  remained,  111  answer  for  it,**  said  Mr. 
Spencer,  finmkly.  '^  Surely  no  one  would  feel  inclined 
to  read  that  which  commenced  by  insulting,  what  of 
all  else  he  respected  most." 

*'  The  sword  of  the  spirit  shapes  not  its  course  ac- 
cording to  the  ways  of  the  world,"  replied  Abel 
Richards;  *'  but  I  see  you  have  been  with  the  enemy; 
however,  I  shall  pray  for  you;  it  is  my  duty^  dear 
young  gentleman.  So  like  the  &mily.  Surely  he  will 
be  yet  in  the  fold  1"  then,  having  reserved^  perhaps,  the 
chief  object  of  his  visit  to  the  end,  he  said,  while  he 
buttoned  up  his  coat,  ''  You  have  not  fixed  upon  an 
agent,  I  think  I  heard.  The  land,  Sir,  is  miserably  un- 
der-let— it  does  the  poor  people  harm  to  give  them  land 
at  too  low  a  rate;  increases  their  careless  habits;  and 
there  is  no  truth  in  them,  Mr.  Spencer — ^no  truth;  how 
can  there  be?  Ah,  popery — popery! — ^if  you  should 
require  an  agent,  my  knowledge  of  the  country  and  its 
people  are  at  your  service;  if  not  in  any  other  way,  as 
a  friend." 

Mr.  Spencer  could  brook  this  no  longer;  he  told  Mr. 
Richards  he  intended  to  be  his  own  agent,  and  rang  the 
bell  in  a  manner  that  admitted  of  no  further  parley. 

It  would  be  impossible  to  describe  the  varied 
changes  of  mind,  or  rather  the  various  thoughts  that 
passed  through  Mr.  Spencer's  mind  during  this  eventful 
morning;  and  yet  Lady  Mary  or  Mr.  Graves, — the  old 
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dagyman  who  had  inteiested  him  so  much  on  board 
the  steamer,— ooold  have  seen  nothing  to  wonder  at  or 
ipeculate  upon;  they  were,  as  all  the  Irish  gentry  are, 
used  to  the  beggars;  they  had  never  seen  the  country 
cr  the  town  without  them;  and  truly,  but  for  them, 
the  streets  of  many  of  the  cotmtry  towns  would  have 
been  lonely  enough.  Mr.  Spencer  fancied  ereiy  man 
and  woman  he  saw  without  shoes  was  a  b^gar,  and 
n  exaggerated,  if  that  indeed  were  possible,  the  extent 
of  the  misery  which  seemed  to  increase  and  multijdy 
aioond  him. 

Eyery  body,  that  is  every  Irish  body,  knew  that  the 

Hacketts  were  ignorant,  illiterate  people;  low,  and 

cmming,  and  bigoted  in  their  way,  as  bitterly  as  Mr. 

Richards  was  in  his.    Mr.  Spencer  had  '^  enjoyed,"  as 

Lady  Mary  OTBricn  would  certainly  have  called  it, 

two  rare  specimens  of  the  parties  which  have  been 

wonying  the  kingdom  of  Ireland  between  them  for 

the  last  two  or  three  centuries;  he  had  seen,  face  to  face, 

two  of  the  most  inveterate  samples  of  paett  spirit, 

and  was  grieved  and  shocked  at  the  exhibition;  but  to 

those  bom  in  the  cauldron  this  was  nothing  new;  ono 

party  exalted  the  people  into  deities,  the  other  de« 

pressed  them  into  demons;  this  was  only  as  it  always 

had  been;  not,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  as  it  always  will  be ! 

Mr.  Spencer  clung  to  the  prospect  of  meeting  speedily 

with  the  class  inclined  to  steer  the  middle  course;  he 

had  to  Icam,  and  bitter  at  last  was  the  knowledge, 

that  though   there    are  many  individuals  who  think 

and  act  justly  towards  their  fellow-creatures,  without 

reference  to  religion  or  politics,  Ireland  knew  not, 

£2 
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in  any  respect,  in  those  days,  the  blessings  of  a  mid- 
dle class— or  the  legislation  of  a  middle  course.  It 
was  difficult  for  an  Englishman,  bom  with  both  eyes 
open,  to  understand  this.  A  car-driver  endeavoured 
once  to  explain  it  thus:  "  A  boy,"  he  said,  "  can  only 
sit  on  one  side  of  a  car  T' 

Edward  Spencer— cool  and  quiet  EJdward  Spencer — 
had  a  deep  under-current  of  romance  in  his  compo- 
sition. Shrinking  instinctively  from  every  species  of 
vulgarity,  he  felt  a  deep  and  earnest  sympathy  for  the 
Irish  peasant.  He  had  read — ^written  in  letters  of  blood, 
which  nothing  but  the  sweep  of  an  angel's  wing  can 
efiace — the  wrongs  under  which  the  Irish  peasant  has 
writhed  and  been  crushed;  the  oppressions  under  which 
he  has  laboured  and  starved.  The  legends  of  the  people ; 
their  music — a  language  which  all  the  nations  of  the 
world  understand — ^were  familiar  to  him  ; — they  were 
more — they  were  beloved  by  him. 

Already  more  disappointed  and  perplexed  than  he 
cared  to  confess  to  himself,  particularly  after  Mr.  Graves* 
warning,  Edward,  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  irregularities 
of  the  houses  opposite  his  windows,  began  at  last  to 
fancy  that  green — "  grass  green" — which  he  had  fixed 
upon  to  be  his  servants'  liveries,  while  in  Ireland,  from 
the  idea  that  being  the  national  colour  of  the  coimtry 
it  must  be  welcome  everywhere,  had  caused  him  in- 
stead of  being  understood  to  be  misunderstood.  Mr. 
Spencer  was  not  a  popularity  himtcr;  but  tliis  had 
occurred  to  him,  at  his  own  quiet  dwelling  in  Berkshire, 
Bipley  Hall,  as  a  delicate  way  of  evincing  the  interest 
he  felt  in  the  Irish;  indeed,  he  had  thought  seriously 
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about  haying  a  haip  or  a  shamrock  on  the  button;  his 
tespect  for  his  &mily  crest  forbade  this,  and  he  con- 
tented himself  with  arraying  the  footman  and  groom 
1^0  accompanied  him  to  Ireland  in  emerald  green. 
He  felt  already  that  he  had  made  a  mistake,  that  green 
was  only  the  national  colour  of  Ireland,  out  of  Ire- 
land, and  in  Ireland  the  colour  of  one  party;  the  sub- 
stantial shebboleth;  the  palpable  war  cry,  as  it  were. 
He  rang  the  bell  for  the  papers.  The  newspaper  *^  of 
our  ade"  was  brought  to  him;  he  inquired  for  the 

other. 
"What  did  yer  honour  plaze  to  say?*  asked  the 

waiter,  a  keen,   ductile,  sharp-witted  fellow,  as  Irish 

waiters  generally  are. 
Mr.  Spencer  repeated  his  request.     The  man  shut  the 

door  and  advanced  close    up  to  where  he  sat;  then, 

raising  his  fingers  to  his  lips  in  a  low  hissing  tone,  he 

pronounced  the  word  "  Whisht !" 
"What  do  you  mean?'  asked  Edward,  amused  at 

the  mystery  of  the  man's  manner. 
"  Whisht,  yer  honour,  or  maybe  it's  the  walls  or  the 

loof  that  'ill  fall  about  us.  Sure  if  that  was  brought 
into  this  house  every  customer  we  have  would  quit; 
bedad,  we  dam't  look  at  the  same  side  of  the  street 
with  it.  Lord  help  yer  innocence.  Sir,  do  ye  think 
that  any  of  them  here  would  look  at  both  sides  of  the 
question?' 

Mr.  Spencer  laughed,  and  the  waiter  turned  to 
withdraw;  but  when  he  got  as  far  as  the  door  he  crept 
rteathily  back,  and  coming  closer  than  English  habits 
would  permit  a  waiter  to  come,  he  said,  *'  Ye're  an 
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honourable  gentleman,  and  if  ye  would  like  (thongh 
it's  aginst  the  rules  of  the  house),  I  don't  mind  getting 
you  one— on  the  sly." 

This  oSSsr  was  of  course  rcgccted,  much  to  the  man's 
disappointment,  and  Mr.  Spencer  (who  was  obliged  to 
wait  for  letters  from  the  north)  thought  he  would 
call  and  inquire  if  Lady  Mary  had  left  town  as  she 
intended.  In  the  hope  of  escaping  the  b^gais  he 
hired  an  outside  jaunting  car,  and — ^after  the  first  fi^e 
minutes,  when  the  novelty  was  over  of  sitting  on  one 
slip  of  wood,  while  your  feet  dangle  on  another — he 
agitjed  in  opinion  with  the  driver,  who,  seeing  he  was  a 
stranger,  had  taken  the  earUest  opportunity  of  informmg 
him,  that  "  these  cars  bate  the  world  and  all  for  con- 
vaynience;  for,  in  case  of  an  accident,  you  are  up  and 
off  in  a  minute." 

On  inquiring  at  the  residence  of  Lady  Mary  O'Brien, 
he  was  informed  she  had  gone  with  Mr.  Graves  and 
his  daughters  to  Blarney. 

"  How  long  had  Lady  Mary  been  gone?' 

"  About  three  quarters  of  an  hour." 

"Then,"  said  Mr.  Spencer,  "I  will  go  there  too; 
that  is  the  famous  castle?" 

"  Grood  luck  to  yer  honour  it  is." 

"  But  I  must  have  another  car." 

"  Why  so,  plaze  yer  honour?'  inquired  the  carman, 
taking  his  dudeen  from  his  mouth,  and  looking  over 
his  shoulder  to  where  Mr.  Spencer  stood. 

"  Why,  really  my  friend,"  he  replied,  "  I  do  not 
think  your  horse  is  able  to  go  so  far." 

She's  the  most  wUUng  baste  upon  Lreland's  ground 
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this  minit,  Sir,  and  knows  eveiy  fiit  of  the  way  blind- 
fold, and  never  axes  to  stop,  barring  a  gintleman  like 
jomself  would  insist  upon  it^  just  to  wash  her  mouth 
18  weU  as  her  master's." 

"  Yours !"  said  Mr.  Spencer,  while  re-arranging  the 
^l)ottle  green  doak"  on  the  seat,  which,  as  he  al- 
letdy  foond  was  any  thing  but  a  comfortable  one. 

"  Ay,  Sir,  the  drop  comes  as  natural  to  my  mouth 
as  the  water  to  hers.  Don't  think  she  can't  go  because 
^'s  rather  thin;  she's  too  much  blood  ever  to  make 
flesh — and  run  for  the  cup  at  ^  the  Curragh.'  " 

'*  She  did  not  win  it,  though,"  sud  Mr.  Spencer, 
Sbncbg  at  the  miserable*looking  hack — ^trembling  and 
starved — ^whom  her  master  called  ^*  rather  thin." 

'^  We  don't  all  win  what  we  try  for,  this  side  of  the 
irater,  any  way,"  replied  the  carman. 

"That's  thrue  Darby — put  in  the  servant  who 
stood  at  the  door  of  Lady  Mary  O'Brien's  lodgings, 
or  it  isn't  there  you'd  be  sitting  now." 

lie  driver  gave  a  leer  and  a  laugli-*nd,  jerking  Ws 
lagged  "  big  coat"  by  the  collar,  flourished  his  whip  in 
tlie  air,  preparatory  to  bringing  it  down  with  another 
fouriah  upon  the  galled  back  of  the  poor  jade,  who 
set  off  at  as  fast  a  canter  as  she  could  maintain  on 
duee  legs — ^the  fourth  being  useless  for  all  purposes  of 
active  motion. 

"  Hurroo !"  he  exclaimed;  "  Hurroo !  for  the  honour 
of  ould  Ireland  and  Blarney  Castle  I" 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  PRIEST  OP  THE  OLD  SCHOOL. 

All  along  to  the  ascent  called  Sundays  Well— -a 
suburb  of  the  "beautiful  city"  —  the  car-driver  ma- 
naged to  push  his  poor  starveling  to  a  canter;  but  the 
rapid  pace  did  not  prevent  his  fare  froni  observing,  that 
miserable  as  were  the  beggars  in  the  leading  streets, 
those  of  the  suburbs  were  still  more  so.  In  England, 
residing  in  an  agricultural  district,  he  had  only  seen 
poverty  in  what  might  be  called  its  '*  pictorial  form" — 
in  the  person  of  an  aged  widow  receiving  her  weekly 
alms— or  under  the  aspect  of  a  group  of  rosy  children, 
who,  but  that  you  were  told  so,  would  not  have  been 
imagined  orphans.  Sometimes  a  vagabond-looking 
fellow,  dressed  in  an  old  checked  shirt,  a  torn  jacket, 
dirty  trousers,  bare  feet,  and  a  wide-leafed  straw  hat 
with  a  piece  of  black  coarse  ferreting  dangling  &om 
it,  crossed  the  young  magistrate's  path;  and^  if  he 
could  not  give  an  accoimt  of  himself,  was  committed  as 
a  rogue  under  the  vagrant  act.  Or  some  poachers 
apprehended  by  his  neighbours'  game-keepers — when 
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biDught  up  for  examination,  pleaded  poverty  as  an  ex- 
case.  They  had  no  cheese  to  their  bread,  and  nodiing 
to  drink  but  water— 60  at  least  they  said;  and  though 
thqr  were  punished,  the  poverty  they  talked  of  was 
aDeviated;  and  if  it  was  ascertained  that  they  had 
actually  been  existing  without  meat  once  a  day,  the 
bamlet  rang  in  flympathy  with  theb  privations. 

Alas!  alas!  those  who  ran  wolf-like,  yet  harmless, 
screaming  after  his  car,  seldom  tasted  animal  food  once 
a  year.  All  they  complained  of  was,  that  the  old 
potato-crop  was  exhausted,  and  the  new  not  yet  come; 
aod  till  it  did,  they  must  starve,  **  only  for  charity." 
In  England,  poverty,  at  that  time  more  particularly, 
was  80  great  a  shame,  that  it  hid  its  face,  and  wept; 
but  in  Ireland,  it  breasted  the  breeze,  and  howled  in 
the  sunshine. 

"  Drive  on — faster — ^&8ter !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Spencer. 
"I  cannot  bear  this !" 

When  they  were  fairly  away  from  the  suburb  and 
its  hordes,  and  the  yelp  of  the  last  dog  sounded  like  an 
echo,  the  man  ceased  to  ply  the  whip  or   jerk  the 
lein.    He  brought  his  bullet-like  head  round,  so  as  to 
perceive  that  "  the  gentleman"  had  placed  his  elbow 
on  his  knee,  and  covered  his  face  with  his  hand.     His 
keen  blue  eye  glanced  again  and  again;  and  yielding 
at  last   to  the  curiosity  and  loquacity  of  a  nature  at 
once  the  most  inquisitive  and  the  most  secret,  he  re- 
solved to  speak. 

"  We've  got  a  pretty  bit  of  road  fominst  us  now, 
yer  honour;  and  it's  not  overspread  much  with  those 
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dirty  bits  of  cabins  that  do  be  ^piUng  the  look  of  the 
country  on  the  quality." 

^*  I  cannot  think  that  cottages  spoil  the  look  of  the 
eonntry,"  replied  Edward;  ^'sinely  some  nice  white 
cottages,  with  pretty  little  gardens,  and  one  or  two 
well-cropped  fields  to  each,  would  add  mudi  to  the 
beauty  of  that  lovely  river,  and  break  to  great  advan- 
tage the  formal  outline  of  these  young  plantations." 

Darby  turned  half  round  to  see  if  the  gentleman  wis 
In  earnest,  and  then  muttered  ^*  Gbd  bless  him,"  with  all 
his  heart,  adding:  "  I  wish  there  were  more  of  your  ho- 
nour's mind.  White  cabins ! — ^flower-gardens !  bedad! 
the  only  flower  we  ever  look  at  is  the  blossom  of  the 
pratee !  Oh,  blessed  Father ! — one  or  two  well-cropped 
fields! — it's  long  since  I  heard  such  a  thing  as  that 
evened  to  a  poor  man;  but  to  see  it,  is  what  I  never  ex- 
pect. Is  that  the  way  it  is  where  your  honour  comes 
firom?" 

"  It  is." 

"  Well — glory  above  I — think  of  that !  And  where's 
yer  honour  going  afther  ye  see  the  castle  and  the  cuio- 
fiities?" 

"  I  am  going  back  to  Cork,"  replied  Mr.  Spencer^ 
amused  at  a  &miliarity  so  perfectly  new  to  him,  but 
which  was  far  from  being  rude. 

**  Oh,  I  know  that.  Sir;  but  ye'r  not  going  to  stop 
always  in  Cork,  are  ye  ?" 

"No  ;— I  am  not." 

"  I  ask  your  pardon.  Sir;  only  one  likes  to  know  if 
the  good  have  a  mind  to  stop  in  the  coimtry  with  us; 
we  rear  enough  of  the  other  sort  ourselves." 


A  ercmr  of  ibeland.  59 

^  I  mtend  lemaiiiizig  in  Ireland;  bat  not  in  Cork,^ 
uswered  SdwBid. 

"Och!  mnxder!— -the  lock  is  laving  the  beautifid 
citj  altogetlier,''  sighed  the  driver.  *^I  thought  I 
ingfat  have  the  honour  of  'being  jer  honour's  coach- 
maii  whenever  ye  wanted  a  car.  Tliere's  a  view,  Sir; 
dioe's  meadowB  and  cattle;  there's  not  finer  cattle  nor 
them  in  England,  HI  go  bail,-^barring  when  we  send 
them  over.  I  brought  ye  the  longest  road  on  account 
of  the  beauty  of  the  place;  it's  not  as  good  as  the 
Btck  Pool  one,  but  there%  the  world  and  all  of  diflfer 
intbebeaaly/' 

The  poor  horse,  who  had  been  going  at  his  own 
pace— any  but  a  swift  one — ^passed  by  a  woman  with  a 
basket  of  eggs  on  her  arm,  and  a  heavy  blue  doak 
Ittoguig  over  a  heap  of  potatoes,  which  she  carried  on 
Ber  back;  and  then,  by  another,  who  o£^ed  Mr. 
Spencer  chickens  at  twelve-pence  a  couple;  and  at  last 
they  were  overtaken  by  a  lame  piper. 

"God  save  you.  Jack;  where  are  you  going?"  in- 
qniied  the  talkative  carman. 

In  reply,  a  whisper  passed  between  the  driver  and 
the  wandering  musician. 

"Jack  says,  plaze  yer  honour,"  said  the  carman, 
**  that  if  yeVe  any  love  for  music,  he'll  be  happy  to 
introduce  you  to  the  minstrelsey  of  Ireland.  He'll  sit 
this  fflde,  and  play  ye  into  Blarney,  unless  ye'd  rather 
have  him  the  same  side  as  yersclf ,  to  get  the  strength 
of  the  pipes  into  yer  head  at  once." 

Mr.  Spencer  had  a  kindly  and  gentle  dread  of  wound- 
ing any  one's  feelings.     All  his  life  he  had  found  a 
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difficulty  in  saying  ^^  no,"  and  anxious  to  observe  Irisli 
cliaracter  of  eveiy  grade,  he  consented  to  the  proposal; 
only  saying,  he  thought  he  should  hear  the  music  to 
more  advantage  if  the  piper  sat  behind  him. 

While  the  man  hitched  himself  up  behind,  Darby 
observed  that  a  blast  of  Jack  Sullivan's  pipes  would 
shake  the  roof  off  a  chiirch— -especially  if  he'd  had  three 
or  four  stiff  tumblers  of  good  punch. 

Mr.  Spencer  was  asked  what  tune  he  preferred, 
and  naming  "  St.  Patrick's  day,"  the  two  men  gave  a 
positive  yell  of  delight;  while  the  driver,  drawing 
up  his  horse  with  a  jerk,  which  nearly  brought  it  on 
its  haimches,  took  off  his  hat,  and  pulling  his  forelock 
of  shaggy  hair,  which  seemed  to  hang  down  to  be 
pulled,  said, 

"I  hope  I'm  not  making  too  free,  but  maybe  it's 
yer  honour  that  owns  them  two  beautiM  grass-green 
liveries  that  seemed  so  overtaken  with  the  whisky  this 
afternoon." 

Mr.  Spencer  confessed  that  his  livery  was  green,  and 
this  was  received  with  a  still  louder  hurroo,  and  fol- 
lowed by  a  jabbering  in  genuine  Irish. 

While  Edward  for  the  first  time  imderstood  the 
nature  of  the  "  sea  sickness,"  which  the  waiter  at  the 
hotel  had  assured  him  still  "  confined  the  poor  fellows 
(his  servants)  to  their  beds,  so  that  they  hadn't  a  leg  to 
stand  on,"  he  began  to  fancy  there  really  was  a  spell  over 
these  liveries,  which  in  some  shape  or  other  were  per- 
petually conjured  up  before  him.  Beautiful  as  the 
coimtry  was,  he  could  not  enjoy  it,  so  unsettled  had 
his  thoughts  become.    The  piper  played  his  best,  the 


A  6TOBT  OF  IBELANB.  61 

cannan  stamped  his  feet — snapped  liis  fingers — shouted 
"  SocoesB*'  and  ^*  Hurroo  !'*  in  time  (as  Edward  sup- 
posed) to  the  birr;^  and  wheeze,  and  groaning  of  the 
pipes,  and  ended  by  throwing  the  reins  over  the  neck 
of  the  horse,  leaving  him  to  the  exercise  of  his  own 
judgment  in  all  matters  touching  the  journey,  while  he 
^nng  into  the  road  and  performed  a  most  charao- 
tenstic  and  animated  jig  in  the  dust,   covering  the 
backk— heeling  and  toeing — ^whirling  his  whip — ^hoop- 
ing and  jumping  like  a  half  maniac;  at  last  exciting 
Idmself  to  the  utmost,  he  threw  his  hat  into  the  air-» 
BCDt  his  '*  top  coat"  a  summerset  after  it,  and  continued 
dialdng  his   rags   in   the   sunbeams,   in   the    exube* 
lance  and  animation  inspired  by  the  national  tunc,  en- 
^karcd  to  the  rudest  hearts,  and  so  seldom  appreciated 
by  the  liigh-bom  of  the  country;  for  "party  tunes," 
are  as  marked  in  Ireland  as  "  party  colours !" 

"Faith,"  said  the  piper,  "you  did  that  well;  if  his 
reverence  saw  you  dance  that  hearty  jig,  there's  nothing 
but  his  cloth  would  keep  him  off  the  floor." 

"  The  kindness  of  his  honour's  words  warmed  me  as 
much  as  your  music,  Jackey,  my  boy,"  replied  Darby, 
while  resuming  his  hat  and  coat.  "Didn't  the  gentle- 
"ian  wish  we  had  all  white  houses — ^and  flower-knots — 
and  cropped  farms  to  live  in,  on  the  banks  of  the  River 
Lee.  And  didn't  he  fling  his  money,  God  bless  him, 
to  the  poor.  And  didn't  he  come  to  the  country  in 
gnt^green,  just  to  tache  the  tame  nagurs  not  to  be 
sfihamed  of  the  colour  God  put  upon  the  hills  and 
nieadows.  Well,  it  was  a  hearty  jig,  and  has  riz  my 
ii^&rt  out  of  the  starvation;  and  now  we'll  foot  it  the 
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rest  d  the  road^  and  Jack,  yoa  can  get  cbwii  at  the 
tain  off  to  the  town, — that  wmt  a  town  in  my  firthez^a 
time,  of  gxate  aooonnt,  a  wonderful  madoet  for  wocdlen 
goods,  and  as  many  as  thirteen  milb  going  about  it; 
they  went  so  fast  that  they  soon  war  gone,  like  ereiy 
thing  else  that's  good." 

They  met  several  peasants  letnining  firom  the  village 
to  Cork,  and  ezdimged,  of  cooise,  kind  greetings  with 
them  alL  The  inquiiy  was  also  made  if  there  weie 
many  *^  down  at  the  pnest's,"  and  at  last  one  meny 
baie-h^ged  giil  answered,  that  his  reverence  was  not 
m  i£  at  all,  but  up  at  the  casde  with  some  grate  quality 
from  Cork. 

^^  Yer  honour's  in  luck,"  said  the  caiman,  and  hav- 
ing dismissed  the  piper,  he  urged  his  **^  fine  hunter^ 
into   one   of  its  extraordinary   canters,   towards  the 

bridge 

"  Where  no  wattf  flowfL" 

Mr.  Spencer,  however,  remembered  the  man's  hint 
about  "  water"  and  "  drop,"  and  sajring  he  would 
walk  to  the  castle,  told  him  to  refresh  himself  and  his 
beast,  and  come  for  him  in  an  hour.  This  was  gladly 
acceded  to,  and  the  Englishman  found  himself  for  the 
first  time  alone  in  the  fresh  and  &ir  pastures  of  Ire- 
land. 

Above  where  he  trod,  the  pennons  of  the  rival  houses 
of  the  Macarthy  and  the  Fitzgerald  had  floated, 
and  the  onslaught  and  war-ciy  been  echoed  firom  the 
rocks  and  caverns  of  the  firowning  keep.  In  more 
recent  times,  those  fidr  and  peacefiil  fields  were  ploughed 
by  the  rude  artillery  of  the  Puritan  chief— in  Ireland 
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of  moBt  bitter,  cruel,  and  accorBed  memoiy.  Then, 
in  the  time  of  the  second  James,  the  fortress  that  had 
Infed  so  nobly  the  cross-bowj  the  batteiing-iam,  and 
die  cannon,  was  degraded  into  a  prison.  Since  then, 
ilB  f^arj  has  been  gradually  decaying.  Edward 
Spencer  paused  before  he  reached  the  bridge,  to  look 
upMk  ihe  ^*  war  shaken"  structure,  scarred  and  hoary 
with  &ud  and  age,  a  monument  gaunt  and  ghastly 
of  those  evil  times  when  the  might  made  the  right. 
AUKnigh  but  the  shadow  of  a  structure  of  which  the 
Uaouthy  might  have  been  proud,  it  was  a  shadow  that 
ncaUed  the  past  Antiquity  had  wreathed  it  in  a  shroud 
— washed  away  its  scarlet  stains — smoothed  its  rigiditjr 
into  softness; — and  the  halls  where  thebiting  jest  was  an- 
swered by  the  asrapidsword,  and  where  the  harpersstirred 
be&rts  long  since  sleeping,  to  deeds  of  glory,  or  warmed 
them  into  love,  arc  now  so  still  that  you  can  hear  the 
wind  of  a  swallow's  wing,  or  the  twitter  of  the  martin; 
while  the  whistle  of  the  blackbird  from  the  '^  sweet 
rock  close,"  pours  into  the  ear  a  long-familiar  me- 
lody The  jars,  and  jealousies,  and  party  spirit  of  the 
morning,  were  all  forgotten  when  Edward  contem- 
plated a  ruin  of  which  he  had  heard  so  much,  but 
wliich  now  requires  a  knowledge  of  the  past,  to  bo 
^{preclated  as  it  deserves.  He  wandered  into  tho 
''sweet  rock  close,"  being  assured  by  a  girl  who  was 
iiulUng  cows,  and  ofiered  him  some  milk,  that  he 
would  meet  his  reverence  and  the  company  somewhere 
about 

One  of  Mr.  Spencer's  favourite  plans  with  regard 
to  Ireland,   was  to  revive  the  forests,  planting  trees 


Egkbed  oo  obaerve  d^  fwiiMiwi  ne  ifae  imgicein 
]ttd  attafiifpH  in  this  nHiiamae  wihli'infm.  Tbe  aAer- 
nooa  mm  ao  auhrr.  diss  liie  dmiaw  mai  rrmlini  of 
de  (ieliciaua  zetECSs^reiK^iedbodLliBBiBdsBdlx)^ 
If  lie  coulii  IiATe  fcigjttai.  Ae  ^^^gg"*,  he  hobU 
luTe  been  pedecdy  bapp  j.  Indeed,  wfaea  he  hend 
die  desTr  Hgfas.  mnwi'sJ  Toiee  of  Ladj  Mnj  (XBneB 
responding'  tt3  the  foil  rolling  brogne,  ao  npe  md  ndi, 
tfattC  he  WIS  coEmncedit  cooLi  proceed  fibam  naneodier 
iban  the  good  he«nj  Pkiesc  of  BhzBeT,  he  aeemed  to 
IttTe  Ida  iJl  memnr  ot'  die  poet  in   pcexBt  €B|oy* 


His  ^*£ur  fiDer  as  he  had  ireqpestdj  called  habefigie 
^  was  nuzried.  when  as  a  gbi  doe  risted  his  mother, 
now  introduced  him  foimailT  to  Dean  Glares  and  his 
dao^ters,  and  the  Toiefable  priesc  whcmi  die  dea^ 
nated  as  Father  Jasper.  As  this  was  the  fizst  gentle- 
man Edward  Spencer  had  met  of  a  class  poaeeBBEd  of 
so  much  power  and  influence  otct  his  new  coxmtij, 
even  his  desire  to  be  near  and  hear  evezr  word  that 
dropped  from  Lad v  Marr  (XBriea^s  Kpe,  did  not  prevent 
his  obeerving  the  old  priest  doeelj.  Ss  &ce  was  rosy 
and  jovial,  not  overgrown  or  sensual,  as  punters  are  too 
fond  of  representing  churchmen;  but  fiedi  and  &(ir 
withaL  His  eyes  were  bright,  blue,  diarp,  and  inqniiing; 
his  mouth  was  loosely  and  carelessly  fonned ; — an  impm- 
dent  mouth,  speaking  thoughts  so  £reely,  that  Fathclr 
Jasper  never  could  have  been  a  Jesuit.  He  took  off  his 
hat  to  permit  the  cool  breeze  to  pass  through  his  white 
hair,  and  then  Edward  did  not  wonder  at  his  being 
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jihMi  he  liad  heard  he  was,  a  man  learned  in  antiquities^ 
and  of  80  charitable  a  dispontion,  that  he  never  was 
aUe  to  keep  a  aeoond  coat  to  his  back, — the  organ  of 
lienevolenoe  being  only  out-grown  by  that  of  yeneni- 
tiin;  while  large  *^  imagination/'  and  two  ugly  lumps 
Cfver  his  shaggy  ,*restle8s  ejrebrows,  indicated  that  minute- 
Boi  of  scrutiny  in  which  people  excel  who  are  given 
to  revive  the  dreams  of  the  past,  and  make  them  reali- 
tiei  of  the  present. 

Falher  Jasper  had  been  educated  at  St.  Qmer,  and 
WIS  fonder  of  introducing  scraps  of  French  into  his 
eoDTenationy  than  shreds  and  patches  of  Latin.  But 
an  he  said  and  all  he  did  bore  reference  to  the  glory  of 
his  native  land.  Hisgenuine,  earnest  love  of  his  coimtry 
was  quite  beautiful  to  think  of;  no  matter  whether  you 
bdieved  what  he  told  you  or  not,  you  must  believ-e  in 
im;  he  meant  what  he  said — ^he  firmly  and  truly  thought 
that  Ireland  was  formed  on  the  model  of  Paradise,  and 
was  bj  no  means  inclined  to  hold  in  favour  those  who 
^ina  neglected  or  insulted  it.  In  one  thing  he  was, 
indeed,  a  perfect  Irishman:  he  never  entertained  the 
idea  that  to  arrive  at  truth  it  was  necessary  to  hear 
both  aides  of  a  question. 

In  theory,  he  would  have  annihilated  every  one  who 
was  not  disposed  to  honour  Ireland  as  he  conceived 
she  ought  to  be  honoured;  but  in  practice,  he  would 
lire  all  his  life  on  roots,  rather  than  coimcil  tlie  death 
of  a  chicken.  He  would  attack  the  legislation  of  Eng- 
luid  towards  Ireland,  with  an  ardour  and  violence  which 
even  past  crueltiesandpresentneglects  could  hardly  justify 
in  such  a  man— denying,  of  course,  that  harsh  measures 
VOL.  I,  r 
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hadbeeneverproToked;  and  yet  every '^StaEcm^sknuager 
who  visited  his  beloved  Oasde  of  Blamej,  was  ifd* 
corned  with  genuine  hoqpitaHty  to  his  hom^  and 
ahondant  fine. 

No  one  ever  did  the  honoois  of  ancknt  ndns  Kks 
Father  Jasper;  and  the  l^endaiy  infoncnatian  to  be 
gleaned  fixHn  his  ihapeodies,  was  so  new  and  delightfiily 
that  the  little  party  hnng  upon  his  words,  following 
him  down  the  Witches'  Stairs — ^to  the  veritable  Dnnd's 
Altar — ^to  the  entrance  of  the  Prison  and  the  WeD— ^ip 
the  great  staircase,  and  down  again— over  the  verdant 
pastures,  studded  with  noble  treea— towards  the  lake,  the 
margin  of  which  was  one  blaze  of  gold  firom  the  bloflBCHna 
of  theyellow  water-lily.  Dean  Griaves  and  Father  Ja^er 
conversed  with  perfect  harmony,  the  one  enjoying  the 
classic,  while  the  other  delighted  in  the  antiquarian, 
lore  of  his  companion.  They  quoted  Irish,  and  Latin, 
and  French,  and  ^*  Moore's  Melodies,"  beneath  the 
shadow  of  one  of  Ireland's  past  glories. 

**  Is  not  that  charming?"  said  Lady  Maiy  to  Ed- 
ward Spencer,  on  whose  arm  she  leaned;  while  Agnes 
and  Elizabeth,  the  dean's  graceful  daughters,  were 
gathering  wild  flowers.  ^^  Is  not  that  charming — ^to  see 
two  leaders  of  such  opposite  faiths,  conversing  together 
and  agreeing?' 

^'And  why  should  they  not?'  said  Edward;  *^and 
why  always  designate  their  separate  creeds  as  oppotUef 
Why  not  simply  call  them  different  f^ 

'*  Unfortunately,  here  they  are  so  opposed,  as  to  be 
termed  opposite^  with  too  much  truth,"  was  the  reply; 
«<and  my  right  good  old  fiiends,  although  both  of 
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SbenI  minds,  would  not  care  to  be  seen  walking  in  tlie 
stnelB  of  Gvk,  in  the  doee  and  friendly  convene 
AfBj  aie  now  enjojing  in  the  grovee  of  Blarney.  I 
MBne  yon,  I  have  watched  both  one  and  the  other,  to 
ifcrt  the  rtarting  of  tofHCS  that  fiz  and  eiqJode  like 
Ixmb-fihells,  sometimes  in  the  midst  of  most  de- 
^^dfid  and  peacefiil  convexsalaoni.  Of  oonxse,  Father 
Juper  wiU  aak  you  to  dine  with  him  to-day;  and  if 
joa  ne  fond  of  seeing  national  chaiacter,  and  do  not 
dnid  loaing  your  own,  stay.  But  I  warn  you,  if  you 
do^  you  win  be  immediately  identified  with  emancipa- 
tms,  if  not  with  WhiteboyBb" 

**  And  I  am  an  emancipator^^  said  Edward,  firmly, 
wai  80  loudly,  that  while  the  young  ladies  looked  back 
aad  kn^ied,  Lady  Mary  exclaimed, 

"Hush;  that  is  one  of  the  quagmires  which  swallow 
up,  JQst  now,  all  fiiendly  feeling.  I  am  glad  Father 
Jasper  did  not  hear  you,  because  his  exultation  might 
be  painfiil  to  the  dean;  and  I  rejoice  that  yoiu:  words 
did  not  readli  the  dean,  because  I  want  him  to  know 
70a  better,  before  you  jar  against  his  prejudices." 

Edward  called  to  mind  at  that  moment  the  mid- 
^uglit  conversation  he  had  enjoyed  with  the  old  clergy- 
Qum,  and  was  sorely  perplexed  by  the  discrepancy:  he 
ought  have  known  that  the  dean  would  speak  more 
fiankly  to  a  Protestant  and  an  Englishman,  than  he 
would  venture  to  do,  to  a  woman  or  a  Roman  Catholic. 

"Both  men  love  their  country,"  she  continued;  "  but 
tlieir  views  upon  some  great  national  questions  are  so 
different,  that  until  you  have  observed  us  more  closely, 
70a  would  perhaps  say,  that  each  loved  hie  party ^  and 
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incfaided  in  the  broad  word  '  countij/ — as  too  many  do 
—onljtiioee  who  thought  exactly  as  he  did.  One  thing, 
Mr.  Spenoer,  I  would  pazticidaily  lecommend,  though 
it  seems  an  unneoesaaiy  warning  to  an  Englishman,— 
do  not  commit  yourself  to  amy  f^"^  more  than  you 
have  already  done." 

^^  Moie  than  I  have  already  done,  dear  Lady  Mary  T 
he  exclaimed;  ^^how  can  I  have  committed  myself, 
when  I  have  not  a  angle  Irish  party  feeling.  How  T 
he  repeated,  earnestly;  but  at  the  moment  Father 
Jtapesr  interrupted  the  lepij. 

^^  Look,"  he  said,  ^^  at  the  margin  of  the  lake.  Do 
you  see  a  tall,  slender  figure,  with  a  long  pole;  there  is 
a  rake  at  one  end  of  it,  and  a  strong  net  at  the  other. 
Observe  how  earnestly  he  rakes^the  sedgy  and  matted 
borders.  He  has  made  a  little  raft  of  drift-wood,  and 
somedmes  may  be  seen  steering  it,  finom  place  to  place." 

^^  Is  he  fishing?'  inquired  the  dean. 

"He  just  is,"  said  Father  Jasper;  "fishing  for 
what's  more  wanted  in  this  country  than  perch  or  tench — 
gold !  We  believe  in  these  parts,  that  one  of  the  Ma- 
carthys  buried  his  plate  and  treasure  in  the  lake,  and 
that  poor  innocent  creature  often  spends  a  week  here, 
fishing  for  it.  He's  so  harmless,  that  no  one  interrupts 
him;  and  he  has  such  faith  in  some  spell  or  charm 
he  carries  about  him,  that  he  goes  into  all  spirit-places 
by  moonbeam,  or  in  the  dark ;  firesli  or  fasting,  no  one 
harms  him;  and  he'd  tramp  through  the  thick  of  the 
Whiteboys  or  of  the  yeomanry,  without  a  '  Where  go 
ye  ?  You  might  have  seen  his  animal  as  you  passed  the 
gate.    A  Spanish  ass,  one  which  I  believe  your  uncle, 
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Mr.  Spenoer,  gave  him;  for  he  had  great  delight  in 
Mtfdier  Mat,  and  the  beast's  furniture  is  a  curiosity;  a 
kng  backed  spade  and  a  rake,  all  manner  and  kinds  of 
toob,  and  every  penny  he  gets  goes  for  them.  I  had  a 
great  dread  of  his  coming  here,  at  first,  for  those  trea- 
SDie-seekers  are  terrible  fellows  at  rooting,  not  only 
about,  but  under,  the  venerable  old  walls;  worse  than 
tlie  pgs,  and,  therefore,  the  greatest  enemies  antiqua- 
mos  have  in  Ireland-— except  the  road  makers.  Ah  I 
tlie  road  makers!  Lady  Mary,  they'd  hammer  eveiy 
0|^iam  stone  in  the  country  into  powder-pavement, 
if  thqr  had  their  own  will  and  their  own  way.  But, 
tt  I  was  saying,  I  was  greatly  in  dread  of  him  at 
fint,  until  I  entered  into  familiar  discourse  with  him, 
and  then  I  found  he  venerated  the  ^  treasure  tombs,' 
tt  he  called  them,  and  was  carefid  and  respectable  in 
iiisways  and  doings." 

The  priest  went  on  to  tell,  how  the  man  had  been  a 
schoolmaster,  both  in  the  North  and  South,  following 
Mr.  Spencer's  late  relatives  jGx)m  Donegall  to  Spencer 
Court;  that  he  believed  he  was  employed  as  a  sort  of 
tutor  to  some  *' young  one"  of  the  £unily — ^he  had 
heard  so;  but  after  *'  the  fever,"  he  turned  so  light  in 
his  head,  that  he  now  wandered  through  the  coimtry, 
seeking  treasure  from  amid  the  ruins  of  the  past,  or  in 
those  deep  waters  which  neither  ebb  nor  flow — ^thc  silent, 
sleepless  lakes. 

The  subject  of  their  observation  had  quitted  his  oc- 
cupation, and  was  approaching  towards  them,  his  rake 
balanced  on  his  shoulder.  His  dress  was  of  ancient 
black,  worn  and  patched — ^but  it  teas  patched;  and 
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Edward  Spencer  rejoiced  that  the  follower  of 
&mily  had  the  propriety,  however  poor  he  might  be, 
to  mend  hia  dotfaea.  There  was  something  peculiarly 
sweet  and  winning  in  his  air  and  maimer.  Large  gray 
eyes,  so  large  as  to  occupy  greater  space  than  eyes  are 
supposed  to  require,  wandered,  and  then  became  fixed; 
and  after  looking  deeply  and  searchingly  for  a  time  at 
some  particular  &ce  or  object,  would  wander  away 
again,  apparently  without  being  at  all  enlightened  by 
the  scrutiny;  the  face  was  long;  the  nose,  generally 
the  defective  feature  in  Irish  physiognomy,  was  in  this 
instance  delicately,  and  even  beautifully,  formed;  and 
the  mouth,  too,  was  small,  and  might  have  been  hand* 
some,  but  for  an  almost  perpetual  trembling  of  the  lips. 

*'  Salve,  Domine  I"  said  the  priest  to  the  schoolmaster, 
whom,  when  Edward  saw  him  closely,  he  could  not 
call  old;  for  his  dark  chesnut  hair  fell  abundantly 
around  his  throat,  giving  a  peculiar,  and  rather  dis- 
tinguished air  to  the  head. 

'*  Salve,"  he  replied,  bowing  to  the  priest  and  the 
ladies. 

The  good  dean  shook  him  by  the  hand;  and  leading 
him  to  Mr.  Spencer,  asked  him  if  he  had  ever  seen  any 
one  like  that  gentleman.  His  gaze,  chill  and  meaning* 
less  as  moonlight,  was  fixed  upon  Edward,  and  then 
removed  to  the  face  of  Dean  Graves. 

"  No,"  he  said,  "  he  never  had." 

'*  Are  you  quite  sure,  Domine?    Look  again." 

*'  It  may  be  that  I  have,  a  long  time  ago— -a  picture, 
I  think,  Miss  Ellen  showed  me  at  Spencer  Court" 

"  Well — ^yes.    And  can  you  not  guess,  Matthew?' 
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^'Nb,**  he  auBweied;  '*  I  always  guess  wrong,  now ; 
Icumotguess." 

"  II  18  the  poor  master's  nephew,  Mat,  Mr,  Edward 
fencer,  of  England." 

For  an  instant  his  fJEice  seemed  convulsed;  his  lips 
trembled  TO>Ientlj;  then,  &lling  on  his  knees,  he  burst 
into  a  loud  fit  of  weeping,  kissing  the  young  man's 
Itt&dB  with  evidence  of  the  deepest  affection.  Edward 
vas  greatly  moved,  he  could  hardly  tell  why;  but  it  is 
tnily  delightfiil  to  obtain  proof  that  those  of  our 
name  and  race,  to  whom  we  have  succeeded,  were  ho- 
ooured  and  beloved. 

Asthe  hour  was  already  past  at  which  the  priest  was 
to  receive  his  guests,  every  endeavour  short  of  personal 
Tidenoe,  was  used  by  the  good  Father  Jasper  to  com- 
pel all  his  visiters  to  remain  with  him  for  the  day;  he 
ftt  forth  his  fare  with  the  hospitality  of  old  times — there 
was  a  leg  of  mutton,  the  largest  ever  seen  in  Cork 
market,  fit  for  the  most  delicate  lady  in  Ireland  ^^  to 
pick;"  and  if  that  was  too  much  there  were  trifles  of 
chickens  and  pickled  pork,  wine,  too,  for  the  ladies,  and 
aoch  whiskey !  a  piper,  and  dinner  laid  piping  hot  by  the 
time  they'd  get  there.   The  dean  and  Lady  Mary  both 
leaisted,   but  her  ladyship  again  assured  Edward  he 
ought  to  go;  such  scenes,  she  told  him,  were  almost  over 
even  in  Ireland — ^there  were  few  of  the  old  priests  to  be 
met  with  now;  and  the  rude  but  genuine  hospitality 
was  being  fine-drawn  in  every  direction,  not  to  mention 
tlie  destruction  of  friendly  meetings  by  the  increasing 
bitterness  of  party. 
"  Go,"  she  repeated,  "  by  aU  means,  but  do  not  com- 
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mit  yourself  to  a  party.    I  am  very  generous,"  she  con- 
tinued, **  to  tell  you  tliis  of  those  with  whom  my  sym- 
pathies so  entirely  go;  but  I   would  not  have  you 
trammeled  in  what  I  hope  may  be  a  long  career  of  use-^ 
fulness." 

Mr.  Spencer,  who  could  not  leave  Cork  until  he  re- 
ceived his  expected  letters,  determined  to  take  the 
lady's  advice.  And  having  obtained  permission— most 
graciously  accorded — ^to  visit  her  the  next  day,  he  took 
Father  Jasper's  muscular  arm  and  entered  the  village  of 
Blarney. 

There  are  few  things  in  the  actual  world  so  touch- 
ingly  beautiful  as  the  respect  and  affection  subsisting  be- 
tween the  Roman  Catholic  priest  and  his  flock;  those 
who  know  and  observe  the  people,  cannot  wonder  at  their 
strength  and  endurance;  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave 
the  priest  is  the  peasant's  adviser  and  his  friend;  he 
knows  all  his  concerns — ^not  only  the  great  buaness  of  his 
life,  but  its  minutuB;  his  private  cares  and  sorrows,  his 
faults  and  his  crimes^  are  all  in  the  priest's  keeping;  his 
judgCyhis  advocate,  his  punisher,  he  is  also  his  protector  . 
— ^very,  very  rarely  his  tyrant     Those  who  talk  of  the 
luxury  of  priests'  fare  now-a-days,  and  of  its  being  drawn 
from  the  misery  of  the  people,  know  little  of  his  way  of 
life ;  his  narrow  means,  or  the  very  limited  number  of  hit 
enjoyments.  The  pomp  and  circumstance  of  the  Roman 
Catholic  creed  take  hold  of  the  Irishman's  imagination; 
and  the  sympathy  and  kindness  of  his  priest,  win  and 
keep  his  heart.  When  an  ignorant  Irish  Roman  Catholic 
becomes  **  bad  to  his  priest,"  he  must  be  utterly  lost  to 
good;  for  he  holds  no  other  faith,  and  has  put  aside  all 
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thsl  stands  between  him  and  destruction.     Such,  at 
lesst,  things  were  five-and-twenty  years  ago ! 

A  very  brief  notice  of  the  hospitable  priest's  dinner— 
jdentifiiltoprofasion — may  suffice.  It  was  a  sort  of  heart 
rehearsal  of  the  scenes  of  the  olden  time;  when  the  com- 
pany was  rudely,  but  plenteously,  banqueted  first,  the 
vassals  next,  and  the  residue  given  to  the  pabners  and 
pilgrims,  the  widows  and  orphans;  who,  though  de- 
spoiled of  much,  felt  there  was  no  feasting,  of  which  they 
did  not,  in  a  measure,  partake.  There  were  toasts—- 
the  first,  "  the  king,"  "the  only  King  of  England  who 
had  entered  Ireland  without  fire  and  sword;"  upon  this 
diere  was  much  cheering,  and  the  piper,  who  was  in 
the  room,  b^an  to  play  "  Grod  save  the  king,"  but  mo* 
dtdtUed  it  into  "  St.  Patrick's  day,"  after  the  third  or 
fi>ardi  bar;  then  speeches  were  made,  and  toasts  were 
given,  amongst  them  the  health  of  Mr.  Spencer,  pro- 
poeed  by  Father  Jasper  himself,  and  in  a  way  so  touch- 
ing, that  Edward  felt  ashamed  of  his  emotion.  With 
clasped  hands  and  glistening  eyes  the  old  priest  prayed, 
that  in  the  young  Englishman  now  by  his  side  the  poor 
might  ever  findafiriend;  that  all  heaskedof  him  wasto 
see  for  himself,  to  thinkfor  himself,  and  to  judge  for  him- 
Belf ; — all  which,  of  course,  Edward  declared,  in  a  reply 
which  drew  down  "thunders  of  applause,"  he  had  come  to 
the  country  determined  to  do.  He  was  not  aware  that  he 
had  given  utterance  to  any  sentiments  particularly 
liberal,  and  yet  for  every  commonly  just  sentence  there 
was  a  round  of  cheers;  cheers,  echoed  by  the  servants 
at  the  door,  and  caught  up  and  returned  by  the  mob  of 
carmen  and  b^gars  firom  below;  for  some  moments 
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ftfter  he  sat  down  this  yehement  apfdause  continiied, 
and  he  could  not  avoid  ezpressng,  to  a  gentleman  en 
his  right  hand,  who  had  been  tather  more  qinet  tiian 
his  companions,  his  suipriise  at  the  enthusiasm  that  had 
followed  his  words. 

''  I  am  sure  I  said  nothing  that  common  justice  would 
not  demand,''  he  observed. 

*^  That's  what  has  taken  the  rise  out  of  them,"  an- 
swered the  person  to  whom  he  spoke;  ''common  justice 
is  a  most  uncommon  treat  to  us — ^what  we  don't  look 
for  nor  expect.  Common  justice  I  upon  my  conscience 
after  ye're  twelve  months  in  the  country  if  you  keep  in 
the  same  mind,  and  are  of  the  same  mind  with  your 
words,  you'll  not  wonder  at  an  Irishman's  enthusiaam, 
when  you  talk  of  doing  him  common  justice." 

Mr.  Spencer  did  not  relish  the  reply;  but  the  song 
and  the  speech,  and  the  steaming,  boiling,  scorching, 
animating,  and  most  disturbing  whiskey  punch,  circor 
lated  round  and  along,  and  across  and  over  the  tabl& 
As  the  evening  advanced,  the  intellect  and  wit,  the 
song,  the  jest,  the  repartee,  and  the  bitter,  deq^erate,  and 
determined  sarcasm  that ''  scarified"  without  mercy,  were 
each  so  great  in  theb  several  ways,  that  Edward 
Spencer  described  the  scene  as  drinking  whiskey  punch 
amid  thimder  and  lightning.  He  never  had  a  very  dia* 
tinct  idea  how  he  returned  to  his  hotel  that  evening;  he 
only  remembered  looking  at  the  stars,  and  thinking  they 
were  all  turned  into  shamrocks,  and  making  a  firm  vow 
against  whiskey  pimch  the  next  morning,  which  he  kept 
as  religiously  as  the  most  temperate  could  desire  in 
these.  Heaven  be  thanked !  more  temperate  days. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

THE  BETROSPECT, 

We  moat  consign  Edward  Spencer  to  the  delights 
and  hospitalities  of  Cork;  while— <»rele88  of  the  **  dis- 
turbed state  of  the  country,"  giving  only  slight  cre- 
dence to  daily  records  of  fearful  outrages,  but  placing 
&m  reliance  on  the  fact  that,  under  all  circumstances, 
the  stranger  is  safe,  by  day  or  by  night,  on  the  moun- 
tain  side,  in  the  deep  valley,  whether  sentineled  by 
aoldier  or  Whiteboy — ^we  journey  to  Spencer  Court 
moie  rapidly  than  Betty  Doyle,  or  the  evil-thinking 
Abel  Richards  have  done — although  they  have  pre- 
ceded us;  and,  on  our  way,  entreat  the  reader  to  take 
a  brief  review  of  the  past,  that  he  may  the  better  comr 
prehend  the  bearings  of  the  future. 

Pediaps  it  has  been  borne  in  mind,  that  Spencer 
Court  was  inherited  by  Edward  Spencer  on  the  death 
of  his  fisher's  eldest  brother;  his  English  property 
bsTing  been  derived  in  right  of  his  mother,  who  lived 
to  see  her  only  and  much-beloved  son  of  age;  his  &ther 
had  captivated  the  heart  of  a  young  heiress  at  a  ball  in  the 
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city  of  Bath,  when  Bath  was  in  its  zenith.  He  was 
called  "  handsome  Spencer**  until  he  was  forty,  and  after 
that  "Old  Spencer;"  for  a  free  and  careless  life  made 
him  aged  before  his  time,  and  he  died  ere  he  had  com* 
pleted  his  forty-sixth  year ;  his  wife,  still  in  the  posseseion 
of  youth  and  wealth,  when  tempted  again  and  again  to 
enter  the  "holy  bonds,"  looked  grave,  and  shook  her 
head;  and  being  once  pressed  to  marry  a  second  time, 
by  a  lady  who  had  urged  her  own  example  as  a  reason 
why  she  should  do  so,  saying — 

"  I  have  had  three  husbands,  and  been  happy  with 
them  all." 

She  answered,  "  But  they  were  not  Irishmen  !*' 
This  reply  was  differently  construedbythosewho  heard 
it;  but,  whatever  meaning  she  intended  her  words  to 
convey,  she  remained  a  widow,  and  wore  widow's  weeds 
until  they  were  exchanged  for  the  coi&n  and  the  shroud. 
Mr.  Spencer,  of  Spencer  Court,  possessed  a  considerable 
quantity  of  land  on  the  borders  of  Cork  and  Kerry; 
land  of  great  extent,  but,  except  in  a  few  instances,  of 
little  value,  nmning  up  moimtains  and  down  into  bogs, 
alternately  sedgy  and  stony,  at  one  time  covered  with 
the  snowy  blossoms  of  the  wild-rush,  and  at  others  exhi- 
biting a  sole  surface  of  dark  brown  peat,  and  long  ranges 
of  unprofitable  moimtain,  where,  according  to  a  common 
saying,  "  the  Kerry  cow  will  never  look  up  at  a  pasang 
stranger  for  fear  she  should  miss  the  bite."     There  were, 
however,  on  this  picturesque  estate,  within  the  folds  of 
the  hiDs,  and  hid  away  in  the  dells  and  valleys,  patdies 
of  verdure  and  cultivation,  the  more  delightfiil  from 
being  unexpected;  and  as  Spencer  Court  commanded 
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good  views  of  the  magnificent  mountains^  of ''  the  king- 
dom/ it  was  a  desirable  residence  for  a  country  gentle- 
man, who  had  no  inclination  to  rack-rent  his  land,  to  in- 
terfere with  the  domestic  laws  and  regidations  of  the 
"  Whiteboys,**  or  any  other  boys,  as  long  as  they  let  him 
alone — ^wasfond  of  himting,  and  duck  and  snipe  shooting, 
had  a  taste  for  the  '^  pictorial,"  and  did  not  consider  it 
too  ikr  to  send  to  Kenmare  or  Killamey  every  week  for 
his  letters  and  newspapers. 

Mr.  Spencer,   of  Spencer  Court,  was  thought    as 
handsome,  but  not  as  fortunate,   as  his  brother;  by 
some  purchase,  or  intermarriage  in  old  times,  he  in- 
herited a  small  estate  in  the  North,  and  upon  one  of 
his  visits  to  Derry,  had  been  smitten  by  the  charms 
of  a  young  lady  of  Scottish  descent,  who  soon  became 
Mrs.  Spencer;  and,  accompanied  by  her  sister,  and  a 
fcvourite  servant,  Margery  Myler,  returned  with  her  hus- 
band to  Spencer  Court,  bringing  with  them,  also,  sundry 
habits  of  thrift  and  forethought  that  were  any  thing  but 
popular  in  her  southern  home.     In  due  time,  however, 
the  cabin-keepers,  whether  scattered  through  the  glens, 
or  pent  up  in  wretched  villages,  which,  for  dirt  and 
misery,  when  Mrs.  Spencer  first  visited  them,  were  more 
wretched  than  the  kraals  that  travellers  in  the  north  of  Eu- 
rope picture  with  wondering  disgust,  became  in  a  degree 
more  comfortable,  and  the  people  better  clothed.     Mr. 
Spencer  found  them  regular  employment ;  and  Mat — 
"  Master  Mat,"  a  most  efficient  schoolmaster — educated 
the  children ;  and  that,  too,  in  a  particularly  neat  cottage, 
close  to  the  porter's  lodge,  which,  at  the  end  of  a  *'bohc 
reen,"  more  than  a  mile  distant  from  the  high  road, 
guarded  the  entrance  to  the  avenue.    There  could  be 
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no  doubt  of  Mis.  Spencer's  desaxe  to  serve  all  who  came 
within  the  sphere  of  her  active  and  acute  mind;  but 
many  obstacles  arose  by  degrees  to  impede  her  ns^il- 
nesB.  First,  she  was  disliked  both  by  the  peasantiy  and 
the  gentry,  because  she  was  a  northern^  a  Presbyterian, 
and  the  grand-daughter  of  a  tradesman:  thenshediaUlced 
them,  because  they  were  southerns — the  peasantry  all 
Roman  Catholics — ^the  gentry  *^  proud  and  staff"  church* 
goers,  without  a  ''  bawbee  they  could 'l^ally  call  ihesr 
own,  if  their  debts  were  paid."  Neither  party  took 
much  pains  to  conceal  their  opinion  of  the  other ;  bad 
roads  and  long  distances  fiimished  sufficient  excuses  ht 
nothing  more  than  the  occasional  interchange  of  visits 
between  the  ladies  of  the  neighbouring  families  ;  and 
Mr.  Spencer  being  (for  an  Irishman)  a  very  stick  or 
stone  as  regarded  every  joy,  except  the  joys  of  the 
field,  and  the  more  rare  one,  in  those  days,  of  seeing 
every  cottier  on  his  estate  with  a  roof  five  feet  above 
his  head  that  would  not  let  in  rain,  and  a  coat  sound 
and  without  patch  on  Sundays,  turned  a  deaf  ear 
towards  many  of  his  lady's  complaints;  and,  above  all, 
towards  her  solicitations  for  the  pieferm^it  of  a  young 
man,  of  the  name  of  Richards,  whom,  by  a  conrider- 
able  degree  of  pains  and  expense,  ehe  had  at  last  drawn 
fix)m  the  faith  of  his  &thers.  **  Conversion"  was,  un- 
fortunately, one  of  her  schemes  for  the  regeneration 
of  her  neighbourhood — before  she  had  overcome  the 
prejudice  against  ^'  the  blood  of  the  black  North" — 
before  time  was  given  to  show  the  advantages  which 
result  firom  cleanliness  and  thrift,  and  many  cottage  im- 
provements — she  set  about  proselytizing;  and  thus  ren- 
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dered  tlie  priest  at  once  her  enemy,  and  led  the  people 
to  ooDflider  every  thing  she  gave  as  a  price  set  upon 
tlieir  souls : — ^unfortunately,  Mrs.  Spencer  could  not  see, 
Ast  aooording  to  his  knowledge,  the  priest  only  did 
Ids  duty  by  keeping  together  the  flock  committed  to 
hk  chaige ;  she  became  as  bitter  against  him  as  he  was 
i^uBSt  her;  and  this  unhappy  feeling,  retarding  the 
pogresB  of  her  ordinary  plans,  was  increased  by  her 
nkei^s  ibnning  an  attachment  for  a  young  man  of  the 
fioth  she  so  abhorred,  and  of  those  wild  habits  which, 
kng  after  the  commencement  of  the  present  century,  un- 
ftrtonatdy  distinguished  the  **  'squirearchy"  of  Ireland, 
lliis  person's  name  was  the  very  general,  but  always  re- 
spected one  of  Macarthy,  and,  careless  and  thoughtless 
Aough  he  was,  he  had  some  noble  qualities,  which, 
under  other  circumstances,  might  have  formed  a  fine 
and  useftd  character.  Between  him  and  Annie  Cumming, 
it  was  said,  a  private  marriage  had  been  solemnised  by  a 
priest  or  fiiar  of  a  neighbouring  parish  ;  at  least,  there 
was  too  certain  evidence  that  the  gentle  and  much  be- 
loved woman  ought  to  have  been  a  wife  ;  and,  as  such, 
joong  Macarthy  claimed  her  ;  but  Mrs.  Spencer  de- 
clared, that  if  there  was  a  marriage,  the  difiference  of 
their  religion  rendered  it  null  and  void — ^that  she  would 
rather  see  her  sister  dishonoured  in  her  grave,  than  the 
wife  of  a  "  Roman."  The  young  man  endured  grievous 
insult  and  injury  at  Spencer  Court,  and  Mrs.  Spencer 
contrived  to  get  her  sister  out  of  the  country,  without 
his  being  able  to  discover  where  she  had  been  sent. 
This  unfortunate  circxmistance  increased  Mrs.  Spencer's 
unpopularity  to  such  a  degree,  that  her  husband  thought 
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it  better  to  leave  Spencer  Court  altogether  for  a  time; — 
wMch  they  did— first  going  to  England,  and  then  to 
"  the  North." 

Young  Macarthy,  disappointed  in  the  affection  that 
might  have  saved  him,  and  goaded  by  the  insults  he 
received,  ran  a  sad  and  rapid  race  of  dissipation,  and, 
some  four  years  afterwards,  lost  his  life  in  a  smuggling 
afiair  at  Skibereen,  much  to  die  relief  of  the  Spenceis, 
who  never  would  have  considered  themselves  safe  in  his 
immediate  neighbourhood.  Some  said  one  thing,  and 
some  another,  as  to  the  fate  of  poor  Annie  Cumming. 
It  was  well  known,  however,  that  a  son,  to  whom  she 
had  given  birth,  had  been  sent,  an  infant,  to  its  fitther, 
who  consigned  it  and  its  fortunes  to  the  charge  of  his 
own  mother — a  woman  rendered  old  by  cares  and  dis- 
appointment, a  widowed  dweller  in  a  dilapidated  moun* 
tain  house  that  had  once  been  a  residence  suited  to  a 
lofty  and  powerftd  race.  By  her,  however,  the  chaige 
of  the  infant  had  been  undertaken  as  a  blessing,  rather 
than  a  burden  ;  a  report  was  much  credited  that  its 
mother  had  been  compelled  by  her  despotic  sister  to 
marry  a  burgher  of  Belfast,  and  that  she  had  died  a 
year  or  two  afterwards;  while  many  affirmed  that  she  had 
entered  a  Portuguese  convent,  and  was,  for  a  number  of 
years,  *^  all  as  one  as  a  saint"  in  Lisbon. 

Irish  improvements  need  perpetual  refreshing,  and, 
above  all,  patience — ^untiring  patience  and  good  tem- 
per. Mrs.  Spencer  imagined  that  her  various  clianges 
would  have  continued  just  as  if  she  had  been  on  the  spot; 
and,  to  get  rid  of  her  importunities,  Mr.  Spencer,  who, 
as  his  years  increased  and  his  habits  became  more  in- 
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dolent,  would  do  or  undo  any  thing  to  avoid  trouble, 
at  last  consented  that  Abel  Richards  should  act  in  a 
cqiad^  half  bailiff,  half  steward — which  he  himself 
oiled  *'  agent,**— during  an  absence,  certainly  prolonged 
Iij  Ridiards'  representations  of  the  state  of  the  coimtiy 
asd  the  bitterness  and  ingratitude  of  the  people — 
needfblfor  his  own  purposes. 

Mrs.  Spencer  believed,  all  the  time,  that  this  man,  so 
odioas  to  the  inhabitants — ^first,  because  of  his  change 
of  fidth,  but  also  on  account  of  his  harshness  and  in- 
jnadee — was  working  miracles  among  the  ''poor  be- 
nighted people;"  while,  in  reality,  the  only  one,  who, 
tboQgh  evil  report  and  good  report,  kept  steadily  on  his 
connc,  was  the  quiet  schoolmaster,  instructing  the 
mdiins  all  day,  even  in  the  mysteries  of  Greek  and 
Latin,  which  the  Southerns  prefer  to  English  and 
writing,  and  turning  a  deaf  ear  to  all  Mr.  Richards' 
injunctions  to  initiate  them  into  one  creed,  while  their 
parents  professed  another. 

**I  am,  worthy  Sir,"  he  would  say,  **  a  teacher 
of  the  Vulgate— of  the  common  domestic  branches 
of  geography,  writing,  the  use  of  the  globes,  arithmetic, 
and  chronology,  and  well-skilled  to  lead  the  mind 
of  die  tyro  into  the  labyrinths  of  algebra,  and  the 
heights  and  depths  of  Greek  and  Latin;  but,  worthy 
steward,  I  am  no  divine;  I  can  read  the  word  of 
^  in  black  letter  and  common  type ;  but  I  am  not 
<!onipetent  to  expound  it,  nor  to  raise  my  voice  in 
player,  even  in  a  congregation  of  infants;  and,  as  to 
yottr  praying  and  lecturing  in  this  house,  appropriated 
to  what  is  secular  and  not  divine,  I  will  have  none 
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of  It.  There  is  Dean  GrsTes  on  tbe  riglit  hand,  and 
Mr.  DuSy  on  the  left;  and  if  jou  want  to  teach  what 
thejy  according  to  jour  thinking,  cannot,— open  wide 
your  own  door,  and  minister;  here  I  am  master,  and 
master  I  will  remain,  until  dispossessed  by  the  worthies 
who  placed  me  herein:" 

Richards  woidd  have  been  but  too  haj^y  to  dis- 
possess the  domine;  but  Dean  Graves  was  his  steady 
firiend;  and  so,  after  a  few  ineffectual  attempts,  he  left 
him  as  much  alone  as  he  coidd  leave  any  one  who  was 
peaceably  and  quietly  inclined, — ^greatly  pleased  when 
Matthew's  annual  visit  to  his  own  part  of  the  world  took 
away  the  reproach  which  a  good  man  ever  is  to  a 
bad  one.    At  last,  after  an  absence  of  between  seven 
and  eight  years,  much  to  the  man  Richards*  dismay  and 
astonishment,  the  Spencers  returned  to  Spencer  Court, 
bringing  with  them  a  little  girl  of  about  five  years  old, 
whom  they  called  Ellen  Macdonnel ;  this  child,  whom 
they  said  they  had  adopted,  was  treated  kindly  and 
afiectionately  by  Mr.  Spencer,  to  whom  on  wet  days, 
and  when  there  was  no  company,   she  was  a  play* 
thing  and  a  companion.     Mrs.  Spencer  had  become  more 
ascetic  than  ever,  more  inveterate  against  Catholicity, 
and  gave  ready  ear  to  aU  that  Richards  told  her,  of  the 
ingratitude  of  those  who  had  nothing  to  be  grateftd  fiw; 
her  originally  kind  nature,  incrusted  as  it  was   by  a 
frigid  manner,  became  at  perpetual  war  with  her  pre- 
judices; where  she  saw  distress,  she  coidd  not  avoid  re- 
lieving it;  and  then,  usually,  had  the  reminder  &om  Mr. 
Richards,  that  she  was  **  fostering  popery,"  while  those 
whom  she  relieved  were  prevented  from  feeling  as  they 
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mig^  hKfe  mty  bj  tiie  rq>ioache8  she  uttered  against 
Aaridigion. 

Ml.  Spenoez^a  libeialitjr  of  opinion  nnfoTtanately  pro- 
ceeded fiom  what  is  by  no  means  common  in  Ireland — 
a  CKftJR—rtnw  of  both  creeds,  decJaring  in  his  ^^convmal 
hoanT  (as  they  wre  fidsely  called)  that  he  conadered 
bodi  to  be  disturben  of  the  country,  and  one  just  as  bad 
asfte  other.    This  was  the  fertile  source  of  perpetual 
iRxib,  teaa,   n^oroaches,    and  storms,  between    the 
hnabiiid  and  wife,  which  they  were  sufficiently  im- 
ffodent  to  permit  the  litiJe  Ellen  to  witness;  while 
dtt,  rendered   still  more    observant   by  the   absence 
of  tQ  childish  sports,  and  loving  Mr.  Spencer  more 
than  ehe  did  his  wife,  imbibed  much  that  she  would 
luKve  been  better  without.  Mrs.  Myler,  the  housekeeper, 
bated  the  child  because  of  the  trouble  she  gave  her,  and 
yet  loved  her  for  she  could  hardly  tell  what — a  certain 
^y  she  had  of  not  only  twining  round,  but  growing 
into  every  body 's  heart;  but  Ellen  Macdonnel's  great 
companion  and  Mend  was  Master  Mat,  the  schoolmaster, 
^0  devoted  two  hours  daily  to  teaching  her  "  the 
Vulgate,"  its  accompaniments,  and  Latin,  and  generally 
gtveanadditional  hourto  Irish — ^illustrated  by  the  varied 
legends  and  tales  which  a  brain  like  that  of  the  domine, 
ootngeondy  overgrown  in  the  organ  of  imagination, 
coold  remember  or  devise;  this  was  the  only  education 
ppwdded  for  the  little  pratiffSe;  and  yet  she  throve  upon 
^i'  her  large,  wild  blue  eyes  beamed  vdth  intelligence; 
ttd  her  playfellows — a  ragged  mountain  pony, "  vicious 
^  others  but  gentle  to  her,"  and  a  huge  dog,  whom  she 
cuned  in  her  aims  when  she  came  to  Spencer  Court,  a 
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little  curly  puppy — could  testify  that  they  sooner  tired 
of  scampering  over  the  hiQs  and  valleys  than  little  Ellen. 
Sometimes  Mrs.  Spencer  would  say,  that  Ellen  should  be 
sent  to  Dublin  to  school;  but  this  was  speedily  over- 
ruled by  her  husband,  who  declared  he  hated  educated 
women,  and  must  speak  to  Master  Mat  not  to  over- 
burden her  mind.  The  only  thing  he  wished  her  to  leant 
was  music,  and  in  this  she  promised  to  excel ;  Mrs. 
Graves,  the  dean's  ¥rife,  agreeing  to  teach  her  the  notes 
if  she  coidd  come  so  far  to  learn  them ;  which  she  did, 
twice  a  week,  flying  three  miles  across  the  mountains  on 
her  pony,  followed  by  her  dog,  and  sometimes  by  "  a 
runner"  to  see  her  safe.  A  gleeful  child  she  was,  fearless 
of  all  harm,  imbibing  with  the  pure  air  she  breathed  a 
wild  spirit  of  liberty — that  dweller  of  the  moimtain  and 
the  crag — ^now  stopping  on  the  road  to  twine  her  hat 
with  heather,  or  crown  it  with  a  plume  of  the  wild  fox- 
glove, then  diverging  from  the  narrow  path,  to  make 
her  pony  ford  a  stream,  or  leap  a  chasm,  hallooing  to  the 
eagle  that  soared  above  her,  and  cantering  after  the  fox, 
who  had  enough  to  do  to  escape  from  her  bold,  brave  dog 
Brano;  then  letting  the  bridle  drop  on  tlie  shaggy  nedc 
of  her  rough  pony,  she  would  clasp  her  little  hands  and 
sing,  as  she  went  more  slowly  along,  one  of  the  melodies 
of  her  native  land,  with  a  sweetness  and  a  fervour  that 
would  make  the  turf-cutter  pause  in  his  work  and  bless 
her  as  she  passed ;  it  was  a  strange  progress  to  a  music 
lesson — ^notcs  learned  upon  the  piano  to  be  practised  on 
the  guitar,  the  only  instrument  she  possessed,  although  a 
piano  was  often  talked  about  during  her  first  year  of 
study.  Yet  after  a  time  she  did  so  much  with  the  tinkling 
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atnngs,  that  Mr.  Spencer  thought  he  liked  the  guitar 
better  than  any  music  in  the  world;  but  it  was  not  only 
leaoos  in  music  that  EUen  learned  from  her  mountain 
nmUes;  die  had  hardly  completed  acquaintance  with  flats 
and  Aarps  and  bass  and  treble,  when  Mrs.  Graves  died; 
and  though  a  period  was  put  to  her  lessons,  she  still 
vifited  the  glebe,  for  she  was  much  beloved  by  the  dean'd 
dsoghters,  who  lent  her  books  and  music;  thus  her  rides 
ooDtmued  with  almost  as  much  r^ularity  as  during  the 
life  ol  Mrs.  Graves.    As  she  grew  older  her  habits  of  ob- 
flervitiicm  strengthened;  she  knew  every  cottage,  and  the 
imnatesof  every  cottage  in  the  wild  glens  through  which 
Ae  lode;  the  ragged,  half-naked  children  would  watch, 
and  hurra  when  they  caught  the  first  wave  of  her  plimied 
iiat,  for  Ellen  usually  had  a  little  basket  slung  to  her 
aaddk,  freighted,  if  not  with  halfpence,  (which  she  used 
to  coax  firom  Mr.  Spencer),  with  cold  slim  cakes,  rolls  of 
thinoaten  bread,  and,  if  the  larder  afibrded  nothing  better, 
crusts  and  fragments  of  brown  bread ;  if  any  one  was  ill 
Hlen  was  the  certain  conveyer  of  wine  and  medicine, 
and  not  imfirequently  of  such  articles  of  clothing  as  were 
nioet  needed,  and  which  she  used  very  little  ceremony  in 
J^T^priating  for  benevolent  purposes.  Visiting  the  poor 
m  this  way,  seeing  their  ^vretchedness  with  the  clear, 
bright,  sympathising  eyes  of  youth,  observing  their  ex- 
<*eding  patience  under  affliction,   knowing  that  Mr. 
fiichards  not  only  exaggerated,  but  falsified  every  state- 
^'^t  he  made  to  her  protectors,  finding  the  priest — 
whom  she  constantly  heard  execrated  as  *'  the  minister  of 
•&lse  and  besotting  faith,"  "  the  enemy  to  his  flock," 
"the  destroyer  of  their  souls,"  "  the  agent  of  sin," — find- 


.«< 


86  THE  whitbbot; 

ing  this  man  constantly  among  the  poor,  seeing  how 
lie  comforted,  reiieved,  and  advised  them,  and  hening 
the  gentle,  kindly  words  that  fell  firom  his  lips,  ESIen's 
power  of  comparison  gained  strength  by  exercise,  and 
although  she  could  not  see  far  beneath  the  surfiMse 
in  either  case,  her  natural  dislike  of  Richards  aroused  stiU 
more  the  exercise  of  a  faculty  which  else  might  htswe 
remained  dormant;  and  her  feminine  generority  directed 
her  to  respond  to  the  claim  of  the  weak  and  helpless. 
Mrs.  Spencer  had  been  at  this  dangerous  period  of 
poor  Ellen's  life,  almost  continually  absorbed  in  the 
more  gloomy  and  contracted  views  of  sectarian  re- 
ligion, and  that  nearly  to  the  exclusion  of  every 
natural  and  generous  thought  and  feeling.  A  slow  and 
lingering  disease,  agamst  which  she  had  struggled  for 
years,  was  gradually  draining  away  the  springs  of  life, 
and  she  knew  it;  between  her  sufferings  and  her  abstrac- 
tion Ellen  might  have  continued  to  do  as  she  had  long 
been  doing  (except  when  for  some  particular  act  of  self- 
will  her  rides  were  for  a  time  abridged),  that  is  to  say, 
whatever  she  pleased,  had  she  not  one  morning  offended 
Mr.  Richards  past  forgiveness  by  saying,  and  in  a  very 
determined  tone,  "  That  for  all  he  said  to  the  contrary, 
she  thought  Father  Du£^  had  as  good  a  chance  of  salvm* 
tion  as  he  had  himself — ^if  not  a  better.** 

Mr.  Spencer,  who  was  present  when  Ellen  hazarded 
this  speech,  only  laughed,  and  added,  "  That  really  he 
thought  she  was  quite  right." 

Richards  looked  thunder,  and  took  the  very  earliest 
opportunity  of  informing  Mrs.  Spencer  of  the  opinion 
she  had  so  fearlessly  expressed  ;  and  of  insinuating  that 
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Dodiiiig  bat  the  interest  he  felt  in  the  '^  sweet  child," 
fliwiild  fiooe  him  to  disturb  the  '^  angelic  repose  which 
diffiifled  itKlf  over  the  mind  of  such  a  suflfering  saint  as 
Uts.  Spenoer,  but  that  he  feared  she  (the  child)  was 
tibniy  contaminated  by  the  scarlet  pestilence  of  the 
Bonmh  Ghurch,  and  the  sooner  she  was  secured  within 
tbe  ibid  Ihe  better.'' 

TUb  ^'  seeming  within  the  fold'*  was  accomplished  by 
EDoi's  pony  having  his  shoes  taken  off  and  being  sent  to 
gittB,  by herbeingforbiddento  pass  the  avenue  gatennac- 
conqMuiiedby  Mistress  Myler,by  her  reading  alone  every 
day  a  portion  of  **  The  Book  of  Martyrs/'  and  beingques- 
tioDed  as  to  the  heresies  of  the  church  of  Rome  every 
momiDg  after  breakfast  But  this,  bitter  as  it  was,  was 
not  all;  Ellen  Macdonnel  had  learned  that  she  was  not 
a  stranger,  with  no  tie  but  that  of  charity  to  bind  her 
to  the  master  and  mistress  of  Spencer  Court  She  had 
kaiBed  that  she  was  really  the  daughter  of  that  Annie 
Ciunming,  who  was  also  the  mother  of  a  lad,  older  than 
keredf, — a  young,  brave  mountaineer,  a  Macarthy,  with 
a  proud  eye,  and  aproud  step,  far  prouder  than  her  own ; 
&be  believed  her  parents  to  be  both  dead;  at  times  she 
imthed  under  the  feeling  that  she  was  insulted,  by  not 
I^eiog  acknowledged;  she  began  to  feel  that  she  at  least 
"^^  honestly  bom,  yet  she  had  never  called  her  mother's 

• 

fister "  aunt ;"  though  treated  as  a  relative,  she  had  never 
i>een  acknowledged  as  such ;  when  in  her  mountain  rides 
she  made  the  acquaintance  of  yoimg  Macarthy,  and 
^wn  towards  him  at  first  by  the  mysterious  bond  of 
i^&tuialafl^Uon,  which  in  youth  is  far  more  potent  than 

• 

Rafter  years,  she  had  once  mentioned  his  zeal  and  acti- 


-  ■» 
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vitj  in  procuring  her  a  young  eagle— -the  poor  bird's 
Beck  was  cruell j  wrung — and  she  was  told  that  a  wozd 
spoken  of  him  or  to  him,  would  send  her  a  homeless 
wanderer  upon  the  world;  forthe  first  time,  then,  he  was 
called  her  brother,  coupled  with  so  gross  a  distinction, 
that  though  Ellen  hardly  imderstood  it,  she  thought, 
and  inquired,  till  the  whole  truth  was  forced  upon  her 
mind.  Though  compelled  to  submit  to  the  mandate 
of  Mrs.  Spencer,  the  opprobrium  heaped  upcm  an 
imofiending  boy,  and  that  boy  HEB  BBOTHEB,  her 
mother^s  san^  however  different  his  fidth  and  training, 
seemed  to  her  such  hard  injustice,  that  though  she 
obeyed,  she  found  many  subtle  ways  of  evading  the 
command.  She  certainly  did  not  speak  of  Lawrence 
Macarthy,  but  they  sometimes  met,  both  under  a  degree 
of  fear  and  restraint,  which  only  cemented  their  affection; 
for  old  Mrs.  Macarthy,  the  boy's  grandmother,  was  no 
churl  of  deep  and  bitter  curses,  against  ''the  woman 
Spencer  of  Spencer  Court,"  the  "Presbyterian  heretic," 
the  ''trading  Saxon  who  dared  to  insult  the  blood  and 
name  of  a  Macarthy." 

As  the  children  advanced  in  years,  their  "  bringing 
up"  produced  difierent  results.  Ellen  became  more 
thoughtful  and  refined;  her  feelings  deepened;  Lawrence 
grew  more  coarse;  more  daring;  this  change,  from  their 
meeting  so  seldom,  was  hardly  known  to  themselves; 
and  thus  their  affection  remained  undiminished. 

At  this  period,  Ellen's  friend,  the  schoolmaster,  was 
seized  with  a  violent  fever,  and  when  he  recovered,  his 
mind  was  even  more  shattered  than  his  body;  it  was 
the  first  winter  that  Ellen  had  been  confined  to  the  im- 
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mediate  donttin  of  Spencer  Court;  the  little  cabin  chil- 
dienaiidllidrniothen  wereoontinualljconiing  upfirom 
Ae  j^ens  and  down  firom  the  mountains  to  know  what 
aikdMiflBEllen,  that  they  never  saw  her;and  Richards, 
vhooould  not  endure  the  idea  of  any  one  enjoying  what 
he  had  coveted,  but  never  tasted ,  tortured  their  inquiries 
of  genuine  Irish  good  nature  into  evil  spiritings— work- 
ing through  the  *^  benighted  cottagers.*' 

It  must  be  ccmfessed  that  Ellen  submitted  to  this  re- 
ebunt  with  a  very  bad  grace;  it  was  quite  true  she 
ought  not  to  have  been  suiBfered  to  rove  at  will  as  she 
hid  done;  but  every  thing  at  Spencer  Court  was  either 
neglected  or  over  done ;  at  last  confinement  and  vexation, 
and  the  working  of  an  '^  I  will  and  I  wonV  sort  of  nature 
paled  poor  Ellen's  cheek,  and  made  Mr.  Spencer  uneasy 
when  he  looked  at  her;  he  flew  into  one  or  two  passions 
concerning  want  of  exercise  and  sectarian  bigotry,  went 
out  duck-shooting  or  hunting,  and  forgot  the  matter. 
But  this  system  did  not  last  for  ever.  One  evening,  when, 
with  his  legs  stretched  out  before  a  blazing  fire,  the  master 
of  Spencer  Court  was  thinking  how  like  the  plan  of  his 
estate  in  Donegall  were  the  hills  and  hollows  in  the  grate, 
8ad  how  much  better  whiskey  punch  was  than  punch  of 
bnmdy,  and  deliberating  whether  he  should  stop  at  the 
*Wrd  tumbler,  or  * '  mix"  a  fourth.  Mistress  Myler  entered, 
cwtesleddown  to  the  ground,  advanced  opposite  to  where 
^  sat,  and  placing  the  tops  of  three  fingers  of  the  right 
hand  upon  the  table,  curtesied  again — 

"The  madam.  Sir,'*  she  said,  and  from  the  pleat  of 
ner  snowy  cap  down  to  the  tongue  of  her  shoe  buckle, 
llGstress  Myler  was  precision  itself — the  most  unpo- 
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pular  of  all  qualities  in  the  south ;  *^  the  macliin,  Sir,  if 
in  a  weak  and  wavenng  state  this  evening,  and  if  isfs 
your  pleasure,  Sir,  she'd  be  happy  to  have  a  fisw 
minutes'  interchange  of  sendments  withyoo." 

"  Very  well,  Peggy,"  replied  her  master,  "  IH  just 
mix  half  a  tumbler,  and  go." 

Mistress  Myler  looked  at  her  master,  and,  advancing 
stall  nearer,  urged  him  against  delay,  as  '^  the  madam 
was  really  ilL" 

^'  So  she  has  been  these  three  years,"  he  replied. 

*^  The  master,"  she  answered,  ^*  would  do  what  he 
pleased;  but  the  madam  was  all  but  speechless."  Upon 
this,  Mr.  Spencer  sprang  up,  to  the  great  inoonvenienoe 
of  a  cross  Scotch  terrier,  who  had  been  sleeping  on 
the  hearth,  and  who  snapped  so  heartily  at  his  1^,  that 
he  returned  the  compliment  by  as  hearty  a  kick,  and 
cursing  it,  in  no  gentle  terms,  for  a  '^  Scotch  Presby- 
terian brute,"  hurried  up-stairs.  He  looked  for  a  mo> 
ment  on  the  convulsed  features  of  one  he  had  deady 
loved,  and,  thoroughly  roused  to  a  sense  of  her  danger, 
rushed  dovm,  directing  an  express  to  be  sent  off  imme* 
diately  for  a  physician,  and  another  for  Dean  Grraves  ; 
careless  as  he  was  of  religious  observances,  when  he 
feared  the  end  was  at  hand  he  turned  at  once  for  aid  to 
a  minister  of  the  gospeL  Having  given  these  brief 
directions,  he  returned  to  his  wife's  bedside.  Ellen  was 
kneeling  there,  weeping  over  a  hand  whose  proteGti<»i 
had  at  times  pressed  upon  her  with  iron  grasp ;  but  she 
loved  it  at  that  moment  more  than  she  had  ever  done 
before;  all  her  own  petulance  and  wilfulness — her  op- 
position and  stubbornness -»- rose  in  judgment  ftgMim^ 
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ha;  while  all  Mn.  Spencer's  neglect  and  hardness  was 
ftigoUen;  tlie  poor  lady  seemed  unconscious  of  what  was 
pifling ;  once  only,  mingled  with  some  half  uttered 
texts  of  Scriptiire  and  snatches  of  hymns^  she  said, 
"Ellpn  pooar  child! — no  friend — no  mother!"  Mr. 
Spencer  poured  forth  his  assurances  tliat  EUen  should 
never  want  either — that  he  would  provide  for  her. 
'^Then  do  it,"  answered  the  dying  woman,  ^^do  it^ 
nd  don't  talk — ^but  do  it — and  at  once."  As  she  said 
tHese  words,  an  old  female  servant  entered,  and  whi&> 
pered  Mr.  Spencer  that  the  butler  had  gone  off  express 
fethe  doct<»,  but  that  the  coachman  and  all  the  other 
^  boja"  having  gone  to  a  wedding  hard  by  Glen  Flesk, 
tliere  was  no  ^^  mankind"  of  any  sort  to  go  for  Dean 
Gaves.  Mistress  Myler  suggested  that  Mr.  Richards 
could  pray;  but  Mr.  Spencer  roughly  replied  that, 
sooner  than  iJuit  should  be  done,  he  would  pray  himself. 

"I  will  go,"  said  Ellen;  **  I  fear  nothing,  and 
there  is  nothing  to  fear." 

hi  a   few  moments  she  had  saddled  one  of  the 

hunters,  and  was  fl}ring  across  the  country,  followed 

by  her  fidthful  dog,  who  whirled  and  sprang   about 

m   the    moonlight,    and    could  hardly    keep     pace 

^th  the  speed  of  the  gallant  and  docile  horse,  who 

heeded  the  young  girl's  weight  no  more    than  if  a 

wild  bird  had  rested  on  his  shoulder.     She  was  quickly 

on  hor  homeward  road,  accompanied  by  the  clergymaUi 

vlK»n  she  urged  repeatedly  to  a  more  rapid  pace  than 

even  his  well-trained  horse  desired.    They  were  now 

within  sight   of  Spencer  Court;   several  lights  were 

gleaming  like  stars  in  the  heavy  pile  of  building  which 
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loomed  upon  the  landscape,  its  chimneys  and  gables 
standing  out  against  the  sky.  Rapidly  they  deaoended 
into  the  valley;  and  the  rush  of  the  mountain  stieam 
they  had  to  cross  before  they  ascended  the  rising  groimd 
upon  which  Spencer  Court  stood,  sounded  like  the 
murmurs  of  distant  thunder;  they  could  see  the  splash 
and  foam  of  the  water  as  it  dashed — the  unsleeping 
thing ! — over  its  rocky  bed. 

"  Do  you  know  exactly  where  the  ford  is,  Ellen  ?* 
inquired  the  dean,  as  he  reined  up  his  horse. 

*^  Anyhow,  Sir ;  follow  Bran,"  she  replied.  Bran 
had  taken  the  stream  a  little  below  where  the  deigy* 
man  paused;  they  could  see  this  distinctly,  for  they  were 
so  close  to  the  water,  that  the  heated  animal  wanted  to 
drink.  Suddenly,  however,  the  dog  wheeled  round 
and  returned,  and  as  suddenly  sprang,  all  dripping  as 
he  was,  upon  the  neck  of  Ellen's  horse.  The  horse 
reared  and  plunged  ;  the  girl  threw  the  dog  off,  and 
kept  her  seat. 

Both  the  dean  and  Ellen  urged  their  horses  forward; 
but  the  animals  would  not  stir  a  step;  the  light  clouds 
that  had  been  floating  through  the  sky  were  so  fleecy 
and  transparent,  that  the  stars  sparkled  amid  their  folds; 
one  or  two  of  a  more  sombre  character  occasionally  passed 
across  the  moon ;  but  the  night  was,  on  the  whole,  re- 
markably clear  and  calm;  there  were  no  large,  heavy, 
drifting  clouds  to  produce  the  shadows  which  so  bewilder 
the  eyes  at  night;  and  both  the  dean  and  Ellen  could 
see  the  sheep  grazing  on  the  hill-side  opposite.  Still 
the  horses,  though  evidently  most  willing  to  retrace  the 
path  they  had  descended,  would  not  cross  the  ford,  and 
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Bnn  Aook  and  Izembled  by  the  aide  of  his  young 
mistieflB,  who  vainly  endeavouied  to  ronse  him,  by  ex* 
daiming,  **  In,  good  dog,  in ! — ^forward,  Brano !"  It 
WIS  of  no  nae;  neither  hones  nor  dog  would  cross  the 
find.  Suddenly  their  attention  was  called  away  from 
the  ammalB,  whose  obstinacy  at  such  a  time  was  so  di^ 
traing,  by  a  clapping,  as  if  of  hands,  on  the  opposite 
side.  EUen  fixed  herself  more  finnly  in  the  saddle,  and 
tnnied  her  face  towards  the  dean,  who  sent  a  loud 
"baDooP  across  the  brawling  stream;  this  was  an- 
swered by  a  scream — ^loud  and  long — as  of  a  woman  in 
Utter  trouble;  it  was,  in  fiu^,  a  '^  keen,"  a  r^ular 
"Qlkgawn'* — long  and  protracted — first  loud,  then 
dying  away — ^then  swelling  loud  again;  and  while  they 
lK)th  gazed  stead&stly  towards  the  other  side,  they  dis- 
tinctly saw  a  woman,  whose  cloak  floated  behind  her— 
iK)t  with  the  heaviness  of  cloth  drapery,  but  light  as  a 
silken  web— glide  along  the  bank,  to  the  spot  where 
there  was  a  natural  fall  of  some  depth;  the  fall  was 
clearly  visible  from  the  mass  of  white  foam  that  frothed 
^d  spun  about  in  the  moonlight,  as  the  water  went 
tosang  in  mad  sport  over  the  rocks.  The  figure  paused, 
and  again  they  heard  the  clapping  of  hands,  although 
^  it  was  more  distant,  and  so  faint,  that  instead  of 
striking  the  ear,  as  it  at  first  had  done,  they  were  obliged 
tolifitenfor  it. 

Neither  the  dean  nor  Ellen  spoke;  but  they  felt 
their  horses  tremble  beneath  them;  the  sound  ceased, 
or  at  least  they  heard  it  no  longer;  but  the  figure, 
^^wtead  of  continuing  its  course  along  the  bank  of  the 
rf^er,  stept,    as  it  were,   on  the  ledge   of  the  fall, 
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and  80  glided— on — on— on — towards  their  side  of  the 
stream,  amid  the  dashing  of  the  spiaj,  and  the  rolling 
and  foaming  of  the  fall — erect — ^finn — treading  idiere 
no  mortal  foot  could  tread.  As  it  thus  passed,  it  be- 
came almost  transparent — a  mere  shadow — tossing  ite 
spectral  arms  above  its  kerchiefed  head;  while  ever  and 
anon  the  wail  and  the  shriek,  fainter  and  still  moie 
fidnt,  seemed  fading  upon  the  ear,  as  the  mysterious 
form  faded  altogether  from  the  eye. 

The  horses  now  dashed  through  the  ford  of  their 
own  will;  but  Ellen's  momentary  terror  did  not  prevent 
her  looking  back.  ^*  Turn,  Sir,  turn !"  she  exclaimed, 
riding  close  up  to  Dean  Graves — **  turn !  She  is  on 
the  hill  now,  in  the  Macarthy  pass,  as  they  call  it;  and 
now — she  is  gone — hark !  you  can  still  hear  the  cry.'* 

'*  An  optical  deception,  Ellen,"  said  Ae  dean,  draw- 
ing his  breath  heavily,  as  if  a  great  weight  was  removed 
from  off  his  bosom. 

"  No,  no,"  answered  the  girl;  "  you  know  it  was  not 
Aaty  Sir;  you  say  that  to  prevent  my  being  frightened; 
but  we  heard,  as  well  as  saw.    I  know  what  it  is." 

"  You  have  imbibed  wild  notions,  Ellen,  among 
these  moimtains.  You  would  persuade  yourself  it  was 
a  Banshee,  wailing  for  poor  Mrs.  Spencer." 

"  I  would  not,  Sir — ^I  would  not.  None  of  them  will 
wail  for  such  new  families  ;  they  know  better  than 
that;  they  will  cry  for  the  head  of  an  ancient  house, 
though  he  die  beneath  a  roof  of  straw ;  but  they  oflfer 
no  homage  to  the  alien." 

At  any  other  time  the  dean  would  have  asked  her 
what  she  meant  by  **  alien;"  but,  strange  as  it  was,  the 
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BUB  Hit  hm  compoeed  than   tiie  girL    When  they 
tamed  into  the  rottd  leading  more  diiectlj  to  Spencer 
Court,  they  niet  a  tEavdler,  buttoned  up  to  the  throat 
IB  a  dosa  nding-coat,  plying  a  heavy  whip  on  a  Uzy 
hone, too  £u  eitherto  gallop,  canter,  or  even  trot.     A 
ymth,  abo  mounted,  but  on  a  rough  pony,  rode  by  his 
Bda 
<<M]flB  EDmr  ezdaimed  the  boy. 
^  What,  Lawrence  I"  she  answered. 
^  Mr.  Dnfi^,  I  beUeve,''  said  the  dean,  drawing  up 
In  hone. 

^'  Ay,  Sir  T  was  the  reply.  *^  I  fear  we  are  on  the 
fluse  Biission  to  diflferent  houses.  Poor  Mrs.  Macarthy , 
cf  tlie  Inch,  tmV  expected — ^Indeed  I  must  ride  hard  to 
overtake  her — so  Grod  speed  you,  Sir !" 

"Good   night!"    answered    the    dean — "but,"  he 
added,  "  mind  how  you  pass  the  ford." 
"  What  ails  it?'  inquired  the  priest. 
"  Oh,  nothing,"  said  the  dean,   "  but  we  found  it 
difficult  to  get  the  horses  over." 

"  An  Ullagawn  is  gone  up  the  hill,"  said  Ellen,  in  a 
depressed  tone,  "  which  you  will  find  it  hard  to  over- 
Uke." 

"  Grod  be  between  us  and  harm,"  muttered  Father 
^0%,  crossing  himself  The  youth  also  miumured 
*»ne  words  of  the  same  kind,  and  performed  the  same 
ceremony.  Then  again  they  exchanged  greetings,  and 
^0]g^  their  horses  on  in  opposite  directions. 

Without  further  interruption  the  dean  and  Ellen 
ttrived  at  Spencer  Court. 
"The  misthress  has  made  no  fight  at   all  against 
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death,"  said  the  woman,  who,  ahading  the  candle  with 
her  hand,  from  "  the  blast  of  the  door,"  attended  to 
light  them  up-stairs.  '^  She*8  been  asking  afiher  you. 
Miss,  and  I  am  sure  the  breath  will  not  lave  her  till 
you're  by  her  side.  Oh  T*  continued  the  old  creature, 
talking  in  a  muttering  tone  to  herself,  as  she  sat  down 
on  ''  the  head  of  the  stairs'* — after  they  had  passed  into 
the  chamber  of  death — "  Oh  dear,  sure  it's  wondeifiil 
how  the  rich,  like  her,  lets  their  heart  go  waste,  day 
afUier  day,  day  afther  day,  without  loving  any  thing-* 
at  least  without  letting  on  they  do ;  and  then  they're 
troubled  at  ^e  latther  end,  and  want  to  make  up  for 
it — ^but  they  don't  get  the  time — and  why  would  they,  • 
more  than  any  body  else  ?  Wouldn't  the  prayers  of  the 
poor  go  before  her — if  she  had  'em — and  clear  her  path 
to  Heaven?  She'll  have  a  grand  funeral.  III  go  bail-* 
there'll  be  more  people  than  prayers,  and  sorra  a  one 
will  ever  trouble  her  grave  for  the  sake  of  the  ashech^ 
that's  a  sure  thing.  Whisht!  I  wouldn't  say  that's 
not  Dinneen  and  the  doctor.  Och,  hone  I  How  many 
have  died  of  the  faver  since  harvest,  without  any  doc- 
toring but  death ;  and  the  croak  of  the  raven,  or  the 
wild  crow,  the  only  cry  at  their  herring  I  Oh,  wisha  I 
but  it's  cowld  comfort  here — and  cowld  everywhere; 
death  sends  a  shiver  through  the  house;  and  though 
it's  little  good  she  did  for  any  one  lately — ^they  say  she 
wasn't  always  so.  Sure  myself  hardly  knows,  and  I 
from  another  part — ^the  Lord  have  mercy  on  her !  and 
God  forgive  me  for  the  prayer.  They'll  be  all  Mind 
by  the  time  they  get  home  from  Gracey  Flyn's  wedding 
— ^grate  luck  they  have — a   wedding  and  a  herring  in 
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one  week."  She  then  took  a  pin  out  of  her  *'  bed- 
gown," and  poked  the  candle-wick  straight,  saying, 
that  if  MisthresB  Myler  came  out,  she'd  fly  at  her  like  a 
tiger,  for  not  sitting  in  the  dark,  as  she  herself  would 
ahr-betwixt  death  and  the  devil — ^to  save  an  inch  of 
light 

The  Clone— who  was  one  of  those  innumerable 
haogetBHin,  to  the  destruction  of  thrift  and  good  order, 
whom  it  would  be  much  cheaper  and  happier  for 
nuttter  and  servants  to  penmon  than  to  keep— having 
*"  settfed"  the  candle,  pulled  out  her  ''  docket  of 
heads;"  intermingling  her  appointed  prayers  with  sundry 
ohsenitioiifl  as  to  the  length  of  time  *^  the  misthress" 
was  djing,  and  exclamations  of  astonishment  as  to  the 
tttdineaB  of  Dinneen,  the  doctor,  and  those  who  had  gone 
tothe  wedding.  At  last,  Dean  Graves  almost  forced  Mr. 
Spencer  &om  the  room;  and,  through  the  half-opened 
door,  came  the  sobs  of  Ellen  Macdonnel,  and  the 
hjBteric  cries  of  Margaret  Myler. 

Ihe  crone  crept  into  the  chamber  of  death.  Both 
Ellen  and  the  housekeeper  were  kneeling  by  the  bed-side. 

"  Fve  seen  a  poorer  woman  make  a  purtier  corpse," 
iQitttcied  Katty;  and  then  she  cast  a  keen,  quick 
ghooe  round  the  room,  and  fixed  her  eyes  on  some 
bindy  and  water  which  had  moistened  lips  that  would 
*Hm  be  kissed  by  the  red  earth-worm.  She  crept  like 
«cat  to  the  table,  and  drank  it  off.  "  IS  that's  quality 
*nie,  it's  cowld — there's  no  spirit  of  tlie  mountain  in 
^C  she  thought;  and  then  looked  with  more  curiosity 
'oond  the  apartment.  Mr.  Spencer's  purse  lay  on  the 
taUe,  and  silver  was  scattered  about  where  it  had 

VOL.  !•  H 
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been  hastily  and  heedlesslj  thrown.  Yet,  thoogh  Ej 
could  not  withstand  the  temptation  of  the  **  drink," 
felt  no  desire  to  touch  the  money,  but  laid  her  hi 
kindly  and  gently  on  EUlen'e  shoulder.  *^  Rise 
Miss  agraT  she  said,  *^rise  up,  and  the  Lord  i 
strengthen  ye.  Don't  take  on  that-a-way,  dear — 
don't  mume;  sure  it's  a  blessin'  to  be  taken  before  ^ 
made  to  feel  yc've  lived  too  long,  which  £ut  some  oi 
might  do  when  we  are  bom — ^with  poor  Ireland  fc 
country.  Oh !  she'll  have  a  grand  wake,  and  a  w 
derful  funeral;  so  take  up  yer  heart,  dear,  and  di 
let  the  sorrow  tramp  it." 

But  still  Ellen  and  Mistress  Myler  wept  on,  and 
crone  crept  out  as  she  had  crept  in,  stealthily;  look 
back,  she  muttered,  "  To  think  of  P^  Myler — '. 
sure  it's  vinegar  she's  crying;  but  my  heart  aches 
the  poor  young  lady.  Augh  I  she  has  a  throubled  k 
on  her.  God  help  us,  and  I've  seen  many  a  pun 
corpse,  with  nothin'  but  God's  curtain  above  it;  1 
she'll  bo  worth  seeing  when  she's  laid  out/  Augh  1 1 
the  poor  masther — ^he'Il  be  twice  as  good  now  si 
gone;  and  that's  a  hard  saying  of  a  woman  I" 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

THE   OLD   PEOPLE. 

Ih  aU  sitiiationB,  and  under  all  circumstances,  there  is 
nnething  terribly  appalling  in  the  aspect  of  death: — 
to  look  upon  the  fair  young  face  robbed  of  the  last  tint 
of  life— the  rigid  brow— the  stiff  unyielding  fingers— 
tlie  tlirilling,  ^^  icy  cold*'  of  the  beloved  lips,  so  lately 
doquent  of  music — of  love— -of  life;  and  yet,  blessed 
uethey  who  die  young;  whom  evil  passions  have  not 
couopted,  nor  evil  thoughts  defiled  I  Ah  I  there  is  much 
ibr  wUch  to  be  thankfiil,  when  we  kneel  by  the  young 
^fiath-bed.    Still,  its  silent,  stem,  rigid  power  is  terrible ; 
terrible  even  when  we  look  beyond  the  grave — the  one 
great  certainty  of  existence !    Death  is  fearful  wher- 
ever met.     However  high  they  heap  the  pyre,  however 
^ud  the  cries,  the  dark  vanquisher  is  there;  though 
^^^bled  to  the  moiddering  ashes  which  the  lightest 
l^reeze  may  mingle  with  the  air;  scattering  instantly 
^d  for  ever,  every  vestige  of  humanity.    The  aban- 
^iied  corpse  left  alone  on  the  wild  heath,  or  in  the 
^led  and  howling  wood,  if  not  devoured,  perishing 

£[2 
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by  loathsome  degrees;  the  rouged,  and  omamented,  and 
perfumed  remains  dressed  for  the  funeral  as  if  it  were  a 
feast !  death — death — is  the  same  with  them  all ! 

Though  in  modem  times,  all  classes  of  mankind 
*'  bury  their  dead,"  in  no  coimtry  arc  the  customs  at- 
tendant upon  the  solemn  rite  so  difi^rent,  or  so  opposite 
as  they  are  in  Ireland;  the  Celt  retaining  much  of  the 
ancient  formalities,  mingling  the  old  superstitions  with 
the  elaborate  ceremonies  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Churchy 
while  the  Saxon  retains  the  simple  dignity  which  best 
accords  with  the  reformed  faith. 

At  the  moment  when  Mrs.  Spencer  closed  her  eyes 
on  this  world,  many  of  the  adherents  of  the  Macarthy 
were  anxiously  watching  the  arrival  of  Father  Du£^, 
praying  he  might  come  in  time  to  administer  *'the 
rites  of  the  Church"  to  the  dying  mistress  of  the  an- 
cient walls,  within  whose  enclosures  the  harp,  the  pipe, 
and  the  wild  revelry  of  Irish  hospitality  had  once  held 
imdisputed  sway. 

All  that  remained  of  the  building,  which  had  been 
very  extensive,  was  a  tall,  narrow  tower,  and  the  lower 
portion  of  one  side  of  what  originally  formed  the 
square  of  the  court-yard,  the  rude,  but  stately  entrance 
to  which  had  gone  to  decay;  the  arch  had  fallen,  the 
marks  of  hinges  and  bolts  alone  telling  where  the  gate 
had  hung;  the  lower  story  of  the  remaining  side  was 
roofed  in,  and  formed  the  kitchen  and  "  servants'  offices;" 
but  the  '^  Ould  Madam,"  as  she  was  called,  could  afiR>rd 
little  money  for  service ;  yet  she  never  wanted  such  rude 
assistance  as  the  surrounding  poor  could  render.  There 
were  always  plenty  of  "  neighbours,"  and  **  neighbours* 
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chfldren,"  who  held  it "  a  labour  of  love"  to  runup  to  "  the 
cttde"  to  help  the  **  Ould  Madam"  a  bit,  or  rather  to  help 
Esther,  the  rheumatic  and  ague-stricken  creature  who 
Lad  "followed"  the  fiunily  for  more  than  forty  years; 
the  pec^le,  too,  **  cut  her  turf,"  planted  and  dug  her 
potitoeB,  and  performed  the  various  acts  of  husbandry 
neoeflBaiy  to  the  cultivation  of  the  few  mountain  acres 
kft  hj  confiscation  and  extravagance  of  the  vast  pos- 
senums  which  the  solitary  castle  overlooked.  Elathe- 
nne  Macarthy  had  never  affected  state;  yet  there  was 
a  formal  bearing  about  her  in  the  simple  garb  of  widow- 
hwd,  an  instinctive  stateliness,  a  halo  of  old  memories 
uoand  her  gray  head,  and  a  native  command  in  her 
ixep  blue,  determined  eyes,  which  bespoke  a  natural 
and  conscious  dignity  that  poverty  had  failed  to 
subdue. 

The  ill-lighted,  and  inconvenient  rooms  of  the 
tower,  were  considered  as  state  chambers ;  the  lower 
being  her  sitting-room.  The  rude,  geometrical  stone 
ttairs  led  to  the  bedroom  in  which  she  awaited  her 
final  sommons.  The  small  apartments  above  were  oc- 
cupied by  her  grandson;  one,  as  a  sleeping-chamber, 
another,  as  a  sort  of  oratory,  inasmuch  as  it  con- 
tained a  crucifix,  an  altar-table,  and  some  devotional 
Wb,  to  which  a  comer  was  given,  where  they 
^f^  preserved  in  neatness  and  good  order ;  but  the 
^^  were  hung  with  old-&shioned  implements  of  the 
^W;  among  which  a  long  rifle,  moimted  and  studded 
with  silver,  two  curiously  wrought  pistols,  a  pair  of 
^tiful  spurs,  and  a  couteau-de^hassey  were  the  most 
'cioarkable.     A  few  books  were  carelessly  piled  on  the 


102  THE  WHITEBOT; 

shelves  of  a  carved,  worm-eaten  cabinet,  sannoimted  by 
a  flag  stafi*,  round  which  hung,  or  rather  mouldered,  the 
remains  of  what  had  been  a  richly-embroidered  standard; 
the  silk  seemingly  held  together  by  the  golden  thread  in 
which  the  harp-strings  were  worked,  its  less  perishing 
nature  preserving  the  form  so  dear  to  every  Irish  heart. 
The  rough  oak  beams  which  composed  the  floor  were 
furrowed  by  time.  A  chest  of  the  same  age  and  manu- 
facture as  the  cabinet,  and  two  equally  venerable  chairs, 
composed  the  furniture  of  the  antique  chamber,  into 
which,  through  a  long  narrow  window,  the  moonlight 
streamed. 

The  room  was  calculated  to  excite  much  sympathy 
with  the  past ;  and  there  woiddhave  been  no  evidence  that 
gentle  or  juvenile  feeling  foimd  a  home  therein,  but 
that  a  cage,  containing  a  little  bird,  himg  within  a  deep 
embrasure  of  the  wall.  Even  in  that  room,  overlooking 
the  valleys  and  passes  of  the  district,  once  the  territory 
of  the  Macarthy,  the  murmurs  of  those  who  waited 
and  watched  beneath  might  be  heard,  mingled  with  many 
a  deep  exclamation  of  sorrow  and  a  half-stifled  *'  UUa- 
gawn,"  echoing  the  wild  cry  of  the  Banshee,  which  had 
terrified  the  dean  and  Ellen  while  on  the  road  to  Spencer 
Court.  The  chamber  of  the  dying  lady  was  like  the 
apartment  of  her  grandson,  dedicated  to  gone-by  and 
faded  things ;  the  lofly  bed,  from  which  depended  the  cur- 
tains, or  rather  the  remains  of  tapestry,  converted  to  that 
use;  the  coverlet,  thin  and  modem,  heavy  enough  for  the 
sufierer  who  could  hardly  endure  its  pressure,  yet  flimsy 
and  cold  for  winter ;  tattered  carpets  and  broken  chairs ; — 
such  were  the  chief  **  gamishings;"  although  a  couple  of 
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benttifiil  china  bowls,  and  an  engraved  glass  mounted  in 
alYor,  stood  on  the  dressing-table.  The  still  living  wreck 
of  tlus  ancisit  house,  lay  silent — ^gasping,  not  struggling ; 
and  yet,  with  a  rigid  defiance,  refusing  to  yield  to  death 
the  trembling  homage,  which  Mrs.  Spencer — ^the  woman 
whom  Eatfaerine  Macarthy  most  hated  in  the  world — 
bad  abeady  paid. 

When  the  priest  was  annoimced,  the  dying  woman 
leriyed.     Her  head  and  heart  bent  before  the  only 
earthly  power  she  acknowledged  ;    and   though  her 
epntosl  director  remained  much  longer  than  was  ex- 
pected— so  long  that  the  watchers  without  whispered  to 
eadi  other,  that  *'  The  Madam  must  have  felt  it  sore  to 
make  a  dean  breast,  to  say  nothing  of  humbling  the 
heait** — still,  when  her  grandson   was    permitted  to 
enter,  she  was  sufficiently  strong  to  speak,  and  to  bless 
liiai  with  unusual  earnestness  and  fondness;  eidiibiting 
towards  the  weeping  youth,  who  knelt  by  the  bedside  of 
Us  only  relative,  greater  tenderness  during  the  last  few 
minutes  of  her  existence  than  she  had  shown  since  the 
time  his  insulted  and  impetuous  father  resigned  him  to 
ht  care ;  for  much  trouble  had  iced  her  nature,  and 
her  ordinary  manner  was  not  like  the  manners  of  her 
eoontry.    At  first,  she  spoke  coherently,  but  after  a 
flhort  time,  her  sentences  came  broken  and  wild,  mingling 
die  past  and  present.     She  spoke  to  Lawrence  of  his 
fiuher — her  own,  only,  brave,  handsome  boy,  with  sun- 
shine in  his  eyes,  and  the  spring  of  a  moimtain  deer  in 
Us  feet ;  of  his  high,  pure  blood,  glowing  through  his 
fiur  skin,  ''like  the  red  wine  on  snow;"  HER  son,  the 
representative  of  a  thousand  princes — and  then  the  tone 
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of  exaltation  sunk,  and  her  face  darkened  with  the 
darkneffl  of  a  curse,  and  the  words  hissed  forth  from  her 
lips;  few,  but  bitter: — ^forgetting  himself,  she  said,  ^he 
loved"  the  heretic  and  the  stranger ;  he  loyed  but 
he  did  not  deceive  her — he  married  her;  remember 
that;  yet,  he  was  cast  forth  by  the  upstart;  blown 
on  by  the  north  blast  that  withered  our  green  fields-— bat 
your  mother  was  Ids  wife.  He  did  great  folly,  but  mo 
sin;  folly,  to  mix  name  and  blood  with  those  who  had 
neither — ^but  no  sin.  Stand  before  me,  boy,  that  I  may 
look  upon  the  last — ^last — of  our  long  race  I"  Her  grand* 
son  stood  as  she  desired;  but  she  saw  him  not;  the  film 
of  death  was  over  her  eyes,  and  she  groped  with  her 
spectral  hands  imtil  her  fingers  twisted  in  the  long  cuds 
of  his  silken  hair;  then,  disengaging  them,  she  fdghed 
bitterly,  and  said: 

"I  leave  you  nothing  but  ourmisery;  purse,  andhouse, 
and  all,  are  empty.  There  is  neither  silver,  nor  gold,  nor 
houses,  nor  land ; — ^nothing  remains  to  the  Macarthy  but 
the  wide,  cold,  stranger  world,  and  the  blessings  of  a 
crushed  and  broken-hearted  people.  Kings  and  princes 
once— outlawed  and  insulted  now."  She  raised  her- 
self suddenly,  and  extended  her  arm. 

**  Why  was  it,  madam  ? — ^not  good  enough  for  your 
aster — ah !  ah !  ah !  Your  charities  cover  sins? — ^no-~ 
no — ^they  are  steeped  in  blood — ^mildewed  with  curses  I 
I  never  said  I'd  forgive  you !  trample  on  us !  because 
we  are  true  to  our  faith,  and  dispute  with  you  strangers, 
the  sod  of  which  we  are  made.  Go,  Lawrence,  fill  your 
purse  elsewhere!  Look,  some  become  brawlers,  who 
might  be  patriots — I  thought  to  see  your  father    a 
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pgtriat^— but  go,  take  your  fiither's  rifle,  my  grand- 
fithor's  sword,  the  old  flag  too,  wrap  that  round  your 
bodj,  with  the  harp  next  your  heart;  so  that,  if  the  time 
eomes,  you  are  ready — ! 

"You  all  see  how  I  die  —  a  Macarthy! — all  but 
namelesB — here  I  at — a  poor,  old,  blind,  dying  woman; 
—bat  still,"  and  her  voice  raised  to  the  highest  pitch  of 
weakness,  screamed  forth  again  and  again,  ^^  still — ^a 
Mscarthy.  Never  forget  your  name— or  your  coun- 
tiy,  Lawrence — never !" 

Those  who  listened  without  the  half-open  door — and 
die  excited  youth,  whose  tears  dried  as  quickly  as  they 
were  shed  on  his  hot  cheek — agreed  that  as  she  pro- 
nounoed  the  last  word  ''  Never,"  the  wild  wail  and  clap- 
ping of  hands — ^the  cry  of  the  Banshee,  that  weird  and 
laithfid  follower  who  honours  antiquity,  the  voice  of 
hoAj  sympathy,  filled  the  castle,  and  frightened  the 
owls  from  their  nestings  in  the  ivy.  The  birds  hooted 
uid  flapped  against  the  window,  and  Lawrence  rushed 
to  look  out  into  the  court-yard,  fancying  at  the  mo- 
inent,  so  loud  and  distinct  was  the  '*  Ullagawn,"  that  he 
Bright  see  the  being  who  at  the  moment  raised  "the 
ay"  Those  who  were  without  came  in;  old  women — 
pJfi  and  trembling — while  young  girls  fell  on  their 
bees  and  crossed  themselves.  The  dying  woman  sunk 
wck  upon  her  pillow;  the  excitement,  which  had 
given  to  her  countenance  a  terrible  expression,  faded 
from  it;  and  though  there  was  no  resignation,  a  silent 
calm  changed  the  expression,  as  by  magic. 

"  I  come !"  she  said,  and  the  broken,  but  unsubdued 
^irit  of  the  old  chieftainess  was  gone !    Then,  indeed. 


106  THE  WHITEBOT; 

the  wailing  commenced  within  the  tower— deep  and 
bitter — ^the  women  ghiieking  and  teanng  their  hair; 
but  no  shriek  uttered  b j  mortal  lips,  was  fike  unto 
"the  crjr" — the  agonised  cry  of  the  great  mystery — be- 
lieved in  as  faithfully  as  the  records  of  Holy  Writ ! 

An  hour  afterwards,  Lawrence  found  himself  in  his 
chamber — alone— quite,  quite  alone — his  wild  spbit 
at  fierce  war  with  circiunstances — ^his  hot,  high  blood 
beating  indignantly  in  every  vein;  with  aU  the  pride 
and  all  the  achings  after  station,  that  belong  of  right  to 
old  descent;  yet  shut  out  by  the  then  existing  laws,  ficom 
nearly  every  path  that  led  to  honourable  distinctions- 
brought  up  like  a  yoimg  eagle  by  its  parent  bird,  nur- 
tured in  the  superstitions  of  a  faith  to  which  he  dung  the 
more  closely,  because  of  the  contempt  in  which  it  was 
held  by  those  whom — and  with  fair  show  of  justice— 
he  considered  enemies. 

The  whole  state  of  the  country  is  much  changed 
since  then;  but  there  were  hundreds  of  youths  in  the 
moimtain  fastnesses  and  the  wild  valleys  of  Irelandt 
who  felt  as  Lawrence  felt;  who,  instructed  only  by  the 
past,  and  with  but  limited  knowledge  of  the  influence 
of  moral  power,  believed  they  had  nothing  to  hope 
except  from  wild  outbursts  of  violent  resistance; — and 
whose  nobler  qualities  were  so  obstructed  in  their 
growth,  as  to  become  deformities— even  as  the  farest 
sapling  that  lacks  head  room,  degenerates  into  the 
stunted  and  distorted  underwood. 

Various  contending  passions  shook  the  mind  of  young 
Macarthy,  before  he  had  strength  to  sustain  such  agi- 
tation.    The  disgrace  which  the  gentry  affixed  to  his 
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birtli,  kng  festered  in  Iub  mind;  and  though  his  giand- 
modier'siroEdBieasBuied  him,  he  well  knew  they  would 
sot  asnne  others.  For  nearly  an  hour  he  paced  his  little 
dsamber,  his  eyes  sometimes  restmg  upon  the  chest 
iriiich  contained  the  parchments  and  mouldering  docu* 
meoiB  of  his  faded  fiunily's  honours.  His  head  Aill  of 
htred  and  lerenge,  against  he  could  not  defime  what, 
hnmng  and  beating;  at  last,  such  tears  as  frequently 
Moompany  the  high  resolve  which  God  pours  into  the 
Kent,  in  EQs  own  efficient  and  mysterious  way,  burst 
fion  his  eyes;  and  the  more  he  wept,  the  more  the  un« 
defined  fedings  of  revenge  and  violence  were  subdued. 
Dqsived  of  his  only  relative,  his  young  heart  trembled 
lUIe  it  turned  towards  his  sister — not  the  child  of  his 
&ther,  certainly — but  the  child  of  his  mother;  of  that 
mother  whom,  wild  boy  though  he  was,  he  had  seen  in 
Ids  dreams — ^wondering  if  Ellen  resembled  her.  Then, 
^vbenhis  tears  were  dried,  and  his  heart  was  again  har- 
dened, the  thought  of  Ellen,  as  the  ''  young  lady,"  the 
&Tonnte  and  plaything  of  a  luxurious  house— <^u8hioned 
in  down  —  lapped  at  case — nurtured  in  contempt  of 
Ins  education,  and  in  hatred  of  his  race  and  his  reli- 
^o&— came  upon  him  with  frightful  force;  and  her 
gwtleness — her  fervour — her  pure,  fresh,  Irish  en- 
thusaam  (that  bright  and  earnest  evidence  of  a  noble 
"Dad) — ^her  sympathy  with  the  poor,  were  all  for- 
S^>tten,  and  he  whispered  to  himself,  **  Whether  Mrs. 
Spe&cer  lives  or  dies,  Ellen  cares  not  for  me;  she  can 
k  DO  sister  to  poverty  such  as  this;  no  partner  in  a 
'^'Qggle  for  freedom — ^the  gulph  is  fixed  between  us !" 
S^  little  deemed,  that  at  the  very  moment,  Ellen  would 
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have  yielded  up  the  statellness  of  Spencer  Conrt— the 
probable  and  the  real — ^for  one  Idnd  preflsare  of  her 
brother's  hand,  one  fond  word  from  his  proud  lips. 

Alas  I  thej  were  not  the  only  children  bom  of  the. 
same  bosom  who  have  been  estranged  by  the  injustice 
of  party  spirit,  or  sternly  divided  by  the  blind  zeal  of 
what  was  intended  not  to  sever,  but  to  unite.  Often  had 
Lawrence  turned  over  the  deeds  and  parchments  in  the 
old  carved  chest,  until  he  became  familiar  with  their  con- 
tents. But  it  needed  not  them  to  point  out  the  ancient 
boundaries  of  the  forfeited  estates.  The  idea  of  leav- 
ing the  old  walls  was  accompanied  by  so  bitter  a  pang, 
that  he  did  not  venture  to  think  of  it  a  second  time. 
He  was  overwhelmed  by  his  first  great  sorrow — ^it  was  the 
first  time  he  had  looked  on  death — and  what  a  death  it 
was,  the  death  of  the  only  relative  he  had  ever  known. 
One  to  whom  the  custom  of  the  country  had 
taught  him  to  look  with  veneration  ;  a  stem — ^revenge- 
ful woman*  one,  almost  the  last  with  national  feel- 
ings, and  national  perfections;  one  who,  if  prosperous, 
would  have  been  widely  benevolent  and  generous  to 
her  friends;  but  whom  adversity  and  wrong  had  ren- 
dered harsh  and  unforgiving. 

Esther,  in  all  the  confusion,  had  not  forgotten  ^'  her 
darling  young  master,"  and  she  brought  him  a  lamp 
and  some  refreshment.  The  news  that  the  Madam 
was  dead,  spread  rapidly;  and  throughout  the  night 
peasants  kept  arriving  within  the  court-yard,  each 
woman  raising  the  death  cry  before  she  dropped  on  her 
knees  at  the  entrance  to  the  castle.  A  crucifix  hung  at 
the  head  of  the  bed,  and  the  corpse  was  decked  with 
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the  usoal  black  ribbons — ^the  flaring  candles  threw  a 
diaoidered  light  upon  features  which,  for  the  first  time, 
seemed  as  placid  as  they  were  dignified.  The  priest 
liad  prayed,  and  the  ban  eaainthe,  or  chief  keener,  had 
asBomedher  place  beside  the  head  of  the  bed. 

She  was  one  well-versed  in  the  old  history  of  the 
fijnily;  and  if  aiight  had  been  wanting  to  rouse  the 
lerengefiil  and  evil  passions  of  a  young  man,  stung 
hj  a  sense  of  poverty  and  degradation^  it  was  the  ban 
amihe^M  lamentation  and  recapitulation  of  Saxon 
injazy  and  Saxon  hatred — ^into  which  no  view  but  the 
one  was  permitted  to  enter;  and  which,  appealing  to 
prejudice  and  hatred  only,  was  received  as  inspired 
tcdk  by  eager  listeners.  Even  the  men,  who  in 
geaeial  sufier  the  women  to  **  keen"  as  long  as  they 
please  without  taking  note  of  what  they  say,  now 
listened  attentively;  and  every  time  her  voice  sunk, 
there  was  a  chorus  of  wrathful  comments:  "Wisha, 
hear  to  that  now!"  **WellI  She  knows  all."  "It's 
all  true."  "  Boys,  how  do  we  ever  stand  it?*  **  To 
be  put  upon  as  we  are  I"  **  Well,  glory  be  to  God,  we'll 
wait  His  tame !" 

Her  **  cry"  contained  allusions  to  the  history  of  the 
fiumly — and  its  leading  chiefs  for  ages — without  regard 
to  dates;  rudely,  yet  not  unpoetically,  strung  together. 

C!onmiencing  with  the  usual  question,  "  Why  did 
you  die  T  She  framed  her  replies.  **  Why  did  you 
die?  dark-haired  daughter  of  kings.     Why  ? 

"  Ask  not  again !  What  had  she  to  keep  her  from 
those  of  her  proud  race,  who  are  now  suns  in  heaven? 
Only  one  bright  child,  the  child  of  a  Macarthy — of  him 
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heronly,  only  one — the  young  eagle — stmckdownbjs 
poisonedarrowywithabiokenliearti  AcoxBeonihemthat 
brokeit!  Only  one  young  boywaa  left  to  tlie  lady,  wliaBe 
hair,  onoe  as  black  as  the  layen's  wing,  m  now  soft  and 
colourless  as  the  white  doud  upon  the  Beek»— one 
young  boy  !  but  his  hands  were  weak,  and  his  voice 
feeble.  Ah,  woeand  waill  he  could  not  keep  the  great 
soul  from  its  aister  spirits. 

<<  Dark-haired  daughter  of  kings;  why  did  you  leave 
your  castle,  the  only  castle  where  there  stiU  lived  a  Ma- 
carthy  ?  Who  now  calls  out  the  echoes  of  broad  Ivo- 
xagh?  Who  fishes  the  brimming  waters  of  the  Laune? 
Who  dwells  within  the  castle  of  Palioe — the  CSaisleaa- 
va-carthy?  Whose  banner  floats  over  the  proud  waUa of 
Carrig-a-droid,  which  the  Macarthy  built  in  a  fiin^ 
week  to  pleasure  the  &ir  lady  of  his  love.  Ah,  woe 
and  wail! 

*'  The  echoes  of  Iveragh  will  not  repeat  the  Saxon 
name.  The  waters  of  the  Laune  are  dark  from  the 
shadows  of  the  thick  trees;  and  salt,  from  the  tears  shed 
by  the  enslaved  of  her  noble  race.  The  Gaislean-va> 
earthy,  is  wracked  by  the  Saxon's  breath;  and  the 
banner  of  Carrig-a-droid  is  the  wing  of  the  hoaise 
raven. 

**  Dark-haired  daughter  of  kings,  why  did  you  leave 
your  lands? 

"Hark!  how  her  spirit  laughs.  *My  lands !'-*- 
what  lands  ?  The  child  of  a  Macarthy — ^the  widow  of  a 
Macarthy — ^the  mother  of  a  Macarthy — ^has  no  lands; 
they  have  taken  and  spoiled  them  I  A  few  fields,  such  as 
her  people  would  grant  to  a  gallowglass,  were  all  that 
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V18  left  to  ihe  Uood  of  Dennod  Macarthy  More,  who 
deqiB  «t  Luufl&llen  I 

"Wliereaieihe  lands  of  Canigrohan?  Where  those 
dCanoMC  Laidir — ^the  strong  Macarthy,  who  built  the 
cttde  of  soft  words,  and  the  holy  abbey  of  Eilcrea  ? 
Wlioe  the  lands  of  him  who  set  his  foot  on  the  neck  of 
dttGeraldine?  of  him  who  humbled  the  proud  Desmond? 
Ae  aoond  of  whose  voice  could  bring  three  thousand 
tnift-hearted  men  to  the  war  cry,  Macarthy  aboo  I 

''Ah,  woe  and  waill  are  there  no  sons  of  that  three 
AoDBttid,  ready  and  willing — now? 

''Dark-haired  daughter  of  Idngsl  to  count  over  the 
CMfcks  that  bore  your  name,  would  be  to  count  the 
nds  of  the  wild  sea-shore  ;  to  number  those  who  paid 
joa  homaget  would  be  numbering  the  blossoms  of  the 
vild  rush  upon  the  evergreen  fields. 

"  Who  wanted,  when  a  Macarthy  had  bread  ?  Who 
Borrowed,  when  a  Macarthy  could  shield  ?  Who  suf- 
&ied  that  the  Macarthy  did  not  avenge?  The  love  of 
thy  race  was  sweeter  than  honey.  Thy  maidens  were 
&ir  and  gentle — ^fieet  and  light  of  foot.  Faithful  wives 
and  tender  mothers — oh,  woe  and  wail ! 

"  They  are  still  fair  andgentle,  but  they  are  not  fleet- 
footed  to  shim  the  famine  and  the  fire  ;  the  starving 
child  looks  into  the  weeping  eyes  of  the  starving  mother ! 

"  The  dark-haired  daughter  of  kings  had  lived  many 
days! 

"  She  saw  that  the  Saxon  divided  to  destroy. 

"  She  knew  that  his  step  was  stealthy;  that  he  poi- 
soned the  free  springs;  that  he  pinioned  the  eagle  in  his 
iea-coops,  and  fettered  the  red-deer  in  his  sheep-folds. 
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That  his  heart  turned  away  from  the  Celt;  while  his 
fingers  grew  to  his  sword.  That  he  looked  upon  the 
mountains  and  the  valleys  and  said,  *  They  are  mine  V 
While  his  lips  spoke  peace,  his  breath  kindled  the  fire 
in  valley  and  highland.  He  held  out  his  hand  to  the 
Madam;  but  she  cursed  the  red  palm;  she  scorned  it, 
as  became  a  Macarthy. 

''  Even  inherlast  hour,  a  visionarose  beforethe  lady — 
a  vision  of  the  future;  bright,  with  a  green  and  purple 
glory.  And  a  voice  said,  'Live!'  And  the  dark- 
haired  daughter  of  kings  said, '  Why?  And  the  voice 
said,  '  Behold !'  And  the  vifflon  did  not  come  from 
afar,  nor  from  over  the  sea,  but  from  our  own  land  it 
arose — a  vinon  of  peace,  of  golden  harvests,  and  lowing 
cows,  of  dancing  and  feasting  ;  the  harp,  and  the  pipe» 
and  the  grass-green  flag — ^the  council  of  kings,  and  the 
music  of  a  happy  multitude. 

*'  Ah,  woe  and  wail !  <  Such  visions  pass  away,'  said 
Katherine  Macarthy;  '  I  dose  my  eyes,  and  they  come 
crowding  round  me,  as  I  saw  them  in  my  young  spring 
time:  I  open  them,  and  they  are  gone — gone — gone  T" 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 

THE    TWO    FUNERAL8. 

A  FEW  words  more,  and  the  history  of  the  events 
^luch  preceded  Edward  Spencer's  arrival  in  Ireland 
wiD  have  closed. 

Within  the  house  of  the  Spencers,  matters  were  con- 
ducted with  the  solemnity,  the  order,  and  the  propriety 
befitting  the  obsequies  of  a  Protestant  lady;  yet  there 
^  a  regard  to  **  form,"  varying  in  many  respects  from 
that  which  would  have  attended  a  death-bed  in  Eng- 
ird. Much  as  Mrs.  Spencer  had  been  disliked,  all 
^to  desired  to  be  considered  well-wishers  of  the  family 
^ed  to  have  a  "  last  look  at  the  mistress,"  and  the 
otchen  and  servants'  hall  were  amply  furnished  with 
r^hments  for  the  humbler  classes.  The  coiEn  was 
^6ver  left  without  watchers,  day  or  night,  and  poor 
Ellen  foimd  it  difficult  to  steal  in  unperceived  to  renew 
4e  flowers,  which,  it  is  said,  fade  all  the  quicker  from 
coming  in  contact  with  death.  Invitations  were  not 
^t  to  any  to  attend  the  fimeral,  for  absence  would 
l^ve  been  considered  a  mark  of  exceeding  disrespect 

VOL.  I.  I 
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An  abundant  supply  was,  therefore,  spread  on  the  night 
previous  to  the  last  ceremony,  in  the  reception  rooms, 
because  of  the  certainty  that  all  Protestants  within 
twenty  miles — all  the  gentry  and  all  the  tenants — ^would 
assemble  to  pay  their  last  tribute  of  respect  to  the 
dead. 

It  was  considered  a  singular  coincidence  that  the 
mistress  of  Spencer  Court  and  "the  Madam"  should 
have  died  within  so  short  a  time  of  each  other,  .and  no 
two  **  gatherings"  could  be  more  different,  though  of  the 
same  people,  than  of  those  who  met  to  oi^r  civilities  to 
Spencer  Court,  and  the  wild  disorganised  moimtain  crowd, 
which  assembled  in  the  court  yardand  around  the  ^^ruined 
castle,"  in  every  variety  of  misery  which  an  Lriah  crowd 
can  so  terribly  illustrate.  At  the  latter,  there  were  many 
well-mounted  and  respectably  dressed  farmers;  their 
wives  or  daughters  on  a  pillion  behind  them,  the  men 
gray  coated,  carrying  heavy  riding  whips,  the  wom^ 
shrouded  in  blue  cloaks,  and  gay-coloured  silk  hand- 
kerchiefs tied  over  their  caps  instead  of  bonnets;  others 
mounted  on  shaggy  mountain  horses,  whose  only  halter 
was  a  hay  band;  others,  and  by  far  the  greater  number, 
on  foot,  crowding  to  get  some  portion  of  the  homely 
food  which  was  distributed  as  long  as  it  lasted,  or  the 
still  more  sought  for  "  bit"  of  tobacco,  or  glass  of  whis- 
key; indeed,  the  latter  was  by  far  the  most  popular 
refreshment  as  well  as  the  most  plentiful,  for  many 
a  distiller  of  mountain  dew  had  paid  his  tribute  of 
honoiir  to  the  memory  of  "  the  great  Madam,"  by 
sending  a  keg,  a  gallon,  or  a  few  bottles  of  spirits  to  her 
wake.    It  was  well  known  to  the  motley  and  excited 
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cfDwd,  thst  the  fiinenl  of  *'  the  Madam"  and  the  Mis- 
torn  of  Spenoer  Coort  were  to  take  place  on  the  same 
dqr,  and  aboat  the  same  hour. 

There  isa  soperstition  rife  amongst  the  people,  that  if 
two  fimeials  enter  consecrated  gromid  nearly  at  the  same 
mmmty  whichever  coffin  is  interred  last,  its  inmate  will 
bedoomedto  attend  upon  the  inmate  of  the  first,  in  pur- 
grtoij;  fire  and  twmtj  years  have  swept  away  many  of 
tlieo]dbeEe&,  but  this  still  remains,  and,  at  the  time  re- 
ftned  to,  Tery  dreadful  contentions  were  not  imfrequent, 
iseooseqiience,  amongst  the  followers  of  the  silent  dead. 
Hie  Macarthys  had  mustered  in  large  numbers  to  pay 
Adr  last  tribute  of  respect  to  one,  whose  trials  and  sor- 
rows had  greatly  endeared  her  to  the  people;  and  the 
<4d  subject  of  Annie  Cumming  and  young  Macarthy's 
loYe,  and  its  destruction  by  Mrs.  Spencer,  was  revived 
and  talked  over  with  much  bitterness.  The  son  of  this 
iQ-iated  a£^tion  was  the  chief  mourner  at  his  grand- 
mother's funeral;  he  was,  as  we  have  shown,  a  wild, 
high-spirited,  unlettered  boy,  treading  all  too  rapidly 
in  the  steps  of  his  father's  latter  dajrs.  The  Macarthy 
inneial  had  farther  to  go  than  that  of  Mrs.  Spencer;  but 
it  was  earlier  on  the  road,  followed  by  a  long  straggling 
multitade  of  people  of  Cork  and  Kerry,  easily  dis- 
tinguished from  each  other  by  their  very  diflerent 
I^yaognomies — the  long,  lean,  dark  faces  of  the  Kerry 
men,  contrasting  with  the  round,  nut-like  head  and 
thick,  stubbed  features  of  the  natives  of  Cork  county; 
hot  all  intent  upon  doing  honour  to  one  of  the  '^  ould 
ancient  fiunilies.** 

Mis.  Spencer's  funeral  was  somewhat  less  than  a 

i2 
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quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  place  of  interment  wKen  the 
mass  of  persons  who  foUowed  the  widow's  lemaina, 
came  in  sight — heaving  and  tossing  down  the  mountain, 
like  the  billows  of  a  cataract  after  a  night's  storm.  It 
is  usual  in  Ireland  for  the  poor  to  give  place  to  the  rich, 
in  a  manner  which  happily  in  England  is  but  a  tale  of  the 
feudal  system;  an  Irish  peasant  too  generally  lacked  the 
practice  of  standing  erect  in  the  presence  of  the  wealthy 
who  lorded  it  over  him— exacting  a  serf's  homage, 
without  giving  a  baron's  protection;  but  there  were 
strong  and  turbulent,  careless  and  dissatisfied  persons 
in  the  mountain  crowd,  heated  by  much  talk  of  by- 
gone days,  inflamed  by  the  ardent  liquid  (now  happily 
one  of  the  legends  of  the  past),  and  urged  to  a  ser- 
vice of  danger  by  a  superstitious  belief,  that  it  was  a 
duty  to  save  the  immortal  part  of  one  of  an  honoured 
race  from  thraldom  to  one  whom  they  had  both  feared 
and  hated, — for  Irish  dislike  is  hatred ! 

There  were  still  wilder  men — strangers — ^beyond  the 
influence  of  Spencer  Court,  who  only  wished  to  show 
their  attachment  to  a  faction  by  honouring  the  remains 
of  one  who  had  a  double  claim,  herself  a  Macarthy, 
and  wedded  to  a  Macarthy,  whose  grandson  was  al- 
ready remarkable  for  vigour  and  beauty,  and  despite  the 
blot  which  Mrs.  Spencer  had  sought  to  fix  upon  him, 
the  offspring  of  her  own  sister;  looking,  moreover,  able, 
and  willing  to  dare  and  do,  as  his  unhappy  father 
had  done  before  him. 

Without  further  consideration^  the  resolve  became 
general,  that  the  Macarthy  funeral  should  deposit  its 
silent  freight  in  holy  groimd  before  the  arrival  of  the 
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Other.  The  fiinenl  from  Spencer  Court  was  preceded 
byt  heavy  hearse,  moving  along  slowly  and  silently; 
while  the  coffin  of  the  Macarthy,  the  shell  containing 
Etenlly  the  **  remains"  of  a  woman  of  delicate  frame, 
WIS  borne  on  ax  stout  men's  shoulders;  the  bearers 
pinsed  for  brief  converse  with  the  determined  spirits 
of  the  party,  and  then  rushed  into  what  had  at  one 
time  been  the  principal  road,  but  was  now  a  deserted 
high-way,  leading  in  a  direct  line  to  the  churchyard, 
while  the  stately  hearse  continued  to  move  along  the 
new  line  of  road.  As  soon  as  the  intention  of  the 
Mtcarthys  was  observed,  the  gentry  and  those  who 
had  quitted  Spencer  Court,  became  indignant  at  what 
diej  considered  an  insult  offered  to  one  of  rank,  and 
detennined  to  prevent  it;  it  was  in  vain  that  Dean 
GraTcs  reminded  them  of  the  superstition  which  occa- 
sioned the  increased  speed  and  agitation  of  the  moim- 
taineers  and  glens-men — a  superstition  which  had  no  in- 
fluence over  the  minds  of  more  enlightened  men ;  it  was 
in  vain  that  several,  more  constitutionally  cool,  or  more 
WMonable  than  others,  urged  how  utterly  undignified 
it  would  be  to  enter  into  a  race  with  the  "  Wliiteboys 
tnd  Catarans"  who  composed  the  majority  of  the  rush- 
ing crowd,  forcing  their  way  with  ill-suppressed  shouts 
of  triumph;  all  was  vain. 

Mr.  Richards,  ever  anxious  to  be  a  prominent  object, 
was  at  that  time  remarkably  thin  and  erect;  he  bestrode 
'  gray  gaimt  horse  of  immense  power,  and  was  loud  in 
hia  anathemas  against  those  who  would  dare  to  insult 
the  remains  of  his  sainted  lady,  yet  imploring  them  not 
to  enter  into  collision  with   the  children  of  perdition. 
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A  few  were  for  continuing  their  quiet  order  of  going; 
but  the  majority  would  not  "  give  in,"  and  the  hoises  of 
the  hearse  being  urged  into  a  most  indecent  gallop,  the 
Spencer  Court  crowd  rushed  on  with  them, — some 
catching  the  exasperation  of  the  moment,  while  otheni 
ran  because  others  hurried  forward.  The  "  short  001** 
which  the  attendants  on  the  Macarthy  funeral  had 
made,  and  tlieir  being  unencumbered  by  stately  trap- 
pings of  woe,  gave  them  the  advantage  in  rapidity  of 
movement,  and  notwithstanding  that  the  funeral  from 
Spencer  Court  had  at  one  time  been  so  much  in  ad- 
vance of  that  from  die  mountain,  the  foremost  of  both 
parties  rushed  through  the  gate  and  over  the  walls  into 
consecrated  ground,  almost  at  tlie  same  moment;  bat 
numerous  as  were  the  attendants  at  Mrs.  Spencer^a 
funeral,  not  one-half  of  them  felt  disposed  to  take  part 
against  their  friends,  and  the  friends  of  "  an  ould  an- 
cient family," — such  either  slunk  away  from  the  gentry 
or  kept  behind  the  hearse,  the  other  party  occupjring 
the  holy  ground,  flourishing  their  shillalas,  yelling, 
shouting,  standing  on  the  tombstones,  clinging  to  the 
ivy  that  enwreathed  the  walls  of  the  old  church,  and 
forming  a  fortress  of  determined  and  half-intoxicated 
men  around  those  who  were  digging  the  grave  amid 
the  bones  and  broken  coflins  of  an  ancient  race. 

Many  of  the  gentlemen  rode  in  among  the  people, 
beating  them  down  with  their  heavy  riding-whipe,  and 
trampling  them  beneath  their  horses'  feet;  this  was 
hardly  resisted  at  first,  though  some  of  the  peasants 
were  engaged  hand  to  hand  at  the  time,  particularly 
around  the  vault  where  the  remains  of  Mrs.  Spencer  were 
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to  be  dqpodted,  and  wKexe  a  party  was  endeavour- 
rag  to  make  a  paaeage  for  the  co£Bn;  but  it  was 
evident  tliat  ihere  were  many  among  the  strangers 
lAo  would  not  endure  the  blows — ^which  the  rich  in 
tliose  days  were  sufficiently  apt  to  inflict  upon  the 
poof;  they  clutched  their  cla'alpines  and  looked 
**tooch  me  if  yon  dare,**  at  the  few  who,  well-mounted^ 
tack  they  hardly  cared  when  or  where.  If  the  wi* 
doner  had  not  been  confined  at  Spencer  Court  by 
seme  iDneBB,  his  being  so  much  beloved,  and  the 
synqpathy  always  felt  towards  the  sorrow  that  is  before 
tbem,  would  have  restrained  the  people;  but  the 
pieeenoe  of  Richards,  hated  and  despised  as  he  was, 
stined  them  still  more  to  wrath;  and  even  if  supersti- 
tion had  not  urged  them  to  secure  the  services  of  a 
proud  presbyterian  soul,  for  her  who  had  departed  in 
tlie  more  ancient  laith  of  her  house,  they  would  have 
KJoiced  at  an  opportunity  of  mortifying  one  who  cer- 
tainly deserved  neither  consideration  nor  forbearance  at 
their  hands.  In  the  midst  of  the  tumult  Dean  Graves 
rode  up  to  where  Father  Duffy  sat,  upon  his  stout 
cob,  waiting  the  result  of  the  conflict;  he  raised  his  hat 
with  the  courtesy  of  a  gentleman,  and  the  priest  re- 
turned it;  "If  you  do  not  interfere.  Father  Duflfy^j 
there  will  be  blood  shed,"  said  the  dean. 

"You  can  make  your  party  wait,  if  you  please,"  was 
the  abrupt  and  imcourteous  reply,  "  the  Macarthys 
buried  their  dead  in  that  church-yard  before  tiie  sound 
of  a  Spencer's  name  was  heard  in  the  country." 

"  I  cannot  curb  those  men.  Father  Dufl^,  I  have  not  the 
influence  that  you  have,  and  you  know  it;  I  tell  you, 
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blood  will  be  shed  unless  you  interfere.  How  dretdfal 
it  is  that  contention  should  enter  into  aaoxed  groiind — 
that  we  cannot  bury  our  dead  in  peace.** 

"  Then  why  did  you  saSet  that  base  Uood-honnd*** 
replied  the  priest,  while  he  shook  his  whip  at  Bicharda, 
whose  horse  seemed  inspired  with  the  same  e^ 
spirit  as  its  rider,  and  plunged  violently  among 
the  people,  ^'  why  did  you  su&r  him  to  disgrace  llie 
funeral  by  attending  it  ?  the  air  i8  thick  with  cuneB  OB 
him  ;  there — ^you  may  well  say  there  will  be  blood 
shed,  he  has  drawn  a  pistol — ^back  boys — ^back— or 
you'll  be  murdered  outright,"  exclaimed  the  priest, 
riding  forward,  and  really  alarmed,  when  it  was  too  late; 
**  back !"  he  exclaimed;  and,  then,  in  their  native  lan- 
guage, repeated  his  exhortation  to  them  to  disperse. 

But  Richards  felt  himself  in  danger — ^fierce  eyes 
glared  on  him.  He  had  been  twice  struck,  and  women 
as  well  as  men  were  ready  to  hurl  stones,  plucked  £rom 
newly-covered  graves,  at  his  head.  He  was  an  admirable 
horseman,  sitting  firm  as  a  Centaur,  although  his  horse 
plunged  like  a  demon;  the  crowd  pressed  around  him, 
yelling  and  hooting,  and  threatening,  until  at  last  he 
drew  a  pistol  from  liis  breast,  and  declared  he  would 
fire  if  they  did  not  give  way. 

It  would  be  impossible  to  describe  the  scene;  those 
who  had  brought  the  coflSn  out  of  the  hearse,  were 
knocked  down  and  trampled  on;  while  dozens  fought 
over  the  silent  dead.  Dean  Graves,  at  the  hazard  of  his 
own  life,  made  his  way  among  the  people,  to  preserve 
the  body  from  being  crushed  by  the  multitude.  At  this 
moment,  a  stone  hurled  from  a  distance,  struck  Richards 
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OD  the  chest  Hie  violence  of  the  blow  caused  him  to 
led  in  his  saddle,  and  those  who  had  fallen  back  at  sight 
of  the  pistol,  now  pressed  on  with  a  shout  of  triumph. 
Itwis ahort-Eyed  however,  for Richardsfired.  Instantlj, 
there  was  a  lull — a  pause;  every  voice  was  hushed — 
ereiy  sound  ceased;  the  mighty  rolling  of  the  mass  was 
stilled — the  veiy  echo  of  the  shot  was  heard,  repeated 
in  the  mountains;  and  then  came  the  buzz,  and  mur- 
imr— the  deadened  whisper  that  yoimg  Macarthy  had 
been  slain. 

It  was  well  for  Richards  that  he  trusted  to  the  bottom 
nd  mettle  of  his  horse  ;  dashing  through  the  crowd, 
he  fled;  leaving  his  friends  to  fight  it  out  as  they 
best  could.  There  was  an  instant  diversion  in  the 
people's  object;  some,  intent  on  summary  vengeance 
pursued  the  fugitive;  others,  remained  firm  to  their 
first  resolve.  Again,  the  mighty  noise  of  the  multitude 
swelled;  imtil  it  was  echoed  by  the  vaults  and  ruins  of 
the  holj  pile.  The  Keen  arose  as  if  to  knell  another 
death;  but  the  youth,  whose  fate  excited  all  their  sjrmpa- 
thyand  enthusiasm,  sprang  upon  a  head -stone,  while  the 
Uood  flowed  from  his  arm,  and  entreated  to  be  heard; 
slthough  his  voice  was  agitated  and  feeble,  his  appeal 
was  successful.  In  a  very  few  words,  he  thanked  them 
for  the  love  they  bore  a  fallen  house,  said  that  he  had 
8een  his  grandmother's  coffin  lowered  into  its  grave,  so 
^  for  which  they  contended  was  accomplished;  that 
his  hand  was  only  grazed,  and  that  though  he  should  not 
%t  who  had  given  the  wound,  he  hoped  the  Inends 
of  the  Macarthy  woidd  disperse. 

The  Spencer  Court  party  had  had  enough  of  this  most 
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disgiacefiil contention;  and  thougK  they  still  stood  upon 
tlieir  right,  which  they  conceived  to  have  been  griev- 
ously outraged,  they  were  thoroughly  disgusted  by  the 
violence  and  cowardice  dispkyed  by  Richards.  No 
further  attempt  was  made  to  interrupt  the  intennent  of 
Mrs.  Spencer's  remains;  the  Roman  Catholics  quitting, 
as  is  usual,  the  churchyard,  leaving  the  few  Protestants 
to  listen  to  the  funeral  service,  and  the  simple  and  elo- 
quent  prayer  pronounced  by  the  clergyman ;  '*  that  a 
better  feeling  might  speedily  be  manifested  in  the  land, 
and  a  spirit  of  divine  charity  and  mutual  love  take 
the  place  of  bitter  hatred  and  fierce  superstition."  He 
went  still  further;  he  prayed  that  forbearance  and 
patience  might  especially  find  place  in  the  hearts  of  the 
littie  band  now  gathered  round  the  last  abode  of  their 
departed  sister;  that  they  might  remember  those  who 
were  now  crowding  over  the  mountains,  flushed  with 
triiunph,  and  shouting  forth  their  hatred  of  the  *'  new 
race,'  were  ignorant  and  uninstructed — ^the  victims  of 
long-standing  prejudices;  and  rather  ask,  what  cause 
they  had  given  for  the  revival  of  such  feelings,  than 
employ  their  tiioughts  in  devising  means  of  vengeance 
and  further  injury. 

While  this  prayer  was  uttered,  the  clergyman's  eyes 
were  raised  to  heaven  ;  the  events  of  the  morning  had 
shaken  tiic  good  man's  strength,  and  his  voice  faltered 
from  its  own  earnestness.  He  did  not  see  the  in- 
dignant glances  that  flashed  from  eye  to  eye  in  his  small 
congregation  ;  nor  perceive  that  more  than  one  or  two 
stood  back,  not  wishing  that  oil  should  be  poured  upon 
the  troubled  waters. 
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CHAPTER  Vm. 

THE    MIDDLEMAN. 

Ibe  fimerals  were  long  talked  of,  and  the  animod- 
ties  they  reviyed  still  longer  felt,  in  the  immediate 
neighbourhood  of  the  scene.  In  isolated  parts  of  a 
ooontiy,  impressions  linger  like  snow  on  the  moimtain- 
tops— impressions  that  woidd  have  been  obliterated  by 
the  business  or  pleasures  of  active  life.  Abel  Richards, 
who  acted  so  conspicuous  a  part  in  the  transac- 
tioQ  we  have  recorded,  had  previously  been  making 
his  way  in  the  world  after  the  fashion  of  the  lowest 
reptiles;  wriggling  as  a  worm;  burrowing  as  a  mole; 
wise,  in  his  own  fashion,  as  a  serpent;  poisonous  as 
an  adder — the  slime  of  evil  deeds  tracking  his  course. 
•^  a  toad  broods  and  fattens  in  its  rocky  bed,  so  did 
this  man  increase  and  prosper — ^the  base  ideal  of  a  class 
which  at  one  time  eat  into  the  very  vitals  of  Irish 
pioq)erity — ^the  exacting,  the  selfish,  the  merciless — ^the 
Abasing  and  debased — middleman. 

"  But  how,"  will  the  EngUah  reader  ask,  "  how  was 
tliiB?— how  could  it  be?" 
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How  it  was  wc  can  liardlj  explain,  though  we  have 
heard  and  seen  as  much  of  the  ^^  Middleman**  as  most 
persons;  seen  the  character  in  all  its  various  grades 
— from  the  broad,  vulgar,  pompous  presumer  who  daied 
to  talk  of  "  his  family,"  who  had  his  thousand  acres  of 
the  absentee  landlord-in-chie^  to  whom  he  was  a  punc- 
tual paymaster,  or  advancer  of  monies,  wrung  from  the 
thews  and  sinews  of  hard-handed  men,  the  blood 
and  bones  of  a  willing  people — from  him  down  to 
the  middleman,  scarcely  a  remove  in  education  or  posi- 
tion firom  the  poor  vassals  over  whom  he  was  a  despot. 
It  would  be  difficult  to  believe  that  any  people  but  the 
Irish  could  so  long  have  submitted  to  the  middleman 
as  "  a  system;"  and  alas !  when  they  did  attempt  to  rise 
against  it,  from  its  terrible  and  intricate  ramifications, 
it  involved  them  in  entanglements  of  false-reasonings, 
false-judgings,  and  crimes,  which  have  left  an  awful 
curse  upon  the  country. 

Take  Abel  Richards  as  a  specimen  of  the  class — and, 
believe  us,  there  have  been  many  worse;  a  keen,  cun- 
ning man— a  steward's  son,  inheriting  his  father's  earn- 
ings and  his  mother's  Tices— crawling  about  "  the  Wg 
house"  with  a  bland  smile,  a  quick  ear,  a  ready  inven- 
tion— a  few  poimds  ever  in  his  purse — ^to  lend,  when 
profit  could  be  made — ^to  buy,  at  every  seizure  for 
rent,  cither  cow  or  pig,  potato  or  kish,  by  which 
he  could  make  a  guinea,  a  shilling,  or  a  penny — a 
bow  and  an  obUging  lie  always  at  the  service  of  his 
rich  neighbour — a  blow  and  a  bite  for  his  poor  one. 
Not  but  that  Abel  shirked  "  the  ruffian"  whenever  he 
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ooold,  eqiedally  in  his  latter  days;  for  he  was  not 
given  to  open  strife — ^it  did  not  answer  his  purpose. 
He  knew  that  knd — **  the  bit  of  land** — ^is  the  peasant's 
ezistenoe;  he  has,  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  no  regular 
eoqidoyment  to  look  to;  he  must  haye  *'  the  bit  of  land,** 
no  matter  what  he  promises  to  pay  for  it;  he  must  have 
it,  or  beg  and  starve;  if  ejected,  he  dare  not  seek  for 
ground  elsewhere,  for  if  he  eject  another  holder,  his 
own  doom  is  sealed.  Richards  knew  this — ^hc  had  grown 
up  in  the  knowledge,  and  to  the  calculations  which  such 
bowledge  brings;  at  first  he  got  twenty  or  thirty 
acres  of  land  into  his  possession,  which  he  let,  re-let, 
divided,  subdivided,  until  it  was  said  he  made  the  dis- 
trict "  a  place  of  poverty  aad  potato-gardens."  Then 
he  vras  only  an  imder  ''  middleman;" — the  middleman 
of  a  middleman,  who  perhaps  (the  case  was  by  no  means 
rare)  was  a  middleman  under  yet  another  middleman. 
The  wretched  beings  who  called  him  "  Master  Abel" 
(that  was  his^rs*  public  step),  were  subject  to  have  their 
pig,  and  their  bed  if  they  had  one,  "  canted"  by  landlords 
—one,  two,  three,  or  more.  But  Abel  never  "  got  on 
swimmingly"  until  he  became  a  convert — turned  his  back 
upon  his  old  laith,  and  adopted  a  new,  under  the  foster- 
ing patronage  of  Mrs.  Spencer.  This,  for  a  time,  gave 
him  a  push — a  lift  with  the  gentry.  All  the  ill-will  his 
avarice  and  cruelty  had  earned,  it  was  very  convenient 
to  attribute  to  "his  changed  faith."  He  had  been  so 
hated  previously,  that  we  may  doubt  if  his  "  turning 
coat"  increased  the  ill-will;  but  he  made  people  be- 
lieve it  did,  and  managed  to   obtain  a  considerable 


Dabim.  -ryrirn  * 

tbej  jcilfirf^  3IZIS  be 
qrfirT'yiae,  ^nlL  jie — die  amuarip. 

sod  -fradiaxunxsL  miL  'aks  j£  iBSBMmna^' 

E^obim.  je  nziei  wim.  ^qol  JiinoL  isKBed  tD  cii 
1  slv^r  link,  ooiaiiieit TscuiB  Dseaenfiof  titlriij- 


CST  jmiinir  zdjot  iws.  **  scr   -vniie  mine 
iW%i  :a  jim  bine  jzni  pink  biMk-:] 

▼iib.  '▼r;rri&  viiLcii.  szanzre  33  sp-.  woe  as 
Tar'icit'g  TTJib.  ^tfir  gnuTJ tn» — uins^  jkiywiio  wonidiiol 
ander  i.  "  3ci3Lai"  iomisdi!  :^:  ^suet  her  xrnec^  «fccicd 
taie  3ii:c2c.  *-  CbazEzj  aoTTPreta.  lun^  ami  s  kind:''  and 
aiiocher.  iL^e  smpie  w^ri  ^  Peue.*^  wocked  in  mwtge 
aEc  3s  :!.  rijken.  o£  htfr  £id.ir^  ot  due  ^tol  Ai  all  the 
finle  "  uear-purdies'*  isoz  izp  by  cois  ^^'«>*"»"  bodj*  Abd 
Rlcnari^  :rjis  inrrodocei  inzk  nrcvh  cezemonj  as,  **  that 
flx£;r:ng  *air.t  &om  cLe  feciii.** 

He  rv^omed  to  tbe  neigtiboariiood  of  Splicer 
Coon  with  added  inceresc  in  the  ^es  of  its  mis- 
tiC98 ;  for  there  aie  persons  in  the  world,  who, 
teeing  others  *•  get  on,"*  take  it  for  granted  they  de- 
ierve  to  prosper.  Abd  s  system^  under  his  impfroYed 
foTtanen,  was  that  of  the  higher  grade  of  middle- 
man— the  agent  between  the  necessities  of  one  class, 
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and  tlieiieoenities  and  Yices  of  another.  Sometimes  he 
let  two  or  three  acrei^  or  even  one — never  of  course  on 
kut;  the  tenant  had  to  build  his  own  dwelling;  this 
mitsdf  stamps  the  [daoe  in  the  poor  cottier's  affection 
-4e  lias  kneeded  the  daj  with  his  hands  and  his  spade; 
ke  has  raised  the  stones;  he  has  cut  the  sods;  he  has 
ended  the  wattles;  and  if  his  roof  be  straw,  he  and 
Ids  wife  and  children  have  borne  it — ^perhaps  as  a  free 
gift  from  **•  a  strong  &rmer"— on  their  shoulders,  and 
wiou^t  it  into  a  shelter  beneath  which  he  is  to  spend, 
i»  hopes,  his  life.  Few  think  of  this  natural  love  which 
lU  men  have  to  the  work  of  their  own  hands,  when 
tliej  zead  of  an  ejectment,  and  the  consequences  which 
Maw;  but  Abel  Richards  knew  it,  and  imderstood  it — 
and  knew  its  value,  when  it  was  to  be  turned  to  ac- 
conni  There  are  some  who  joy  to  see  tlie  harrow  pass- 
ing over  the  fresh-tilled  field;  to  whom  the  husband- 
man's whistle  is  sweeter  than  that  of  the  wild  bird ;  who 
pause  in  the  fresh  pure  air  to  bless  God  that  He  per- 
mits them  to  hear  the  music  of  hopeful  hearts;  and  to 
see  the  seed  cast  into  the  earth — a  type  of  immortality. 
But  Abel  Richards  would  bite  his  lips  with  bitterness 
at  the  kbourer's  whistle,  and  inveigle  the  tenant  who 
<^uld  pay  and  wished  to  pay,  into  his  debt,  that  so  he 
Bii^t  have  power  to  raise  his  rent  or  cast  him  forth. 

An  act  of  this  kind  caused  the  return  of  Mr.  Spencer, 
^ho,  after  his  wife's  death,  had  absented  himself  from 
Spencer  Court,  making  Miss  Ellen's  education  a  pretext 
for  the  change  he  so  much  needed  or  desired,  leaving 
Dumy  he  had  protected,  to  the  mercy  of  evil-doers ; — 
^  Was,  however,  active,  when  roused,  and  this  roused 
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him  for  a  time.  A  man  who  readed  many  yean  on 
the  land  of  which  Abel  Richards  got  fomeaiiosa^  and 
had  hitherto  paid  his  rent  punctually,  was  induced  by  a 
manoeuvre  of  the  middleman  to  get  into  aiiear.  Watch* 
ing  his  opportunity,  while  the  man  was  in  Cork,  the 
agent  levied  a  distress  upon  his  goods,  and  seised  for 
the  rent.  His  wife  resisted,  and  was  committed  for 
assault ;  it  is  true  she  was  liberated  in  a  few  days,  but 
she  caught  the  fever  in  gaol,  and  communicated  it  to  her 
husband,  and  two  out  of  five  of  their  children  died  of 
the  pestilence.  Next  *'  gale"  day  the  poor  man  was 
totally  imable  to  meet  his  rent 

At  this  time,  the  potatoes  in  the  pit  outside  the  poor 
man's  house  were  distrained  on,  and  the  bailiffi  were 
watching  to  seize  him  for  the  costs  of  a  lawsuit  which 
Richards  had  drawn  him  into  in  the  extremity  of  his 
distress;  and  knowing  that  Mr.  Spencer  had  influence 
over  Richards,  who  still  acted  as  his  agent,  he  wrote  to 
him  the  particulars  of  his  case,  by  the  hand  of  Law- 
rence Macarthy.  Time,  however,  passed  on,  and  no 
answer  came  ;  for  days  and  nights  the  poor  man  lay 
out  amid  the  rocks  of  Glcnflesk,  and  the  fastnesses  of 
the  liigher  mountains. 

Abel  feared  Mr.  Spencer's  return  before  his  victim's 
ruin  was  thoroughly  accomplished,  and  with  the  sagacity 
of  a  demon  he  laid  a  trap  for  the  man.  He  caused  a 
report  to  be  circulated  through  the  outlawed  district, 
where  he  believed  he  was  concealed,  that  his  wife  was 
dead;  the  man  rushed  home,  was  tracked  by  the  bailiffi 
to  his  own  house,  but  had  time  to  bar  the  door — ^they 
dared  not  break  in !    But  the  middleman  was  not  to  be 
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Uffled;  he  add  to  the  bailiffi,  **  Starve  them  out;  suffer 
neither  bit  nor  sup  to  enter  the  house;  he  will  not  sec 
his  children  die." 

For  three  days  they  endured  famine ;  on  the  first, 
the7  had  a  few  cold  potatoes;  on  the  second,  nothing  ; 
an  the  third,  the  childr^i  cried  for  food,  and  the  mother 
lodrad  in  her  husband's  face.      As  the  evening  ad- 
vanced, the  door  opened  ;  the  man,  ghastly  and  despe- 
lite,  stood  armed  with  a  pitchfork  at  the  entrance  ;  he 
add  he  would  have  food  for  his  children,  and  the 
life  of  whoever  touched  him ;  the  bailiiSs  (there  were 
three),  it  might  be  they  feared,  it  might  be  they  pitied 
him,  but  they  sufiered  him  and  his  wife  to  drag  somo 
potatoes  from  the  store.     And  when  Abel  heard  it, 
he  knew  that  now  he  could  issue  a  criminal  warrant 
against  the  man  for  stealing  his  own  potatoes  !    He  pro- 
cured it;  but  its  execution  was  prevented  by  Mr. 
Spencer's  arrival.     If  ever  Ellen  Macdoimel  was  greeted 
as  an  angel,  it  was  then;  if  ever  she  was  cursed  by  a 
demon,  it  was  then.     It  was  well  known  that  she  had 
accelerated  Mr.  Spencer's  return;  it  was  believed  that 
Lawrence  Macarthy  commimicated  with   her  on  the 
subject  But  the  poor  man  was  saved  from  ruin,  while 
Abel  blandly   resigned  all  charge  of  Mr.   Spencer's 
rente,  declaring  that  however  xmworthy  he  believed  the 
'DMi  to  be,  he  was  but  too  happy  to  oblige  his  old 
"patron,"  by  proving  that  he  bore  him  no  ill-will  for 
his  obstinacy.     But  the  man  could  not — and  did  not — 
^get  his  dead  children ! 

Aiier  this  occurrence  it  amazed    many  tliat   Abel 
^^oudned  in  the  coimtry;  but,  strange  as  it  may  seem, 
VOL.  I.  K 
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he  was  countenanced  by  some  who  believed  the  pecH 
pie  in  axiay  against  him  '*  for  his  new  fiuth;"  he  WM 
still  the  '^sufiering  saint  of  the  South,"  ^^labour- 
ing in  an  unproductiYe  vinejraxdy"  sowing  leed  on 
stony-ground,  and  '^  among  thorns." 

It  may  seem  marvellous  to  those  who  have  happily 
never  mingled  with  the  uUreu  of  either  party,  modi 
less  of  both  parties,  in  Ireland,  how  such  a  man  could 
not  only  live,  but  proceed  in  a  course  of  woddly  piot* 
peiity — ^feared  by  some,  useful  to  many;  useful  beyond 
all  telling  to  those  who  required  the  utmost  penny  Sat 
their  land — ^yet  despised — hated— cursed ! — ^while  thie¥« 
ing,  thriving  I 

In  the  evil  days  of  which  we  write,  such  evil  men 
were  considered  necessary  to  the  thriftless  absentee; 
necessary  to  the  careless  fox-hunting,  daret-drinking 
squire,  willing  to  pay  a  middleman  for  beating  the 
curses  that  ought  to  have  fallen  on  himself. 

And  so  Abel  Richards  went  on — graq>ing  together 
large  sums  at  last;  yet  he  would  still  enter  the  widow's 
cabin,  and  if  she  could  not  pay  him  the  interest  of  the 
two  or  three  pounds  lent  to  her  husband  before  hia 
death,  he  would  pocket  the  eggs  laid  on  the  dresser 
for  market  day,  or  take  the  hanks  of  yam  off  the  peg, 
or  the  basket  of  chickens  from  the  eldest  girl — ^not  as 
a  ^'  set  ofT'  against  principal  or  interest;  oh,  no,  that 
would  be  mercy  and  justice,  and  Abel  Richards  knew 
neither;  but  as  a  present,  a  boon  for  hia  forbearance/ 
and  then  as  he  mounted  his  horse  he  would  fling  them 
a  tract  and  a  ^^  blessing."  He  never  distrained  an  utterly 
poor  man,  where  he  could  gain  nothing  by  it.    No; 
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of  duift  kind  he  contriyed  should  be  witaicsscs  to  his 
prtieaoe  and  dmntj:  but  like  a  fiend,  he  would  watch 
aid  wait  and  so  deq)oil  the  tenant  of  every  comfort — 
of  Ub  new  hat,  or  his  wijfe*s  shawl,  or  his  little  pig,  or 
Ids  Uve  of  bees — whenever  any  such  came:  nothing 
viali^ond  or  beneath,  too  high  or  too  low  for  his  grasp. 

Me.  Spencer  became  after  this,  his  last  absence  from 
Speaoa  Comt,  his  own  agent  and  his  own  steward; 
aid  thoa^  he  lacked  perseverance  and  energy,  he 
m  kind  and  conciliating— ^m/,  moreover,  which  is  the 
htt  iking  a  poor  Irishman  expects.  EDen,  whose 
laisd  was  older  than  her  years,  was  his  almoner,  and 
if  it  had  not  been  for  the  necessary,  though  frequently 
injudicious,  superintendence  of  Mrs.  Myler,  would  have 
been  as  happy  as  any  ungovemed  young  lady  could 
lisfe  wished  to  be. 

The  kindness  of  Dean  Graves,  and  the  afiection  of  his 
imghteis  preserved  Ellen  from  being  utterly  spoiled. 
To  Mr.  Spencer,  Ellen  Macdonncl  had  grown  from  a 
pbything  into  a  companion,  riding,  singing,  reading, 
and  reciting  with  him;  and  to  him,  as  was  most  needed, 
Ae  was  in  every  respect  a  fond,  a  most  aflfectionatc, 
if  not  altogether  a  very  obedient  child. 

During  the  five  years  that  Mr.  Spencer  survived  his 
^,  Ellen  Macdonnel's  clear  full  brow  would  have 
been  seldom  overcast,  but  for  the  love  she  bore  her 
brother,  who  was  never  noticed  by  her  protector. 
Master  Mat  had  become  so  completely  crazed,  on  the 
subject  of  concealed  treasure,  that  he  abandoned  his 
^cwhing  for  wandering,  and  his  pen  for  the  pickaxe  ; 
^  seldom  approached  the  school-house  for  weeks 
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together;  this  was  also  a  grief  to  her — ^her  wise,  her 
kind,  her  learned  Domine !    To  be  sure,  she  had  fiee 
access  to  his  small  store  of  books,  and  they  were  gene- 
rally speaking,  such  as  a  wild,  enthusiastic  girl  should 
not  have  made  her  companions.    Ellen,  however,  must 
be  known  as  she  really  was — a  creature  of  warm  aflbc- 
tions;  a  lover  of  all  things  appertaining  to  her  native 
coimtry,  which  she  believed  had  suffered  beneath  long 
ages  of  misrule;  earnest  and  hopeful;  determined,  rash, 
with  a  temper  quick  enough  to  be  called  "  violent"  by 
her  foes,  and  "  very  warm"  by  her  friends.    Her  position 
was  still  as  undefined,  as  undetermined  as  ever.     Some 
said  one  thing,  some  another.    The  neighbours  had  long 
discovered,  that  her  bright  chesnut  hair  was  the  colour 
that  Mrs.  Spencer's  might  have  been  in  her  youth;  that 
her  eyes— deep,  violet  eyes — ^resembled  those  of  poor 
Annie  Gumming;  that  her  large,  ftdl  brow,  was  like 
— ^nobody's  ;  but  her  nose  and  chin,  the  '*  very  moral** 
of  one  they  did  not  care  to  name.    Her  figure  was 
small,  considering  her  years;  more  active  than  graceful; 
and  her  movements,  at  times,  more  rapid  and  decisive, 
than  was  in  strict  accordance  with  good  breeding. 
But  Ellen's  greatest  charm,  was  the  varying  and  elo- 
quent expression  of  her  mobile  features ;  clear  or  sha- 
dowed, tearful,  or  smiling,  as  circumstances  touched  her 
heart  or  excited  her  imagination.    In  her  character, 
she  was  brightly  and  eminently  truthful;    not  feeling 
her  dependance,  as  an  English  girl  would  have  done; 
because  dependants  swarmed  aroimd  her^  without  con- 
sidering it  degradation,  or  being  insulted  in  a  poor 
country  because  of  their  poverty.    And  yet,  "  Nelly" 
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was  proud  as  a  piinoess ;   at  times,  exalted  by  the 
Ughest  spirits,  while  at  others,  she  sank  into  tears,  and 
a  despondence  akin  to  despair.    Her  natural  habits  and 
^spodtion  might  have  been  moulded  into  mental  beauty 
of  the  rarest  kind; — ^for  she  was  ^nerous  as  upright, 
and  braye  as  true;  while  her  intense  love  of  her  coun- 
try, exalted  her  character — as  patriotism,  apart  from  all 
woridly  and  personal  considerations,  must  ever  do. 

Ur.  Spencer  continued  to  live  undisturbed  at  Spencer 
Court — indifferent  to  rumours  that  occasionally  reached 
Km,  of  eva  doings  among  the  peasantry,  for  off  or  near 
It  band. 

StiD,  the  Whiteboy  outbreaks  were  becoming  more 
fiequent,  and  assuming  more  organised  and  determined 
fonns.  Several  gentlemen  quitted  the  neighbourhood; 
bttt  Mr.  Spencer's  want  of  energy  and  activity,  increas- 
ing with  his  prolonged  existence,  was  his  principal  safe- 
goaid;  he  became  also  more  kindly  and  good-humoured, 
^-Attributable,  and  perhaps  justly,  to  Ellen's  influence; 
ttd  shocked  some  of  the  high-pressure  people,  by  a 
dedaiation  that  he  was  convinced  the  lower  class  were 
not  evil  movers;  that  he  wondered  how  they  had 
knne  what  they  had  borne,  for  so  many  years ;  that 
Aor  endurance  was  exemplary,  and  that  disturbance 
*!Med  only  amongst  those  who  were  not  poverty- 
^cken.  He  muttered,  also,  something  which  sounded 
^  Kke  **  rights  of  the  people ;"  and  hinted  his 
<^on,  that  the  representative  of  a  certain  ancient 
^nifly  had  actually  committed  a  breach  of  the  peace  by 
Wjlring  down  his  own  coachman.  These  were  novel 
^octtines  in  those  days.    He  had  learned,  moreover, 
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wliat  tliingB  a  landlord  might  do,  and  what  tlungs  it 
-would  be  much  better  for  him  to  avoid.  Some  said  Us 
conduct  proceeded  from  love  of  the  people,  others,  that 
he  feared  for  himself;  and  many  wondered,  that  Mr. 
Graves  permitted  his  daughters  to  ccmipanion  so  much 
with  such  a  girl  as  Ellen  Macdonnel,  whom  nobody 
knew,  and  who  was  little  more  or  less  than  a  young  rebeL 

But  all  Mr.  Spencer's  plans  were  suddenly  over- 
turned— crushed — extinguished,  by  a  stroke  of  apo- 
plexy, which  terminated  fatally  in  a  few  hours.  A 
kindly  man  he  was,  without  any  of  the  higher  or  holiar 
objects  of  our  nature, — ^living  an  aimless  life;  yet  his 
funeral  was  "  mighty  grand."  His  heir  and  nephew, 
being  abroad,  did  not  hear  of  his  death  for  a  consider- 
able time  after  the  last  ''  palled  pageant"  had  &ded; 
and  did  not  visit  Ireland,  as  we  know,  until  aevenl 
months  after  the  "  melancholy  event." 

Some  said,  it  was  a  great  blot  on  the  memory  of 
the  "  Master  of  Spencer  Court,"  that  he  had  forgotten 
to  provide  for  a  child  of  his  adoption,  who  had  loved, 
and  tended,  and  cherished  him  as  a  parent.  His  wife 
had  bequeathed  her  to  his  care,  and  as  he  never  spoke 
of  bis  nephew  Edward  Spencer,  and  invariably  treated 
^^  dear  Nelly"  as  a  daughter,  and  during  the  last  months 
of  his  life,  always  mentioned  her  as  '^  his  niece;"  many 
expected  that  the  young,  favoured,  petted  creatme, 
woiild  have  been  provided  for  ;  but  at  the  last  "  poor 
Nelly"  was  forgotten, — ^left  upon  the  world  withont  a 
idiilling! 
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CHAPTER  IX, 

**THE    SICKNESS." 

AiKL  Richards  had  long  been  a  stranger  at  Spencer 
Court  Mrs.  Mjlcr,  though  ambitious  of  being  consi- 
dered ^  a  saint,"  was  of  late  8(»ncwhat  averse  to  be 
nckmed  one  of  Jas  saints;  and  though  she  could  per- 
ceive no  harm  in  much  that  her  late  master  and  Miss 
Blen  condenmed,  she  appeared  to  deem  herself  justi- 
fied in  hating  one  she  had  formerly  upheld  as  a 
martyr.  She  manifested,  therefore,  some  surprise  when, 
*  few  days  afler  Mr.  Spencer's  funeral,  Mr.  Richards, 
muumounced,  entered  her  little  parlour.  Haying 
<iered  a  few  words  of  condolence,  he  suddenly  in- 
fnied  for  Miss  Ellen. 

"  And  what  will  come  of  the  fine  yoimg  lady  now 
duit  her  fiaend  is  gone?  What  will  become  of  her 
*nr?  ahc's  too  fine  for  her  brother — and  for  service." 

•*  Service  I"  repeated  Mrs.  Myler,  looking  spitefiilly 
over  her  spectacles  at  the  place  where  Mr.  Richards 
ftood — ^for  he  had  risen  too  high  in  the  world  to  sit  in 
a  housekeeper's  room.  "  Service !"  she  screamed  forth 
sgain,  after  a  pause,  and  her  thin  angular  figure  dilated 


-*  J^ 


136  THE  WHITEBOY; 

and  trembled  with  bitter  indignation^  while  her  diaip 
purple nofieassumed  something  of  a  warm  dimsoii  tone 
from  the  heat  of  her  displeasure.  **  Servioe;»  Mr. 
Richards ! — and  what  right,  may  I  make  bould  to  ask, 
have  you,  or  the  likes  of  you,  to  cyen  mention  service 
to  Miss  Ellen  Macdonnel— or  any  thing  else  disparaging 
to  her." 

"  Why,  you  say  the  master  died^without  a  wilL" 

"Good,  Sir!"  answered  Mistress  Myler,  drawing 
back  her  head  with  a  jerk,  while  she  touched  the 
thumb  of  her  left  hand  with  the  forefinger  of  her  right, 
preparing  to  count  his  questions  and  her  own  replies. 

"  And  what's  to  keep  her?' 

"  I'd  be  sorry  to  make  an  old  fellow-sarvint  (as  for 
all  the  ring  on  yer  finger  and  a  silver-gilt  watch  in 
yer  fob,  I  must  still  count  you,  Mister  Richards),  Fd 
be  sorry  to  make  a  fellow-sarvint  and  a  fellow-sinner 
an  ill  answer — ^but  what's  that  to  you  ?"  and  she  looked 
in  a  steady  and  determined  manner  into  his  face. 

"Oh,  it's  nothing  to  me,  certainly,  but  bom  old 
regard  to  the  family." 

"Ah,  bathershin,  Abel  Richards!  Regard!  no 
wonder  my  head  is  gray,  thinking  of  the  wickedness  of 
the  world !  Regard  for  the  family,  inagh !  You  for- 
get all  I  know,  and  all  I  could  tell,  only  Td  scorn  it.** 

"  Really,  my  good  Mistress  Myler,  your  present  hu- 
mour is  most  imaccoimtable,  and  I  must  say,  imfitted 
for  the  time  when  you  ought  to  bear  a  chastened  and 
sobered  spirit.  I  inquired  after  the  young  woman's 
welfare." 

"  Who    do  you  call  yoimg  woman?'  interrupted 
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Mistress  Myler.  *'  I  mind  the  time  when  you  thought 
die  pleased  the  poor  misthress's  fancy,  that  you'd  go 
on  your  knees  fix>m  this  to  Cork,  to  fetch  her  arocking- 
hoise — young  woman,  indeed !" 

*^  I  am  sore,  Margaret,  I  have  heard  you  abuse  her 
up  and  down,  right  and  left,  so  that  as  the  saying  is, 
a  black  crow  wouldn't  look  the  road  she  went;  and 
now  you  fly  out  like  a  turkey-cock  at  a  civil  question. 
But  maybe  the  &tigue  has  taken  etEsct  upon  you,  my 
poor  woman,  and  you're  not  quite  yourself.  I  ought 
not  to  be^angry,  but  remember  your  fallen  state." 

"  I  scorn  yer  insinuations.  Sir !"  retorted  the  angry 
housekeeper.  ^*  My  lips  never  touched  glass  this  blessed 
day,  and  my  head's  as  dear  as  my  heart's  pure !" 

*'  Mi^uided  nnner !"  interrupted  Richards,  extend- 
ing his  arm  and  throwing  up  his  eyes. 

"  Look  here,"  she  exclaimed.  "  I  own  I  have  abused 
Miae  Ellen,  and  good  right  I  had — a  yoimg  witch, 
driying  the  world  through  Heaven's  windows  —  but 
whaVs  that  to  any  one?  She  was  part  of  the  house, 
and  I  had  as  good  a  right  to  fau't  her,  as  I  had  the 
nuttter  or  the  mistress;  but  no  one  else  shall  dare  to  do 
It,  when  Fm  to  the  fore;  and  as  to  what  she  has,  or 
what  she  hasn't,  it's  no  affidr  of  any  one's.  She'll  have 
enough  that's  honestly  come  by,  not  wrung  out  of  the 
starvation  of  the  poor,  or  moulded  with  the  dying 
cones  of  hungry  houseless  sinners !" 

**The  benighted  woman  is  gone  mad,"  muttered 
Abel  Richards,  while  his  hands  trembled  so  with  anger 
that  he  could  hardly  button  his  coat. 

"No!"  answered  Mistress  Myler,  "she  is  not — one 
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thing  or  another  has  brought  lier  to  her  senseB;'* 
idle  added  with  prophetic  giavity ,  diawii^  hciaclf  vf^ 
^thecoimtrj  atthis  blessed  moment  is  just  likealDetde 
on  the  bile — a  kettle  thai  will  bile  awaj  its  stKogdi 
into  the  fire,  hnt  in  so  doing  put  out  thejbie  thai  wei  U 
biling;  mind  thatj  Abel  Richards.  One  that  stirs  np  the 
poor  and  ignorant,  or  those  that  are  neidier  the  one 
nor  the  other,  into  mischief  or  pnts  stambHng  blodcs 
in  the  night  time  into  a  clear  path: — ^the  Lord  fbxgive 
them  their  mns !  and  those  who  remove  their  neighbom^B 
landmark — sure,  ytniU  saj  ^  Amen'  when  Isay  the  Land 
forgive  them  their  sins?  Well,  good  evening  to  70U, 
my  fine  gentleman !  it's  getting  late,  and  I  don't  Uime 
you  not  to  stay  out  after  nightfall;  Lawrence  Macarlhj'a 
a  fine  young  man  now,  with  the  mark  of  ymcr  shot  on 
the  third — the  lucky — ^finger  of  his  left  hand;  and  the 
&ction  has  a  strong  back  and  a  kmg  memcny,  and 
them  ejectments  are  freak  in  the  people's  heads.  Wdl, 
God  be  praised !  we  have  no  occasion  to  draw  a  befitk 
or  hinder  the  early  morning  air  coming  in — ^the  breath 
of  Grod's  blessing  it  is — ^by  shutting  the  windows  over 
night.  The  poor  gentleman  that's  now  in  his  grave — 
*  Mrs.  Myler,'  says  he,  *  never  heed  the  bolts;  thej 
n^er  rob;  if  they've  a  mind  to  nmrder,  bolts  won^ 
keep  them  out.'  That  was  a  true  word;  the  life  isn't 
worth  having  that  the  body  must  keep  watch  over  to  the 
destruction  of  its  own  peace.  Oh,  a  good  night.  Sir; 
if  the  bell  wasn't  broke  I'd  ring  for  one  to  let  yon  out; 
though  the  ways  of  the  house  aint  unknown  to  you.  I 
dare  say  the  young  gentleman  will  come  over  to  look 
after  things  himself  one  of  these  days." 
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no  longer,  but  with  an  inward  cane, 

wiudi  be  cloaked  beneath  a  Ueasing,  stomblod  his  way 

down  the  ataira  as  he  best  could;  starting  only  once,  as 

dtt  wind  finom  one  of  Mistress  Mjlcr's  fiiyouiite  aptn 

windows  agitated  the  cape  of  the  riding  cloak  which 

lb.  Spencer  would  need  no  more. 

Of  all  people  in  the  world  the  Irish  are  least  changed 
kj  the  porertj  of  their  superiors;  there  is  much  of 
OHtiiictiTe  diivalry  in  the  natural  character;  a  warm 
f^mpathy  with  the  poor  and  unfortimate — erer  bestow- 
ing tliat,  if  they  have  nothing  else  to  give. 

EDen  had  never  been  treated  with  so  much  respect 
nd  afieeticMi  by  the  servants  at  Spencer  Court,  as 
iriben  she  was  bdieved  to  be  firiendless  and  penniless; 
die  old  butler  laid  the  cloth  and  the  best  plate  for  her; 
^  groom,  who  had  many  a  time  grumbled  at  her 
hod  riding,  assured  her  the  horses  wanted  exercise; 
fte  gardener  cut  for  her  the  few  choice  flowers  that 
Rnudned;  and  die  provoked  the  wrath  of  Mrs.  Myler, 
Ij  steadily  refunng  the  presents  of  eggs  and  poultry 
^R&h  her  htmible  neighbours  brought  for  her  as 
&ee  gifts.  But  the  greatest  change  was  in  the  old 
iKwsdceeper^s  demeanour  towards  her,  "  Don't  be  down- 
hearted, dear,"  she  would  say,  "  and  let  the  past  go. 
1  tdl  you,  when  the  master  comes  over,  he'll  find  what 
I  Aj  is  true;  every  thing,  he  said  in  his  letter,  is  to  re- 
iBtiii  as  it  is;  so  make  yourself  asy,  dear." 

Yet  nothing  could  remove  the  weight  from  poor 
Bleii's  heart.  Whatever  people  might  say,  she  found 
keredf  powerless,  where  for  the  last  five  years  she  had 
Iwen  power&l — craving  for  independence,  yet  shrinking 
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from  obtaining  it  by  any  species  of  servitade,  whicli 
in  Ireland  is  always  considered  dependance.  She  knew 
a  great  deal,  but  nothing  perfectly:  natural  talentf 
she  possessed  to  admiration;  a  voice  of  exceeding 
beauty  and  an  ear  of  undcviating  truth  and  purify 
she  had  cultivated  only  as  a  means  of  amusement; 
Dean  Graves  and  his  daughters  were  away;  so  she 
had  no  counsellors.  A  deep  and  ahnost  absorbing 
anxiety  for  her  brother,  as  dear  as  he  was  dangerous, 
was  mingled  with  her  every  thought;  plans  or  pro* 
jects,  she  had  none.  It  was  true  the  heir  of  Spencer 
Court  had  desired  that  all  things  might  go  on  as 
usual  until  he  was  able  to  visit  Ireland;  but  Ellen 
loathed  the  idea  of  an  Englishman  having  power 
there,  and  resolved,  go  where  she  would,  to  leave  the 
place  before  his  arrival  These  various  and  contend- 
ing feelings  wrought  upon  her  to  such  a  degree,  that 
a  violent  illness  was  the  consequence;  so  complicated 
and  severe  it  was,  that  the  housekeeper  thought  there 
would  be  another  funeral;  but  this  violent  attack 
cemented  more  strongly  the  freshly  developed  love 
she  bore  the  young  and  lonely  girl;  it  was  a  drawing 
out  of  her  nature,  her  Irish  nature,  that  developed 
the  sweetness  concealed  by  the  rough-coated  nut. 
Ellen  lay  down  on  her  bed  of  sickness  a  wild,  rebellious- 
hearted  girl,  rebellious  against  God's  will;  but  the  woe 
and  wearing  of  weeks,  continuing  into  months,  sobered 
and  softened  her;  and  when  she  began  to  recover  her 
strength,  it  was  to  hear  that  not  only  starvation,  but  a 
fierce  and  pestilent  fever  was  raging  all  around  them. 
The  winter  had  been  bitter  and  severe,  the  spring  wet 
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and  dreaiy,  the  summer  cold;  the  ever  recurring  trouble 
was  life — ^for  the  old  potatoes  were  exhausted,  the  new 
ones  not  come  in;  discontent  and  disafiection  prevailed, 
while  scores  were  lying  and  dying  of  the  pestilence. 
This  state  of  things  in  a  comparatively  milder  de- 
gree,  was  neither  new  nor  unconunon;  but  previously, 
she  had  had  the  means  of  alleviating  the  misery  which 
DO  individual  fortune  could  remove.  Now,  she  could 
do  little  but  weep.  Whatever  feeling  Mrs.  Mylcr  had 
(her  position  rendering  her  griping,  while  her  nature 
iiidined  to  kindness),  seemed  absorbed  by  EUcn;  nor 
was  it  until  two  of  the  domestics  of  Spencer  Court 
were  seized  and  sacrificed  by  the  ''  sickness,"  that  the 
housekeeper  awoke  to  its  danger.  *'  It  was  shocking," 
die  said,  **  to  have  it  coming  like  a  wild  baste  into 
gendemen's  houses;  all  the  fault  of  the  quality  not 
heing  there  to  keep  it  out." 

When  Ellen  gained  a  little  bodily  strength,  it  would 
have  needed  more  powerful  authority  than  Mrs.  Myler's 
to  keep  her  from  her  old  haunts;  first  she  crept,  tree 
by  tree,  along  the  lonely  avenue,  until  she  reached  the 
gate-house;  here  a  sheet  steeped  in  lime  and  hung 
wroflg  the  door,  would  have  been  a  sufficient  intimation 
Dot  to  enter,  to  any  one  who  knew  what  fear  of  conta- 
gion was;  but  Ellen  put  it  aside,  and  saw  the  living 
child  on  the  breast  of  the  dead  mother;  while  the  father 
^as  sitting,  shivering  and  ghastly,  beside  *'  the  hob" 
^here  the  fire  used  to  bum  so  brightly,  his  fingers  ex- 
panded over  the  smouldering  embers  of  the  **  powdery" 
^,  that  here  and  there  emitted  fa  glaring  spark,  as 
4e  breeze  firom  the  door  stirred  the  soft  ashes.     He 
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looked  aty  but  did  not  know  her,  thosg^  be  \nm 
that  death  was  his  companion  then — for  gxoaoB 
mental  anguish,  sterner  and  deeper  than  ever  ap« 
from  mere  pain,  shook  hia  frame  even  moie  strosD^ 
than  the  disease  beneath  which  he  was  sinking.  S 
child  dropt  its  mother's  breast,  and  looking  up  to  EU 
stretched  out  its  arms  towards  her. 

*^  m  take  it,  Miss;  the  sickness  is  oyer  me,  so  I  am 
have  it,"  said  the  eldest  girl,  whcnn  she  had  not  pv^ 
ously  perceiyed,  and  the  pale  creature  staggered  to  -* 
bed;  ^^mother's  quite  dead  now — quite  dead:  fiidu 
mother's  gone— <^lean— dean  gone  fiK>m  us.  Oh,  &th0i 
jewel !  cry— cry,  and  it  will  ease  yer  heart  He*8  nefc 
shed  a  tear,  Miss,  since  my  brothers  war  buried."  9» 
placed  the  child  across  his  arms,  and  wailed  ool 
"  Mother's  gone — smother's  gone." 

This  recalled  the  man;  he  strained  the  infant  coo 
vulsiyely  to  his  heart,  turned  his  dow,  meaningki 
gaze  towards  the  bed,  and  uttered  a  scream,  full  of  sob 
ringing  horror  and  despair,  that  Ellen  coyered  her  eaa 
with  her  liands,  and  rushed  out  of  the  lodge.  For  son 
minutes  she  leaned  against  a  pillar  of  the  ayenue  gafci 
It  is  astonishing  how  rapidly  things  fall  to  decay  in  In 
land;  seldom  is  a  nail  replaced,  until  the  hinge  drops  d 
or  a  stone  put  back,  until  the  wall  breaks  down;  £3k 
was,  therefore,  hardly  surprised  when  the  hasp  of  tfa 
gate  came  off  in  her  hand,  and  the  remaining  hing 
hung  on,  in  sulky  indifference,  by  a  single  screw.  Tl 
dog,  half  cur,  half  hound,  who  used  to  bark  with  sac 
earnest  vehemence  if  that  gate  were  touched  by  any  bv 
his  master  and  mistress,  came  out, — ^the  shadow  of  hi 
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i^noer  self;  his  long  tail,  uncurled  and  draggling,  his 

billies  irfirlring  out,  and  his  eyes  glased.     The  animal 

i^lhd  nqp  to,  and  smelt  at  her  feet  and  dress ;  then, 

Tlwing  1^  ili  gaunt  head,  uttered  a  sharp  bark  followed 

hf  a  jeH,  80  unlike. his  usual  inquiring  and  insulting 

tameSj  that  Ellen  laid  her  hand  on  the  head  of  her  own 

<tely  dog,  to  prevent  his  diqileasure  from  falling  on 

Aft  author  of  such  unearthly  sounds.    The  yell,  mingled 

with  the  damp,  chill  air,  which  the  rays  of  the  sun 

fcOed  to  warm,  seemed  to  ring  in  her  ears  after  the 

Ottfcme  had  crept  away  within  the  sheet.    Yet,  as  she 

looked  tluough  the  bars,  upon  the  green  sloping  fields, — 

&e  mer  brightening  and  dancing  in  the  valley,  while 

hjood,  the  eflSbct  of  the  light  and  clouds  threw  varied 

ad  ever  changing  tints  upon  the  mountains, — ^her  spirit 

Mmoed  its  elastici^ ;  and  a  gush  of  thankfiilness  to 

God  tibat  she  was  again  able  to  walk  forth  amid  the 

benrtj  of  her  own  land,  cheered  her,  with  a  rapidity 

vUch  only  youth,  and  Irish  youth,  can  know.     She 

lodied  ofen  the  gate,  and  after  walking  a  few  yards, 

catered  the  little  court  leading  to  the  schoolhouse. 

Weeds  had  grown  up  between  the  flint  stones  that 
Pirod  the  entrance — small,  stubborn,  rag  weed,  and 
4e  sippy,  staring  dandcUon,  the  pushing,  intrusive 
wes  of  the  rude  nettle,  and  tufts  of  rank,  spiry  grass ; 
^  woodbine  hung  loosely  and  trailed  from  the  broken 
tieDioe;  and  in  the  very  cup  of  die  waterspout,  not  too 
%i  for  her  hand  to  reach,  a  robin  had  built  its  nest. 
•^  the  noise  of  raising  the  lateh,  four  sturdy  young  birds 
*<^down  on  her,  poking  out  their  heads,  and  ruffling 
^  twisting  in  their  habitation — as  if  undetermined 
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whether  they  should  wage  war  with  the  intmdery 
trust  to  their  stout  pinions  and  fly  away.  How  diiX: 
the  room  felt !  not  dosoy  however,  for  the  opposite  djc 
leading  into  the  little  garden  must  have  been  open  i 
some  weeks;  weeds  had  grown  up  around  it— dax 
tall  weeds;  a  large  yellow  frog  had  been  squattang*  < 
the  hearth-stone,  and  with  its^  stony  eyes,  and  blootc 
sides,  slouched  heavily  away  as  Ellen  entered.  CridDe^ 
were  lying  dead  among  turf  ashes.  The  cupbooid 
where  the  boys  ought  to  have  kept  their  slates,  bnP 
where  Master  Mat  stored  away  lus  *' eatables"  iM^ 
former  days,  and  which  had  been  full  of  little,  fiil^ 
frisking  mice,  whom  he  could  never  bear  to  deatcoj^p 
was  open,  and  silent  The  blackbird — ^the  sweet  scm^ 
bird,  diat  whistled  his  wandering  master  up  many  a 
morning  at  daybreak,  had  died  of  starvation ;  his  yellow 
bill  hanging  over  the  broken  blue  tea-cup,  that  once 
contained  its  food.  The  long  tables  looked  like  spectres 
of  fir  and  deal.  The  books — thumbed,  worn,  "  Voeters,*' 
and  "  Goughs,"  and  "  Read-a-made-eaays,'*  with  here 
and  there  a  sly  '*  Freency's  Adventures,"  "  Valentim 
and  Orson,"  or  '*  The  Adventures  of  Redmond  Ollan- 
Ion,"  more  thumbed,  more  dirty  than  any  of  the  others- 
were  damp  and  mildewed;  some  piled  up,  others  wen 
scattered  on  the  floor.  Ellen  walked  into  the  kitchen 
where  Mr.  Spencer  had  ordered  that  an  old  womai 
should  live,  to  look  after  the  house,  and  cook  "  thu 
master's"  simple  meals;  there^  the  desolation  was  greatei 
than  elsewhere.  She  called,  **  Molly — ^MoUy  Geary  V 
The  spiders  ran  along  their  huge  webs,  or  crouched  in  the 
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centre  of  the  filmy  architecture,  astonished  and  terrified 
at  the  Oration  of  a  human  voice. 

There  was  no  other  indication  that  her  summons  had 
been  heard ;  with  a  heart  sickened  and  fainting,  as 
npidly  as  it  had  been  refireshed,  Ellen  passed  into  the 
garden.    A  boy  was  grubbing  up  a  potato  plot  which 
bad  been  already  despoiled  of  the  young  growth  of 
potatoes — ^hardly  so  big  as  hazel-nuts.     He  .was  de- 
^^ouiii^  every  one  he  coidd  find;  his  rags  hung  on  his 
flkdeton  limbs  ;  he  started,  and  would  have  run  away, 
when  he  saw  her;  but  she  called  the  half-idiot  child  by 
his  "nick-name,"  Hatty;  and  then  he  ran  half  crying, 
ud  crouching  to  her,  like  a  whipped  dog. 
"Hatty,  where  is  old  Molly  gone?' 
"  Purgatory,"  said  the  child. 
"What,  deadr 
"  Ou,  ay,  long  agonc !" 

"And  where's  James,  Master  Mat's  little  foreman?" 
**Run  away  fi:om  de  feaver;  but  dey  say  it  overtuck 
Irim  on  dc  road  to  Cork — and  he's  dead;  so  dey  say; 
ttd  Hatty's  glad.     He  hot   me   once — me!    Hatty 
O'DriscoU   wid    de   Skibeereen   blood    of   de    Reddy 
vDriscoll  in  mee  veins — and  he  only  Jimmy  White. 
All,  death  cot  him ! — hurroo !" 
"Are — are  there  any  more  dead,  Hatty?" 
"  Ou,  ay,  powers  o'  people — ^yet  de  food's  none  dc 
plcntyer  I     Ye  look  as  if  ye  oughtn't  to  be  alive  yerself, 
iliae.    Dead !    Bedad  dey 're  all  dead— dey  war  starved 
fot — and  den  de  feaver.     Timmy  and  little  Anty,  and 
Mary  Moore,  dey 're  dead;  and  Molly  Bawn,  and  her 
Sttter  Essy,  and  Jim   Coyle — no,   Jim's  alive — and 

VOL.  I.  L 
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Bobby  Macheafi^ — no,  de  bieath*8  in  him  yet.  I  wsnt 
his  waistcoat,  Miss  Ellen;  so  I  watches  where  he's  lyings 
and  giye  him  a  drink  o'  wather;  but  he  can't  last^  and 
den,  hurroo !  Hatty  'U  have  de  waistcoat  I" 

Sickened  and  disgusted,  Ellen  gave  the  boy  some 
halfpence,  and  told  him  to  go  to  Mis.  Courtney's  shop, 
and  buy  a  weight  of  potatoes,  or  some  bread. 

*'  Mrs.  Courtney's  funeral's  just  gone  up  de  hill;  but 
some  one  else  will  gi'  me  de  bread — good  luck  to 
ye!  White  bread  and  sweet  milk  for  Hatty  O'Dris- 
coll;  hurroo,  white  bread  and  sweet  milk  for  Hat^ 
O'DriscollI"  and  the  creature,  half  fiend  half  fool, 
bounded  away — ^his  rags  and  long  tangled  hair  whftlriiig 
with  every  movement.  Ellen  looked  around  her,  and 
could  hardly  credit  the  evidence  of  her  senses.  Mrs. 
Myler  had  withheld  from  her,  with  a  kindly  feeling, 
every  thing  she  could  that  was  of  a  painful  nature;  at 
last,  she  had  become  so  accustomed  to  the  disease  and  its 
results,  that  she  ceased  to  think  of  its  horrors,  as  horrors; 
and  Ellen  imagined  that  the  starvation  and  fever  of  the 
miserably  memorable  year  of  1821-2,  were  not  worse 
than  the  starvations  and  fevers  which,  more  or  less,  had 
visited  the  country  on  former  occasions.  A  cold  shiver- 
ing crept  through  her  frame  as  she  observed  the  cabins, 
one  by  one,  that  were  scattered  through  the  glen,  and 
saw  how  few  signs  of  life  were  moving  about  them ;  the 
tell-tale  smoke  did  not  arise  from  more  than  two  or  three. 
About  a  dozen  people  were  assembled  round  a  door, 
waiting  to  attend  one  of  their  friends  to  his  last  home; 
poor  spectral-looking  creatures  escaped  for  a  little  from 
the  starvation  which,  if  it  continued  much  longer,  must 
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ofertike  themwelYea.  At  the  door  of  another  cabin  a 
woman  was  crouched,  clapping  her  hands  and  keening 
nolendj,  for  EUen  heard  the  wail  loading  the  air  with 
80IIOW.  In  seyeral  places,  on  the  *'  sheltered  side  of 
Ike  ditch,"  the  crossing  of  poles,  and  outspreading  of  a 
coat  <Hr  doak,  a  patched  quilt,  or  a  blanket,  showed  that 
the  wanderer,  who  had  no  home,  had  laid  down  there 
to  recover,  or  to  die,  as  it  pleased  God;  those  who 
feared  to  admit  him  into  their  own  homes  having  done 
irimt  they  could  to  protect  him  from  the  weather. 

Within  sight,  was  the  dwelling — ^half  farm-house,  half 
iomething  better— of  Abel  Richards,  surrounded  by 
bong  of  vaiious  heights  and  proportions,  built  as  they 
▼ere  req[uired;  stacks  of  grain,  piles  of  turf,  "duty 
tmf;"  and  in  the  fields  beyond,  were  potato  pits,  ridged 
out— all  the  elements  of  life,  preserved  imtouched  amid 
a  starving  people,  who  said  that  Abel  had  gone  over  to 
England  for  a  while,  in  the  time  of  famine,  lest  he 
iidght  be  induced  to  sell  at  a  somewhat  cheaper  rate ;  not 
by  any  motive  of  humanity,  but  by — they  hardly  knew 
▼hat  If  any  thing  could  have  made  Ellen  arraign  the 
justice  of  HiH,  who  is  justice,  it  would  have  been  the 
aspect  of  fatness  and  abundance  of  that  bad  man's 
homestead  at  such  a  time.  Yet  the  man  they  hated 
they  had  scorned  to  rob.  His  bams  continued  full; 
his  sheep  fed  untouched  upon  the  moimtains. 

£Uen  sunk  upon  the  broken  remains  of  a  rustic  seat, 
^  buiBt  into  a  violent  flood  of  tears.  She  could  not 
tdl,  and  did  not  think,  how  long  she  had  wept;  but 
'^  attention  was  roused  by  the  violent  motions  of 

l2 
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Bran,  who  sprang  about  in  strong  joj,  at  somethi: 
which  had  given  him  pleasure. 

She  looked  up,  and  saw  the  very  person  whom  a 
most  wished  to  see,  and  yet  felt  she  ought  most 
avoid  ;  one,  whom  though  she  tenderly  loved,  she  fa 
not  of  late  approved : — ^it  was  Lawrence  Macarthy. 

**  Ellen— dear  Ellen !  how  is  this — ^why,  you  are  wo 
than  I  expected,  the  shadow  of  yourself!''  he  exclaim* 
"  No,  this  is  no  time  to  turn  away  fiom  me,  wb 
death,  and  misery  worse  than  death,  is  all  about 
What  have  I  done  to  merit  this?  and  how,"  he  ad<L« 
passionately,  '*  how  can  you  be  so  weak,  as  to  credit  * 
false  tales  of  lips  to  which  truth  is  unknown  ?'  EL 
continued  weeping,  but  did  not  extend  her  hand. 
her  brother;  the  young  man,  much  moved  by  her  c 
dent  distress,  leaned  upon  his  gim,  and  gazed  on  he^ 
silence.  He  was  not  as  old  by  several  years  as  he  - 
peared ;  for  a  habit  of  command  over  every  thing  1 
self,  and  constant  exposure  to  sun  and  wind,  hadagedb 
much,  so  that  Lawrence  Macarthy,  at  two-and-twen 
looked  at  least  four  years  older.  His  person  had  beco 
a  model  of  strengtli  and  beauty,  so  firm  set,  and  acti 
yet  withal  so  muscular,  that  few  would  have  cared  to  ' 
their  powers  with  him  in  a  wrestle  for  life  or  death.  I 
carriage  was  remarkably  free,  erect,  and  careless,  with, 
air  of  too  much  defiance  to  belong  to  a  man  of  peaceal 
habits.  His  deep-set  eyes  might  have  been  thoug 
black;  but  they  were  gray,  shaded  by  thick,  and  loi 
eyelashes  of  such  exceeding  beauty,  that  they  gave 
softness,  and  at  times,  a  sweetness  to  their  expresaio 
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f         --«udi  «  might  have  become  a  woman  better  than  a 

-^^^aii;  Jiis  eyebrows,  were  straiglit  to  severity;  his  brow 

'^^  bold,  broad,  and  massive;  his  nose,  thick,  and  the 

^^^^eteO,  proud  and  swelling;  the  upper  lip,  in  general  so 

6^:^eroa8  a  mistake  in  our  national  physiognomy,  was 

^«XtMt  and  curved  ;  but  the  mouth  was  large,  and  the 

^^^^ttdes  were  loose  and  flexible — an  eloquent,  rather  than 

^   powerful  or  determined  mouth;  it  was  a  mouth  which 

feared  would  hardly  give  forth  in  fitting  language 

high  imaginings  of  a  rich  and  fertile  mind.   The  chin 

mouth  harmonised  well;  they  were,  if  not  sen- 

^I3al,  It  least  lovers  of  pleasure.     Mask  the  upper  portion 

^>f  the  fiwse,  and  you  would  conjecture  that  the  lower 

^>eloiiged  to  a  voluptuary;  conceal  the  lower,  and  you 

«d  the  index  of  a  hero.   At  the  button-hole  of  his  dark 

©€m  shooting-jacket,   himg   an    old-fashioned   silver 

"^iistle;  his  shot-belt,  was  fastened  by  a  broad  buckle  of 

^e  same  metal;  and  his  powder-horn,  richly  mounted, 

S«ttered  in  the  sun.     It  was  evident,  that  Lawrence, 

^  the  glensmen  said,  "  took  pride  out  of  his  rifle." 

"*^e  his  other  accoutrements,  it  was  old-fashioned,  and 

^f  foreign  make;  but  it  was  bright  and  polished;  the 

*ock  and  mountings  were  of  exquisite  workmanship; 

^e  barrel  was  long,  and  smooth  enough  to  joy  the  heart 

^f  a  Red  Indian. 

We  have  written,  that  he  leaned  upon  liis  gun ;  but 

*ie  loved  it  too  much  to  leari  upon  it ;  it  rested  on  the 

S^und,  and  he  clasped  it  lovingly  within  his  palms — 

^  a  treasure  or  a  friend.     There  was  nothing,  save  his 

^tural  bearing  and  these  implements  of  the  chase,  to 

^*^guish  Lawrence  Macarthy  from  the  half  clas: 
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neiih^  gentleman  nor  fanner ;  Mb  shootiiig -jacket  was 
worn  threadbare,  and  the  other  portiona  of  hia  diem  wero 
those  of  an  ordinary  peasant.  Although  always  aooomp«* 
niedbyoneor  two  dogs,  he  was  too  proud  to  ask  leave  to 
ahoot  on  any  domain — ^taking  the  wild  and  distant  mcfonr 
tains  and  lakes,  as  his  sporting  ground.  And  yet,  more 
particularly  during  the  preceding  eighteen  months  or  two 
years,  the  neighbouring  gentry  passed  him  with  scaioely 
a  recognition;  he  was  as  ready  to  return  their  haughty 
stare,  as  they  were  to  bestow  it.  His  want  of  popularity 
with  the  higher — the  dominant  class — ^was  amply  com- 
pensated by  tlie  devotion  of  the  *'  CJottiers,"  Eyeiy 
houseless  man,  every  homeless  woman,  every  bare-l^ged 
boy,  and  ragged  girl,  blessed  Iiim ;  the  very  beggars,  as 
he  passed,  let  tlieir  outstretched  hands  drop  by  their 
sides,  whispering,  one  to  another,  "  Sure  well  not  lei  oHj 
it's  begging  we  are,  to  him^  for  it  would  scald  his  heart 
to  have  nothing  to  give;''  and  instead  of  the  usual 
imploring  words,  and  more  imploring  tones,  wished 
him  "  a  fresh  blessing,"  "  a  power  of  good  luck,"  "  the 
top  of  the  morning,"  or  some  more  deep  and  hearty 
prayer,  in  a  voice  as  cheerful,  as  if  they  knew  no  sorrow; 
these  greetings  he  failed  not  to  return. 

Ellen  still  continued  to  weep,  and  he  to  look  at  her^ 
imtil,  it  might  be,  the  sun  shone  too  fiercely  in  his  eyes; 
certainly  tears  gathered  there,  and  (for  he  scorned 
them  too  much  to  wipe  them  away)  hung  upon  the 
long  lashes. 

"  I  see  how  it  is,"  he  said,  at  last,  "  you  believe  all 
you  hear  against  me,  ay,  and  maybe,  in  your  own 
mind  add  to  it — " 
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St2I  EDea  Macdonnel  made  no  answer. 
**Iaa!i  h  enough  to  have  starvation  and  contention 
akoid,  widioat  letting  them  fbroe  £rom  eveij  cup  the 
ntlly  null  drop  of  sweetness,  the  sweetness  of  nSko- 
tuB  left  us  in  this  land  of  skveiy?"  he  continued. 

''God  knows  it  is,"  monnured  Ellen,  ''and  Grod 
bows  how  bitterly  I  feel  Mof— desolate  as  I  am.** 

''Ajy  EDen^  that  is  of  a  piece  with  every  thing  else 
Alt  is  done  by  the  rich  for  the  poor  in  onr  country; 
dieir  charity  is  to  use  not  to  succour;  that  black-hearted, 
bigoted  b^gar,  Richards,  used  to  cast  up  his  eyes  and 
tdlk  of  his  angel  lady's  charity  in  bringing  up  a  east- 
ern^. By — ^if  I  had  been  a  man  when  he  called  you 
Aatf  he  should  not  have  lived  to  say  it  again;  and  as  it 
is,  my  debts  to  him  are  not  yet  discharged." 

'^Huflhr  said  Ellen,  "there  is  too  much  death 
tnond  us  to  talk  of  vengeance ;  the  Lord  has  taken  ven- 
ganoe  into  his  own  hands." 

**It  has  fidlen  on  the  innocent  then,"  he  said,  with  a 

fierce,  proud  look.   "  The  rich  have  either  fled  the  pesti- 

knoe,  or  fortify  themselves  within  their  houses,  doling 

Otttcharity  with  hands  palsied  in  returning  pence,  but 

^ve  in  taking  poimds;  like  the  cold,  proud  woman, 

^U)Be  fimeral  almost  cost  me  my  life.     Pbtir  yoimg, 

oright  &oe  was  a  sunbeam  in  her  house,   you  went 

dnoad  among  the  poor,  and  came  back  laden  with 

ble&iiigB  that  reflected  upon  her,  and  what  did  she  do 

to  one  she  was  bound  to  cherish?     She  left  you  to  her 

lunbgnd — and  he — ader  letting  you  grow  up  a  woman, 

tke  migtress  of  his  house — ^leaves  you  to — Oh,  Ellen ! 

hitter  is  such  nurture — accursed  such  protection." 
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'^  Stop,  Lawrence,"  she  exclaimed,  ^^  can  you  wonder 
that  I  will  not  hear  you?  It  is  many  months  since  we 
met,  you  know  how  much  I  loved  the  only  parents 
I  have  ever  known,  and  yet  you  seem  to  think  it  will 
pleasure  me  to  insult  them  in  their  grav^  Oh,  cant 
you  wonder,  I  again  ask  you — that  I  will  not  hear 
you?* 

'*  A  very  little  time  ago,  Ellen,"  he  sidd,  "  and  your 
mind  was  as  free  as  my  own;  you  rose,  though  not  more 
than  a  child,  against  the  bigotry  and  intolerance  of  that 
proud  woman.  You  saw  clearly — you  felt  keenly — ^you 
were  all  but  saved — ^you  loved  your  country,  as  an  Iiiah 
woman  ought  to  love  it.  I  have  seen  your  lips  blush 
scarlet  with  indignation,  when  you  cursed  those  in- 
vaders, heart  and  soul." 

"  Then  God  pardon  me  if  I  did,  Lawrence.  What 
right  had  I  to  curse — I,  who  have  no  power  to  bless ! 
I  do  not  love  my  country  less  than  I  did,  but  far  more 
— my  own  sufferings  have  taught  me  more  keenly  to 
feel  hers.  When  Mrs.  Spencer  lived,  I  o\vn  I  rebelled 
against  her  bigotry  and  injustice;  but  surely,  if  men 
such  as  her  husband  possessed  the  land,  we  should  have 
nothing  to  complain  of." 

"  Hear  tliis !"  he  exclaimed,  with  a  bitter  oath,  "  did 
I  ever  think  to  hear  you  say  such  wretched  words  as 
these  ?  Have  you  forgotten  what  we  have  read  together 
— the  injuries  and  oppressions  of  centuries?  Have  you 
forgotten  what  we  have  seen — ^the  rise  of  rents,  the 
exaction  of  heretic  tithes?  Have  you  forgotten  the 
infliction  of  martial  law,  and  insurrection  acts?  Have 
you  forgotten  the  tithe  book?  the  Protestant  grazier 
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ptjingaodung  for  the  land  that  fattens  his  cattle  for 
the  Engliflh  market;  while  the  poor  Catholic  who  raises 
fire  acTOB  of  com — three  for  market  and  two  for  his 
own  support — ^is  obliged  out  of  this  to  pay  the  priest 
md  tlie  minister?  Have  jou  forgotten  Abel  Richards 
nd  the  i^onwiy  auif^ 

"No,  Lawrence/'  she  answered.  "Nor  have  I  for- 
gotten the  good  old  man  who  saved  the  poor  man's 
iaaij;  though  I  see  you  have  forgotten  that  he  and  I 
mofthefiiith  you  would  blacken  and  falsify."  But 
he  heeded  her  not — ^he  was  lashing  himself  into  a 
finjt  and  Ellen  was  unable  to  quell  the  storm.  He  con- 
tisoed,  *'  Even  lately,  when  the  sickness  has  been  stalk- 
ing through  the  coimtry,  the  usual  tithe  has  been  en- 
faoed  for  the  rotten  potato;  the  tithe  proctor  and 
driver  take  advantage  of  the  famine,  bring  up  the  rear 
of  Almighty  vengeance,  and  become  in  their  own 
posons  the  last  great  scourge  of  the  husbandman.*' 

"  Dean  Graves  has  not  done  this,"  said  Ellen,  gently. 

"Because  he  is  afraid — " 

"  He  is  out  of  the  country,  why  should  he  fear?" 

"  I  tell  you  nothing  but  FEAR  makes  them  human ! 
ft)  I  not  know  them  all?  and  before  long  they  shall 
W  cause  for  fear.  There's  hardly  a  man — there  is 
^  tme-hearted  man  in  the  South — who  is  not  a 
"  HTTEBOY.  Believe  me,  we  shall  have  foreign  help 
wwelL  Rouse,  Ellen — ^rouse  and  work — as  you  once 
pwniised  to  do — our  standard  !  the  Harp — free  to 
*wmd,  with  no  crown  to  crush  her  full  gush  of  melody; 
4e  motto ! — ^the  wreath  of  mingled  laurel  and  shamrock. 
^  fever,  this  famine,  have  roused  those  that  liave 
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heea  ^Hured;  and  Enghnd^  insollbig  our  ooimtzy,  by 
soficitmg  food,  begging  it,  for '  the  slarviiiglziflli,'  send- 
ing ns  back  our  omi  meal  and  potatoes,  thmt  nerer 
ifoold  have  left  onr  shores  but  fisr  her  base  gold- 
sending  them  back  to  'the  starving  JnA^*  and  then 
oongiatulating  heiself  on  her  chari^.  Does  a  mother 
talk  of  charily  when  she  feeds  her  child?' 

'*  Lawrence  T  said  EDen,  anxious  to  divert  his  ndnd, 
and  she  looked  steadily  at  the  ezdted  and  panting 
man  who  stood  before  her.  ^^  Lawrence !  there  is  some* 
thing  more  than  nsoal  stirring,  to  excite  you  thusL 
What  new  project  have  you  moved  in?' 

'^  It  is  not  new,  Ellen.  When  has  it  been  new  for 
the  worm  to  torn?' 

'*  Oh !"  she  answered,  ^*  if  I  could  but  see  a  chance 
of  the  independence  of  my  country— a  chance  of  her 
not  only  gaining  but  betainino  independence— I 
would  die  to  achieve  it — die,  to  render  it  a  country  in- 
stead of  a  province;  but  the  imavailing  struggles  of 
the  past  rise  before  me — ^the  rapine,  and  murder,  and 
distress,  and  perfidy,  diat  have  followed  each  successive 
struggle — ^the  imworthy  purposes  which  have  actuated 
some,  and  the  base  gold  by  which  others  have  been 
bought — the  want  of  means— of  training ** 

The  impatience  of  Lawrence  Macarthy  could  brook 
no  more,  and  he  interrupted  her — *'  None  know  better 
than  you,  Ellen,  blind  as  you  have  been  to  the  devo* 
tion  of  one  who  honoured  you  by  his  love,  how  ably 
he  has  trained,  and  how  well  he  has  provided  means 
we  never  had  bdfore." 

In  a  moment  Ellen's  cheek  flushed. 
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^l  know  what  he  nys  aod  thinkB,"  she  replied; 
"snd  I  am  oertain  he  believes  his  own  statements;  but, 
isltoldyoa  before,  and  as  I  told  him  in  the  brief  in- 
teniewB  when,  ignorant  alike  of  his  political  views  and 
tbeftdmg  he  most  imfbrtmiately  entertained  towards 
Be,  my  dear  imcle  received  him  at  Spencer  Court,  I 
told  him  then,  that  though  he  had  motives,  he  had 
BO  meiiis.  One  individual  cannot  organise  a  whole 
people;  and  the  last  time  I  saw  you  together,  it  seemed 
to  me  that  hope  was  the  only  aid  you  had  received 
im  the  stranger.  They  may  hand  the  dagger  to  you; 
hit  when  the  time  comes,  they  fail   to  draw  the 

^'Do  you  think  if  he  was  not  certain  of  success, 
he  would  have  abandoned  his  high  pofiition  to  organise 
u?*  inquired  Lawrence.  '*  And  you,  who  could  have 
i^epud  him  for  this  sacrifice,  to  turn  as  you  have  done." 

Qlen  made  no  reply  but  moved  to  depart  Lawrence 
viied  her  hand,  she  raised  her  eyes  to  his  face. 

"Peace,  Lawrence T'  said  Ellen,  with  a  firmness 
1mi%  to  be  expected  from  her  past  weakness,  ^^  peace ! 
Wien  last  we  met,  we  parted  on  this  cause,  and  it  will 
l*rtTMnow." 

"No,  EUen,"  said  her  brother,  "but  you  shotdd 
Jonember,  it  was  love  for  you  first  drew  him  to  this 
i^bofuriiood,  and  stirred  his  heart  to  abandon  the 
■*^  of  the  hard  Saxon." 

"I  cannot  judge  of  such  quick  caught  love,"  she 
"ttwered,  with  more  calmness;  "  I  tell  you,  there  is  no 
■•''ength  in  him;  love  for  me,  if  so  you  call  it,  could 
removed  to  no  such  purpose;  it  was  a  wild,  and  per* 


156  THE  WHIT£BOT; 

haps  chivalioad  natuie,  impatient  of  control,  beating  for 
some  wild  action  and  celebrity.'' 

**  You  do  him  injustice,  Ellen;  yon  wrong  hianoble 
patriotism. 

"Then  God  forgive  me,  if  I  do,"  she  said,  "  for  if  I 
do,  I  wrong  that  which  I  honour  most  on  earth.  Too, 
Lawrence,  love  the  coontiy;  yon  see  what  it  might  be — 
but  can  never  be;  while  your  associates  see  nothing  be- 
yond their  white  shirts,  and  midnight  phmder." 

"  Plmider  T  he  repeated,  indignantly.  "  They  never 
plunder,  they  only  kevexge.'* 

"Revenger  echoed  a  soft,  musical  voice,  dose  to 
where  Lawrence  stood,  "  Revenge !  Ay,  Larry  boy,  it 
is  a  grand  word  to  sound,  and  there  is  a  fine  line  in 
Homer  about  it;  ah!  I  dare  say  you  never  got  into 
Homer;  but,  Larry,  /too  you  know  can  play  at  it ;  isn't 
that  it?  It  is  a  blind  thing,  seeing  no  light;  and  rushing 
to  destroy  imtil  it  is  destroyed  ;  you  murder  me,  and 
my  faction  murder  you — Grod  avenges,  where  ven- 
geance is  due;  ah,  boy !  (jod  avenges.''  And  Mat- 
thew, the  treasure-seeker,  shook  his  head,  while  he 
repeated,  "  Grod  avenges;"  then  turning,  he  addressed 
Ellen.  "  Miss  Ellen,  darling-avoumeen,  how  pale  ye 
are;  are  you  sick  a  lana  ?  sick  or  well,  the  blessing  of 
yermasther,  andthemastherof  usallbeuponyou!  I've 
seen  a  deal,  Master  Lawrence,  a  deal  of  the  vengeance 
of  both  sides,  and  that  makes  me  pity  both.  I  praise 
my  Maker,  I  see  good  in  Roman  and  Protestant,  and 
Protestant  and  Roman,  as  well  as  in  the  antiquities  of 
the  earth.  We  were  a  great  nation  once— dears  ;  as  I 
can  prove  by  coins  and  other  curiosities;  and  we've  had 
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a  deal  to  put  up  with — a  deal;  and  times  don't  mend — 
no,  indeed  they  don't  No,  times  don't  mend !  At 
Macroom,  the  dead  wait  for  the  living  in  the  streets,  to 
be  buried  together;  and  there's  no  coffins  for  so  many, 
and  they  dear  them  away,  without  minding.  I'm  glad 
to  get  back  to  the  school  for  a  while,"  he  added, 
"though  like  every  thing  else,  it's  very  lonely." 

Ellen  entreated  her  old  preceptor  to  return  with  her 
to  Spencer  Court;  to  this  he  agreed,  saying,  he  was 
charged  with  a  message  from  the  ''new  master;"  and 
^7  tears  sprang  to  his  eyes.  ''  A  message  from  the 
new  master  to  Mistress  Myler,  saying  he  would  soon 
be  home — ^he  called  it  *  hame^  "  said  Matthew,  rubbing 
his  hands,  "  he  called  it  home ;  and  he's  of  the  right 
sort,  no  half-and-half;  yes,  Edward  Spencer  of  Spencer 
Court's  of  the  right  sort;  and  not  afraid  of  Whitcboy, 
^^r  fever — but  true.  Now  don't  sneer,  Lawrence — 
don't! — don't  I  say  put  that  face  upon  yerself,  it 
makes  you  look — " 

"  Say  it  out,  Domine,  it  makes  me  look  *  Devilish ;' 
I  feel  as  I  look,  and  look  what  I  feel — that's  it.  So  the 
^w  slave-driver  is  in  Cork,  is  he  ?" 

"  I  saw  him  at  Blarney,  with  the  priest ;  and  he  dined 
^th  the  priest  ;  there's  news  for  you,  and  news  you'll 
like!  and  the  boy  who  drove  liim  told  me,  he  as  good 
^  talked  treason  all  the  road ;  about  wishing  the  people 
b^r  houses,  and  the  beauty  of  Ireland ;  and  his  ser- 
vants in  grass-green  liveries — think  of  that.  Sure  no 
"^  but  a  friend  to  the  boys  would  put  his  servants  in 
P*»-green  these  times." 

"  Any  time,"  said  Ellen,  in  a  joyous  tone. 
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You're  easy  caught,  poor  birdr  obsenred  Lm 
rencc.    '^  Wait  till  the  midsummer  gale  oomies  due.** 

"  Dean  Graves  is  come  over,  too,**  said  Matthew, 

*^  And  his  daughters?'  inquired  Elllen,  eageilj. 

^'  Ay  'deed,  are  they,  dear !  and  another  whose  flin 
were  heavy  enough  to  sink  the  ship." 

''  Abel  Richards?"  said  Lawrence. 

"  'Deed  ay,  how  well  you  guessed." 

^'  We've  had  the  sickness  and  the  &mine,"  obserFei 
Lawrence,  ^'andnow  we'llhaveAbelRichards;  thewois 
comes  last    They  say,  he's  to  be  the  new  agent" 

**  No,  Mr.  Spencer  will  be  his  own  agent ;  I  hear* 
him  say  that  myself,"  answered  the  schoolmaster. 

'^  Ay,  his  own  magistrate,  to  charge,  commit,  an 
try;  his  own  grinder,  his  own  bailiff,  his  own  droved 
who  doubts  it !"  said  Lawrence. 

"  I  do,"  exclaimed  Ellen.  *'  Oh,  Lawrence,  if  tfc 
heavy  hand  of  sickness  had  weighed  you  down  as  it  ha 
mc,  you  would  show  more  mercy." 

"Did  you  hear  when  Abel  Richards  comes  doiNS 
here?'  inquired  Lawrence. 

"  'Deed  I  did;  he  came  at  first  as  &r  as  Macroon 
and  was  forced  to  go  back  to  Cork;  the  man  at  tH 
inn  daren't  give  him  post  horses;  and  the  curses  ^ 
the  people  fell  so  tliick  about  him,  to  say  nothing  c 
the  stones,  that  he  galloped  back  faster  than  he  cam^ 
they  heard  tell,  I  dare  say,  how  he  kept  up  the  price  C 
potatoes  to  the  poor  at  the  time  he  was  fattening  hi 
pigs  on  the  pick  of  all  sorts,  until  they  could  tell  tk 
di£&rence  betwixt  a  cup  and  a  red  nosed  kidney;  bu 
aflcr  all,  they  said,  he'd  get  down  to-night  to  meet  th« 
red  coats  to-morrow  at  Kenmare." 
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^Oh  there's  no  doubt  hell  be  at  his  fine  flouriahing 
turn  to-nigiit,''  said  Lawrence.    '^  No  doabt  of  it;  it*8  a 
pfannt  proipect,  a  great  delight,  Ellen,  to  the  people 
lAo  are  fltenring — those  the  fever  has  left — to  know 
of  the  wine  that's  stowed  in  his  oeUara,  and  the  meat 
Attpotrifies  in  his  tubs,  and  to  look  at  the  potato  pits 
chock M,  and  the  stacked  grain !  And  tome,  it's  a  fine 
Hag  for  me  to  stand  here  and  remember  that  ereiy 
I      inchofthe  land  we  look  on,  ought  to  be  mine;  and  yet  to 
bor,  that  I  couldn't  cross  a  horse  of  higher  value  than 
fire  pounds,  but  Master  Abel  Richards,  by  virtue  of  his 
teBedcoat,oouldtakeitfirommer  Theyoimgman'seyes 
fltthed  as  he  spoke,  and  his  voice  was  so  loud,  that  the 
^ehotdmaster  put  his  hand  before  his  lips ;  but  the  im- 
petuous youth,  dashed  it  away,  and  was  about  again  to 
^^,  when  a  wild  shriek  burst  £rom  the  nearest  cottage ; 
den  saw  a  man  with  a  tattered  blanket  round  him — a 
^  ghastly  creature,  tossing  his  arms,  and  screaming 
file  a  wild  eagle;  and  presently,  a  girl  with  almost  as 
«ttle  covering  crept  out  of  the  cottage,  twined  her  thin 
^^oa  about  him,  and  led  him  in. 

'*  The  fever's  madness  is  on  poor  Davy  Byrne,  '  'deed 
^  it'/  and  no  wonder,  all  he  has  left  out  of  his  house- 
^^  is  that  one  girl;  he  had  nothing  but  his  four  bones 
*^  keep  them — ^nothing  for  them  to  do.  You'll  speak 
*  good  word  for  Davy,  Miss  Ellen,  to  the  new  master," 
*i<l  Matthew. 

"Wholl  speak  a  good  word  for  Iier^  I  wonder  ?' 
^'^^tiied  Lawrence,  turning  fiercely  on  the  meek 
^tthew. 

''  The  blessing  of  the  poor,  and  the  grace  of  God, 
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LAvxeace  Ihcuthr:  its  a  gieit  thing  to  earn  the  one, 
and  «>  Ht>»  vidi  die  other — Aeg  will  qpeak  for  her! 
theack  wifljceak  for  her — and  the  sonowfiil  will  speak 
Icr  lier — and  tiie  poor  will  ^leak  ton  her;  because  in 
her  pcof^iitT.  ^  was  meek  and  generous.  The  great 
Gvxl  is  her  li:»»d! — and  in  her  sorest  trials  He  will 
make  all  pLun.'' 

**  You  siw  Abel  Richards,  I  think  you  said,"  inquired 
Lawrence^  **  at  Maczoom?^ 

**  'IXed  I  did  not;  I  onlj  heard  of  him,  and  I  did  not 
want  to  see  him." 

^*  You  should  have  had  a  kst  look  at  him,"  he  mut- 
tervd. 

**  What  do  Tou  mean  by  that,  Lawrence  T  inquired 
Ellen,  rapidly. 

''  AVhat  I  siy,"  he  replied.  "  Grod  bless  you,  Ellen 
dear.  Fve  been  too  long  here;  well  meet  again — and 
soon;  good  bye,  Domine;"  and  choosing  the  highest 
part  of  the  fence,  he  sprang  over  it  with  the  grace  and 
rapidity  of  an  Indian.  Ellen  turned  pale,  and  trembled 
so  violently,  tliat  she  was  obliged  to  cling  to  the  school* 
master  for  support  ;  a  terrible  dread  of  she  knew  not 
wliat  crept  over  her  frame,  and  thrilled  in  every  vein. 
She  would  have  recalled  him,  but  she  had  hardly  power 
to  breathe,  much  less  to  speak — while  the  simple- 
minded  treasure-seeker  watching  his  boimding  steps,  ex- 
claimed, "  What  a  handsome  fellow  he  is — with  the 
air  of  a  prince.  Never  could  get  more  Latin  than  to 
call  mc  Domine !  no  head  for  fractions — a  brave,  wild 
boy.  Never  read  a  book  I  think  in  all  his  life,  but 
*  Kcating's  History  of  Lreland.' " 
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CHAPTER  X. 


THE   BUBNIN6. 


£iX£N  had  been  away  above  two  hours,  before  she 
was  missed  by  the  housekeeper  of  Spencer  Court.  Al- 
ways precise  in  her  dress,  Mrs.  Myler  covered  her  head 
with  her  black-silk  hood,  took  her  crook-headed  stick  in 
her  hand — ^not  that  any  bodily  infirmity  obliged  her  to 
use  it,  but  she  foimd  it  needful  to  keep  ofi*  the  dogs, 
gather  the  poultry  together,  and  sometimes  to  chastise 
the  children  who  trespassed,  or  it  might  be  an  under- 
serving  wench,  inexpert  at  her  duties — and  was  about 
to  set  forth  to  seek  her  truant  patient,  when  she  met 
her  with  her  old  friend,  the  schoolmaster^  at  the  porch. 
At  first,  her  reprimands  to  the  half  fainting  girl,  were 
so  many  and  so  loud,  that,  to  divert  the  current,  Ellen 
mentioned  the  arrival  of  Edward  Spencer  in  Cork :  tlic 
Tolubility  of  Mrs.  Myler  was  at  once  checked. 

"  In  Cork  T'  she  repeated,  "  in  Cork !  and  never  to 
write  a  line  to  tell  me  to  set  the  place  in  order ;  never 
to  put  pen  to  paper  to  one  who  was  so  well  respected  in 
the  family;  who  came  with  them  from  North  to  South. 

YOL.  I.  M 
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Ok,  Miss  Ellon !  if  after  all  my  opiniQii  of  Him, 
should  turn  out  the  like  of  that;  but  IH  not  fuss  my 
about  it — not  I ;  111  take  it  easy  ;  as  he  biewSi  so 
may  bake.    Im  not  to  know  he*s  come." 

*^  I  told  him  rd  tell  you/'  said  Matthew. 

^^  You  told  him  you*d  tell  me,  did  you?'  sherepeat 
**'  there  couldn*t  be  a  more  agreeable  messenger,  bani 
the  post ;  sure  it  would  be  no  great  trouble  to  the  you 
gentleman  to  write,  what  his  forbears  would  have  doi 
though  I  know  Fm  only  a  housekeeper;  and  it  isn't  1 
ilishion  now-a-days  to  respect  old  servants  T 

"  I  dare  say  he  did  write  to  you,  Mrs.  Myler,"  si 
the  schoolmaster,  ^*  Tm  sure  he  did.  He's  not  the  gent 
man  to  neglect  an  act  of  good  manners  to  any  one,  p 
ticularly  to  you,  Ma*am;  but  'deed,  did  I  forget  to  t 
you — they  shot  the  Post  somewhere  near  Macroom ;  m 
I  wouldn't  wonder  if  the  letter  was  in  the  bag." 

*'  Shot  the  Post !"  exclaimed  Mis.  Myler,  in  bew 
dered  astonishment;  ''you  are  not  in  downright  12 
positive  earnest,  are  you  ?' 

"  'Deed  am  I,"  replied  Master  Mat.  **  The  accounle 
Cork  were  so  hard  of  Whiteboy  doings ;  houses  bur 
for  having  arms,  and  houses  burnt  because  theyk 
none,  and  the  talk  of  Wliiteboy  gatherings  this  side 
jMacroom,  and  in  all  the  passes — that  the  Post  refiised 
go  out;  until  one  fine  boy,  with  the  courage  of  a  Uo 
and  the  faith  of  a  lamb,  swore  he'd  go,  and  go  safe;  th 
tlicy  wouldn't  touch  him;  that  he  didn't  fear  them;  az 
bragged  grately.  Of  course,  there  were  them  in  tl 
crowd  that  took  the  wind  of  the  word  to  the  Whit 
boys,  and  they  won't  be  bragged  over ;  so  they  toe 
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Urn  in  one  of  the  posses — and  shot  him !     Sure  I  saw 

lu  mother  and  slMer,  and  a  power  of  their  people, 

febgmg  home  the  body  ;  the  poor  mother  went  for  it, 

Wlone,  into  the  pass,  fearing  to  bring  anj  one  into 

ficAtroable.    Asadandweary  load  she  had;  she  drove 

Aeeirlienel^  poor  thing;  the  gray  rocks  hanging  over 

Wioad,  and  the  fox  and  the  eagle  looking  down  upon 

krtrouble;  and  she  found  him  with  a  blanket  thrown 

oierlimi,  but  nothing  living  near  him  ;  the  rifled  bags 

^  torn  letteis,  and  his  dead  horse  were  there  too — 

ftoQgh  she  didn't  heed  them;   and  Grod  gave  her 

itRogth  while  the  stars  were  shining  above  her,  to  lift 

ftebody  into  the  car — and  there  she  sat,  alone  with  her 

4ri!    Thehorsetumedofhimself,andashewasgoing, 

*il  of  a  sudden  she  came  on  a  party  of  the  Whitcboyg,  as 

pH)d  as  forty  of  them;  and  they  made  way  for  her, 

pttting  off  each  side,  to  leave  the  road  clear — standing 

«ke  80  many  ghosts  for  her  to  pass  ;  but  she  checked 

4e  horse,   and  stood  up  and  cursed  them  with  the 

feu,  deep  curse  of  a  widowed  mother's  heart ;   and 

^ome  would  have  punished  her,  and  others  would  not — 

•>*d  they  rushed  past  her,  as  fierce  and  as  fast  as  they 

®oold — like  a  fairy  blast — ^the  Lord  preserve  us ! — say- 

^  fihe  was  mad.    The  poor  horse  kept  on  at  the  road, 

•*ri  her  people  met  her  at  the  cross  ;  and  it  was  well 

*^did,  for  she  was  lying,  all  as  one  as  gone,  over  the 

Wy— they  thought  there  were  two  dead." 

**0h,  the  haythins  !"   exclaimed  Mrs.  Myler,  "to 
^''Boiet  the  boy  that  trusted  them." 

Blen    turned    pale,    and  thought — "  If  such  acts 
'^RJd  their  struggle  for  liberty,  what  will  their  liberty 

M  2 
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^T  inT  :iLi-£r  ccir.£.z^,  M&niiew;  so  cniel  and  8(fc»j-; 


"*  A}:.  >Gs^  oe&T.  h's  jli  tme;  iber'Te  been  phiin^  i^j 

prv^r  roe  v-at  :r  £a:<u^&.  &2-i  it's  mighij  Iiaid,  so  itife^SB 

£jr  rxiz  lifke  xbezi  lo  h&Te  the  power  and  be  hmdeves^asd 

£cci;::£nir  ii-  TlseT'TebeenterTnJjdiiYen,MiaBEBea---,Ji 

Fiish,  the  «:iT  thesT  Terr  soiils  aie  nck-rented  out  ^-     of 

thes::  ini  ihe^   sttrration — and  the  ferer — and 

toev^iher  kaoir.g  to  madnes:  tor  the  heart  can  go 

as  well  as  the  hesd !    I  think  there's  a  line  in  Hont—aier 

aK:*ut  it.     But  thoj  xe  diiTen  on,  as  I  was  saying,  l^Hbj 

starvation,  and  nkck-icnting.  and  tithes;  riang 

the  hiirh  rcnts,  fighting  inch  by  inch  for  the  bit  of '. 

and  enough  lying  waste  all  aiound  them  of  bog, 

mountain,  and  slob— fine  leclaimable  places  to 

twice  as  many  comfortable.     One  can't  get  at  the  ligfcrrats 

of    that,    or  understand  the  bother  they're  maid: 

throui:!i  the  country  about    peace-preservation 

insurrection   acts,   expense  of  the   constabulary,  p: 

secutions,  martial  law,  and  them  little  things;  butsho      ^^ 

ing  the  Post — ^the  poor  brave  fellow  doing  a  duty  ttr=3^ 

did  harm  to  no  one !  When  I  heard  it  myself,  and  foiE      ^ 

how  they  were  seizing  every  beast  they  could  put  thw     ^ 

hands  on,  I  thought  it  best  to  leave  Daisy  in  Blam     ^> 

in  Father  Jasper  s  bam  ;  for  I  was  unasy  in  mj^^^di 

about  the  people  and  the  poor  little  scholars,  and  i^^^ 

Ellen,  who  always  strengthened  me  to  think  of;  ^^tnd 

having  pro\'ided  for  the  beast,  I  set  out  alone,  know^S^ 

nothing  would  hurt  me,  and  I  hung  any  little  k-^J 

thing  I  had  about  my  neck  as  a  safeguard — and  v^^dl 
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itbecame  me  to  do  so,  for  one-half  of  the  country  is 

^,  and  the  other  half — mad.     God  look  down  upon 

uem,  benighted  and  bothered  as  they  are — ^not  knowing 

^  they  are  after."    Master  Mat  continued  talking 

afler  Ellen  had  sought  the  quiet  of  her  own  little  cham- 

tcr. 

Wlien  Mis.  Myler  had  clearly  ascertained  that  the 

ynmg  master  was  in  Ireland,  and  might  bo  home  that 

'Veij  night,  she  repaired  to  the  housekeeper's  room,  and 

*fier  sundry  inefficient  attempts  succeeded  in  forcing  the 

l)eD  to  ring — ^which  it  did  at  last,  in  a  rapid,  unnatural 

Sttmer.    Mat  went  on  talking  and  musing,  and  then 

bilking  again — heedless  of  the  flapping  of  bare  feet 

along  the  passages,  and  the  throwing  open  of  doors, 

rata  the  handles  rang  again ;  nor  did  he  heed  the 

exclamations  or  the  tones  of  inquiry,  or  the  electrical 

Stations  of  the  housekeeper,  who  was  guilty  of  the 

mj  of  expecting  a  disorganised  Irish  household  to 

*D  into  order  at  once;  quite  forgetting  that  she  herself 

'^  been  almost  as  neglectful  of  her  duties  to  the  best 

^oorns,  as  the  servants  had  been  of  theirs. 

"  It's  asy  talking  for  you,  Mrs.  Myler,  Ma'am,"  cxpos- 
*^ted  the  cook,  "to  talk  of  my  killing  turkeys  to  hang. 
^aiz,  it'sthefox,  bad  cess  to  him,  thathungthe  lastof  the 
^Uikey-hens  over  his  showlder  this  very  morning ;  they're 
S^^mn  as  tame  as  nagnrs^  the  ugly  devils,  since  the  fever 
^^t^inned  the  country,  and  such  of  the  poor  boys  as  arc  left 
^Te  haven't  strength  to  throw  as  much  as  a  stone  afther 
^^^ ;  Bran  has  never  left  Miss  Ellen  since  she  took 
^  and  the  poor  tarrier's  not  worth  a  traneen  ;  the  hens 
•le  walking  'ottomies,  for  Mr.  Carey  wouldn't  give  us  a 
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grazn  at'  aass^  6>  &Te  oar  Eva  ;  aad  lie 
oold  caock-imcaB  up  to  SeBj^  and  not  a  prfT : 
widi  rd  had  die  lock  not tt>  letlGs  Elkmwnt  thf ' 
dM  per  Qt'dzoT  docks  the  Widdj  Moqilif  Iffo^^ 
Tnomfng^  aloo?  wid  a  ladkec  fidl  of  rfiiAmei  Ivt  iht 
ciznied  em  o£  sLjiog.  siie  wazoed  *em  wGise  Iieiaetf  tiaife 
we  dad;  and  a^  brit,  the  vidtyacRiId  tfacst  ta  ai 
Co^  jonlxeT  6x  erghtpenre  a  coi^»le  in  tiie 
under  the  agfai  of  mj  om  eyes,  and  the  lovdf 
for  kaipence — die  dndbs  mar  9d  fitt,  that  Ae  viddp 
kep*  die  son  off  cm  Sat  £ear  thej*d  turn  to  an  cfl  3 
Theresa  no  nae,  Mrs.  MjioTf  in  ezpectb^  me  to 
dinner  lor  the  joang  masther.  IH  not  tom  noj^ 
on  any  gid  in  the  coonthzj  £v  cookeiy,  faOed, 
farOed,  or  even  sallj4mm,  or  dim-cake,  bat  I  can't 
out  o'  nothing,^ 

^  There  are  some  hams  and  a  tongue  in  the 
dry  packed,**  said  jVIis.  Myler,  whose  increaang  be«3r 
derment  lowered  her  Toice. 

*'*•  There  was — and  good  right  I  have  to  know 
I  went  hunting  everywhere  for  the  wcaiy  cat  and 
kittens ;  and,  maybe,  she  and  her  Uack  brood 
riddle  mee  hands,  and  they  soft  out  of  the  first 
of  mee  praskeens  and  tidy  aprons;  and  bee  the 
token.  Mm.  Myler,  it's  often  ye  promised  mee 
rawlers ;  and  we  haven't  so  much  as  a  skned  le^— 
once  the  time  the  cows  broke  into  the  drying-groondf 
and  we  ating  our  bit  of  dinner,  and  swoUowed  bodily 
the  Ust  holland  sheets;  it  was  a  judgment  upon  yoov 
Mrs.  Mylcr,  Ma'am ;  as  long  as  ye*d  suffer  us  to  Arf 
the  clothes  on  the  fiirze  bushes  the  sunny  side  of  tha 


A  8TOBT  OF  IRELAND.  167 

fOfBtiow,  the  never  a  thing  came  acrofls  'cm  ;  but  jou 

BOitliaie  a  ncnth  bleach  gieen^  with  props  and  poles 

in  it  lib  a  gallows  green.     Small  blame  to  the  poor 

otdetDoome  and  look  at  such  an  unnatural  thing." 
'"fiat  the  hams,  MoUy?'  said  Mrs.  Myler. 
''Sure  the  cat  made  her  bed  beside  'cm;  and  betwixt 

knelf  and  the  jumpers,  they  didn't  lave  as  much  as 

VDoIdtnp  a  mouse." 

''And  why  didn't  you  tdl  me  this?' 

''Where  was  the  good  of  veidng  you?  Sure,  who'd 
ine  of  the  young  gentleman  coming  here  without 
poper  letting  on;  and  the  country  in  such  a  state. 
IttiQne  would  think  the  quality  &ncieBthey'venothing 
Id  do  bat  order  things  in  iBxmi  the  butcher'sand  baker's, 
Aeway  they  do  in  Dublin.  I£  he's  any  way  particular 
iiUsating !  hell  be  hungryenough.  We've  salted  down 
tbehat  pig,  as  you  know,  Ma'am,  to  plase  Miss  Ellen, 
iriio grudged  them  the  potatoes;  and  barring  the  boys 
tm  find  a  rabbit,  or  a  trout  (dirty  trash)  in  the  river, 
or  a  draw  or  two  of  pigeons  firom  the  pigeon-house, 
Aere'g  nothing  but  the  kitchen  stock;  and  both  the 
fuUed  pork  and  coined  beef  is  gone  rusty." 

"There's  something  broke  the  few  bottles  of  sherry 
left  after  the  poor  master's  iimeral,"  said  the  old  butler; 
"bat  there's  a  quartercask  of  claret,  and  another  of  Ma- 
Ainr- iiot  touched." 

"And  the  whiskey,  Morty  ?"  inquired  Mrs.  Myler. 

"The  ground's  mighty  soft  under  the  cask  of  rak 
^*A,"  replied  Morty,  with  a  very  grave  face,  "  so  I'm 
^li&tiDg  it  has  leaked  a  little." 

"  Oh,  Marty,  Morty  I"  ejaculated  Mrs.  Myler. 
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^'OhyasFmaliyingsiimerl  death  before  dislioiioa^ 
answered  the  pompous  old  butler.  *'  Td  scorn  it,  Ma*ai^ 
and  it  under  my  care." 

*' The  Lord  look  down  upon  us  r  ejaculated  thehooiP 
maidy  ^'  the  rain  has  been  beating  in  through  all  part8« 
the  roof,  and  to  save  the  beds  I  put  them  top  'anothe: 
80  they're  all  soaked  through." 

It  was  quite  true  that  the  pestilence  which  oversprei 
the  country,  seemed  to  have  laid  a  blight  even  upon  sdd 
and  stones;  people  thought  only  of  preserving  life,  aiv 
careless  of  property  at  all  times,  they  became  still  nux 
careless  then.  Mrs.  Myler  indeed  was  one  of  the  be 
of  her  class  in  this  respect,  she  was  habitually  caiefii 
but  Ellen's  illness,  her  increasing  years,  dread  of  **  il 
sickness,"  and  the  incorrigible  habits  of  the  imder  se 
vants,  had  done  more  to  make  Spencer  Court  unlike : 
former  self  in  a  few  months,  than  it  would  have  requip 
as  many  years  to  do  in  an  English  dwelling,  where  s 
goes  on  as  orderly  and  as  careftdly  when  the  masi 
is  away,  as  it  does  when  he  is  present. 

''Afler  all.  Ma'am,"  said  the  housemaid  to  "blL 
Myler,  when  she  came  to  count  the  blankets  and  final 
arrange  about  a  bed-room,  **^  they  say  below,  thifl 
ain't  so  bad,  after  all;  the  coachman  and  groom  dedc 
the  horses  are  up  to  any  thing,  and  being  a  you: 
gentleman  he'll  think  a  deal  of  them,  no  doubt;  t 
dogs  are  wonderfid,  the  men  say,  and  a  fine  shot  (ai 
dare  say  the  master  is)  can  bring  home  his  own  dinia 
any  day.  If  the  carpenter,  as  well  as  poor  Jemi 
Gore  the  smith,  had  not  died  last  week,  we'd  have  h 
the  windows  made  as  good  as  new;  but  Grod  help  x 
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^^  all  our  trouble  sore  there's  every  chance  of  his 

Aeror  leaching  the  house  alive— think  of  the  poor 

portpboy— m  say  nothing — ^the  Whiteboys,  Fm  tould, 

^3B  book  sworn  against  all  landlords;  and  indeed  it 

^^voold  be  only  right  to  let  the  poor  young  gentleman 

loow  this,**  and  she  glanced  with  a  peculiar  expression 

towards  the  housekeeper,  to  see  how  she  received  the 

•  •     • 

iBtmntion. 

''Give  a  hint,  indeed!"  exclaimed  the  Northern^ 

^give  a  hint  is  it,  Biddy,  to  a  gentleman  not  to  come 

loius  own  estate  because  of  the  fear  of  a  pack  of  beg- 

ffij  marauders,  in  dirty  white  shirts  and  black  faces; 

Uiek  sheep,  enagh!   that  are  afraid  to  look  the  holy 

s&ii  in  the  eyes !  disgrace  Ireland  to  the  young  English- 

'Qan  for  ever,  and  he  coming  with  his  heart  full  of 

^bd  thoughts  like  his  unde  towards  us,  by  telling  him 

Jus  throat  will  be  cut  on  the  journey !    I  wonder  yo 

^ven't  more  pride  in  ye  for  the  land  of  your  birth  I 

Bis  unde  lived  through  all  the  battery — the  Rock- 

ites,  and  Whitefeet,  and  Starlights,  and  Moonlights, 

•lid  peep  o'  day  devils ;   Biddy,   as  you  know,  ever 

tfnce  he  lost  the  poor  mistress — never,  since  he  turned 

Abd  Richards  off,  was  a  lock  turned  on  the  haU  door; 

^  yma  afraid  of  no  one." 

"Nor  no  one  of  him,"  said  Biddy,  drily,  thinking 

Aat  was  the  secret  of  his  safety. 

"  That  doesn't  soimd  respectfid  of  even  a  dead  mas- 

^i"  said  the  housekeeper,  bridling;  "  and  you  shoidd 

^*^  your  words,  Biddy  Doyle,  though  God  knows 

^^8  the  truth;  for  if  he'd  get  into  a  bit  of  a  pet  with 

^>  of  the  boys  he'd  warn  them  to  leave  the  work,  and 
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the/d  just  stimd  their  spade  in  it  and  walk  away, 
come  back  quite  natuial  the  next  morning  and  no 
about  it.** 

Biddy  agreed  that  he  was  the  best  master  '^ 
ever  stood  in  shoe-leather,"  that  he  was  a  wonder; 
in  proportion  as  she  praised  and  aixanged  the 
heaping  turf  upon  turf  on  the  fire  that  blazed 
the  hearth,  so  did  Mrs.  Mylcr's  loquacity  increase, 
Biddy,  presuming  on  her  condcscenaon  (for  ahe  kep*^ 
the  ^*  lower  senrants,"  as  she  called  them,  at  a  nrnrF^ 
greater  distance  than  did  Miss  Ellen),  veartured  to  sa^ 
**  Why,  then,  Mrs.  Myler,  Ma'am,  if  I  may  make  ta 
bould,  there's  one  thing  Ttc  often  thought  Td  like  to 
know  —  what    put  such  bitter  black  blood  betwiit 
yerself  and  Mr.  Richards,  ould  Abey,  the  baste,  and 
he  of  the  same  lehgion  and  alL" 

'^  Yc'd  like  to  know,  Biddy,  I  dare  say,"  aoswend 
Mrs.  Myler,  and  she  did  not  s^ieak  it  bittedy,  ^  and 
ye'r  an  honest  girl,  and  Fm  sure  safe  and  silen!^ 
for  you  know  all  that's  working  throngh  the  countij 
and  yet  never  mention  it;  yet  Tm  not  going  to  tell  yoB 
— no — ^nor  no  one  else.  I  call  no  one  of  my  rdigioii 
whose — ^but  no  matter — ^there — if  ye  drag  the  quit 
that  way,  it's  into  ribands  ye'U  shred  it  A£raid  of 
coming  to  his  own  estate,  indeed !"  muttered  Mis.  My- 
ler, as  she  struck  her  walking-stick  rapidly  on  the  flooi^ 
preparatory  to  another  journey  through  the  house, 
into  rooms  where  fires  had  not  been  lit  for  a  year, 
and  into  closets  where  old  china  and  plate  were  to  be 
dusted  and  cleaned  forthwith. 

There  was  a  univecsal  confiision  everywhere,  saveis. 
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-d^len'fl  fittb  chamber;  a  sort  of  panic  seemed  to  liave 
on  tibe  BenrantSy  who  kept  running  against 
€&et  at  every  door  and  cvezy  turning  of  the 
gloomy  passagea,  and  fancying  that  the  rushing 

die  zapid  nver — the  sound  they  had  been  ao- 
cataaed  to  so  long  that  they  had  usually  ceased 
to  liear  it — waa  the  noise  of  caniagc-whcels  ;  and 
day  thing  -went  wrong,  the  very  chairs  and  tables 
axmed  to  stand  in  the  way  on  purpose;  the  supply 
of  cindleB  in  the  house  was  so  limited  that  the  butler, 
bEfing  funuflhed  forth  the  stately  necked  silver  candle- 
Hieb  with  long,  yeUow,  narrow  candles  of  homemanu- 
fictne,  £aand  that  none  oould  be  spared  for  domes- 
tic use;  but  Irish  invention  frequently  makes  up  for 
Levant  of  forethought ;  escalop  shells  were  in  several 
ifflttnoes  filled  with  grease,  and  cotton  or  tow  wicks 
■t  therein,  and  they  flared  away  with  a  ghastly  light 
it  pntzy  and  kitchen;  torches  of  bog-wood  were  placed 
mdy  for  IniMTIiTig  by  the  side  of  the  blazing  hall  fire, 
m  tint  they  might  be  ready  at  a  moment's  notice. 
Afltiie  night  advanced  every  thing  seemed  to  assume  a 
mae  comfortable  appearance;  the  house  warmed;  for 
AoQgh  nominally  summer,  it  was  more  like  an  EngliRh 
November  than  an  Irish  Jime. 

"Id  rather  he'd  come  by  night  than  by  day," 
lliOQglit  the  housekeeper  to  herself,  ^*  if  he  will  come  to 
the  Sooth  first — which  is  a  great  pity.  Pd  be  ashamed 
Ae  first  thing  he  saw  at  his  own  gate  shoidd  be  the 
fa'tt-aheet,  or  may  be  the  corpse  itself  going — alone 
t'moBt— to  the  grave." 

The  schoolmaster  remained  for  some  time  in  the  pas- 
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sage,  heedless  of  the  bustle  that  was  aroond  him ;  a 
after  the  excitement  caused  by  his  account  of  the  mun 
of  the  post-ofGce  messenger  was  over,  hewasleftunqu 
tioned,  and  alone.  This  would  not  have  been  the  o 
at  any  other  time,  but  the  servants  had  a  new  inten 
As  with  all  Roman  Catholic  servants  in  Ireknd 
the  exception  being  perhaps  one  in  fifty — the  hoa 
hold  of  Spencer  Court  sided  with  the  disturbe 
there  was  not  a  domestic  within  those  walls,  except  it 
Myler,  who  would  have  appropriated  a  fiirthing  to  h 
or  her  use;  they  were  honest,  civil,  industrious;  butth 
tcere  of  the  '*  band"  and  could  have  looked  upon  box 
ing  or  murder  with  indifference,  if  commanded  by  ti 
powers  they  obeyed. 

Ellen  sat  in  her  room  alone  ;  it  was  a  pleasant  litl 
room,  communicatingwitha  sortof  French  closetinwW 
she  slept ;  the  window,  boasting  the  rare  adornment  d 
balcony,  overlooked  the  garden.  Ever  and  anon  the  sod 
of  an  opening  door,  the  shrill  call  of  the  housemaid,  1 
answering  gruff  voice  of  the  deaf  butler,  or  an  t 
powerftil  command  from  the  lungs  of  Mrs.  Myler,  echc 
through  her  chamber;  but  she  heard  them  not,  ] 
thoughts  were  preoccupied.  Ellen's  life  had  been 
voted  to  thought  for  others;  but  now,  drcumstan 
compelled  her  to  think  of  herself.  We  have  said,  t 
brought  up  as  Ellen  Macdonncl  had  been,  the  sense 
dependence — ^mere  dependence — did  not  press  upoo 
weigh  her  down  as  it  would  have  done  other  ^Is,  w 
as  high  a  spirit,  who  had  been  differently  drcumstano 
almost  every  one  around  her  lived  in  the  same  m 
ner,  more  or  less;  but  this  had  not  interfered  with  : 
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growth  of  other  and  most  delicate  feelings.    Her  illness 
fiDowed  Mr.  Spencer's  death  so  rapidly,  that  in  the  ab- 
ftooeof  Dean  Giaves*  family,  she  had  had  no  one  to  ad- 
vis  with  as  to  her  future  life.    Their  return -was  a  great 
ttm&rttoher,  and  she  resolved  to  write  to  Miss  Grraves 
diitTeiy  evening,  or  go  to  the  Glebe  the  next  morning, 
if  she  were  able.     She  knew,  that  whatever  she  wished 
to  do,  her  only  earthly  tie — Lawrence — ^would  for  many 
tmms  oppose  ;  and  her  feelings  towards  him,  were  of 
oliiKctions,  and  new  fears.    She  tried  to  guide  her 
pOf  but  could  not ;  she  had  never  felt  her  loneliness— 
the  entire  desolateness  of  her  state — so  bitterly,  as  on 
Alt  evening.      She  sat  opposite  the  window,  shivering 
-although  a  fire  was  heaped  high  upon  the  hearth — 
duTering,  and  weeping;  the  misty  atmosphere  without, 
Oomed  a  crimson  hue  as  the  sun-set;  and  then  it  faded 
Otto  the  deep,  cold  gray  of  twilight,  through  wliich  she 
could  hardly  distinguish  the  outlines  of  those  glorious 
Otountains  which  had  been  to  her  as  familiar  friends. 
**  Friends  !"   had  Ellen  any  such  I  were  there  any  who 
^oald  launch  the  bark  upon  a  world  of  which  she  knew 
^  Kttle !  were  there  any  who  would,  as  an  act  of  free 
8*tce,  do  for  her,  what  those  over  whom  the  grave  had 
^ceed  were  boimd  by  every  law,  human  and  divine, 
"^  have    done,   and  did  not !   leaving  her,    lovely, 
young,  and  unprotected,  the  sport  of  fortune;  a  crea- 
^^  the  poetry  of  whose  character  had  been  elevated, 
^ct  subdued,  by  her  late  bodily  and  mental  suflering; 
^*W  noble,  brave-hearted  part-taking  with  the  op- 
P^^^seed,  had  led  her  to  confide  in,  and  side  with,  what  she 
'^believed  was  the  influence  of  an  unseen  party,  work- 
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mgiipon  poverty;  whoec  heart  yeaziied£)rqnnptttliy,€ 
more  than  for  knowledge;  whooe  fiee  flpint  loved  Ebe 
whose  heroic  nature  could  both  dare  and  do ;  and  ^ 
waa  lestisuied  by  a  moral  eciiBiaoiiBDeai^  a  aarl 
natural  right-judging,  which  made  Lawrence  Maeai 
only  that  morning  reproach  a  qnrit  that  waa  &r  hrfku 
well  as  purer  than  his  own.  There  were  reaaona — 
especially — why  she  could  not  accept  the  ahdter  of  L 
rence's  ruined  home.  How  often  flhe  wcpl,  and  c 
wished  that  he  had  been  content  to  till  the  £ew  remi 
ing  acres  of  the  once  princely  poflseasionsofhiahouae;  i 
then,  she  could  have  worked,  have  lived  and  died  v 
him;  or,  in  open,  honest,  bcdd-faced  war,  she  co 
have  followed  a  soldier^s  precarious  fortunes  into  anoft 
land,  where  his  principles  would  have  pennitted  hin 
take  service.  Butnow — alas!  alas!  hewasthemost 
fitted  of  all  creatures  to  protect  her. 

The  evening  had  long  deepened  into  night,  yet  i 
she  sat  and  wept:  looking  out  into  the  darkness.    ] 
attention  was  roused  by  a  bright  and  sudden  fli 
shooting  upwards;  it  could  not  be,  she  thought,  i 
£u:  from  Spencer  Court     She  stept  to  the  window 
saw  what,  at  the  moment,  she  hoped  might  be  a  bonfir 
the  foot  of  one  of  the  nearest  mountains.     She  thov 
she  heard  the  winding  of  a  horn,  and  an  halloo, 
opened  the  casement;  and  then,  certainly  and  distinc 
she  heard  a  horn  blown  not  very  isj:  distant,  answi 
by  another,  and  another.    With  trembling  eager 
she  watched  the  progress  of  the  fire:  after  the 
rush  of  light  into  the  sky,  it  burnt  low  and  red, 
then  gradually  rose  and  rose  like  a  pyre,  spieac 
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abofie  and  aiound,  increasiiig  with  feaiful  intensity. 
AAeraidule  she  could  see  dark  figures  pass,  catching 
fir  in  instant  the  hrightneaB  of  the  light;  and,  so  still 
m  the  night,  that  she  heard  the  halloos,  the  yells,  and 
ithaaa,  issuing  their  terrible  warnings,  or  calling 
lo  the  mountain-dweUers.  A  dreadM  thought  took 
poKokni  of  her  nund,  and  chained  her  to  the  spot; 
lAae  she  continued  to  stand  without  the  power  to 
vithdaw. 

''Ihe  boys  are  early  at  work  this  evenin',  Miss," 
■id  Kddy,  &am  the  garden,  in  an  unconcerned  voice 
mhelooked  up  at  Ellen,  *^  and  your's  is  the  only  windy 
iathe house  that  has  so  fine  a  view,  Miss,  dear;  Mrs. 
Kjier  and  the  rest  are  podgermg  b,wbj  at  the  work 
vidun.  Bedad,  if  the  young  master  comes  home  to- 
^t,  he  can't  but  say  that  Abel  Richards'   house 

'i^akes  a  fine  bonfire  to  welcome  him." 
Lawrence  Macarthy's  words  rang  upon  Ellen's  heart; 

^  could  hardly  articulate.     She  fixed  her  eyes  upon 

the  conflagration  waxing  stronger  and  stronger;  it  was 

fte  neaiest  approach  the  Fire  King  of  the  Whiteboys 

W  yet  made  to  Spencer  Court. 

"Wdll"  continued  the  housemaid,  "he  gave  many 

•  one  a  cowld  death.    It's  a  hot  one  he'll  have  himself.'* 
**  Surely,  surely  he  is  not  there !"  exclaimed  Ellen. 
**0h!  murder,  Miss,  they  wouldn't  be  the  foob  to 

ontn  the  house  and  he  not  in  it,"  was  the  cool  reply. 
^  would  be  impossible  to  describe  Ellen's  sensations; 

*^^  heart  beat  ^aolently. 
**I  wonder,"  said  the  girl,  "would  they  have  been 
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SO  soon  down  upon  Black  Aby  only  for  the  word  i 
the  soldiers  that's  to  come  into  Kenmare,  to-morrow.*^ 

*^0h,  mercy!  what  a  howl  was  that  I"  exdaima 
EUen,  pressing  her  face  into  her  hands. 

''  Ah,  ah!"  laughed  the  girl  below,  "  it  was  astrcn 
cry,  sure  enough.  Well,  Miss,  he  was  no  fiiend 
yours,  and — ^whisht."  She  sprang  upon  a  wheelbanc 
that  was  under  the  window,  and  light  of  foot  and  liin 
swang  herself  into  the  balcony.  "If  any  thing — 
mane  any  questions  were  to  be  asked — sure  you  and. 
and  that  half-witted  Master  Mat,  could  weU  prove  i 
alibi  for  Mr.  Lawrence;  sure,  I  saw  him  with  you  B 
this  evening." 

'^  Mr.  Lawrence !"  repeated  Ellen,  drawing  hersel 
up  proudly.  "  Mr.  Lawrence !  how  dare  you  suppoK 
he  could  be  concerned  in  such  an  outrage  as  that" 

"  Outrage!  I  call  it  justice.  Miss  Ellen;  and  so wil 
all  the  coimthry.  What's  come  to  her  at  all,"  shi 
muttered,  as  the  moon  at  fiill,  bursting  through  tb 
clouds,  shone  upon  Ellen,  showing  her  white  and  rijpi 
as  marble.  "  God  bless  us,  is  it  dead  standing  she  is 
Well,"  continued  the  girl,  lifting  her  in  her  arms  aiu 
laying  her  on  the  sofa,  "  well,  I  never  see  the  Hkes  ( 
that.  With  the  glory  of  that  fire  through  the  counti} 
to  tliink  of  her  taking  on  so  for  the  burning  of  ool 
Richards  1" 
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CHAPTER  XL 


THE  WARMED  ADDEB. 

"Oh,  MisB,  dearT  exclaimed  Biddy,  while  wiping 
^  the  tears  that  rolled  over  her  thick  rosy  cheeks 
^  the  rough  back  of  her  stubbed  hand. 

"Oh,  Miss,  darling!  it's  yerself  that  has  frightened 
tie  life  out  o'  me;  I  had  a  wonderful  dramc  last  night, 
•nd  suie  as  the  stars  are  rowling  above  us,  it*s  read  to 
nc,  as  dear  as  a  printed  book — ^it  is  indeed ;  bcdad  an 
deed,  rd  rayther  see  ould  Aby  burnt  ten  times  over  wld 
fo  and  faggot,  than  see  you  Ijdng  there,  for  all  the 
^d  like  a  lilly  of  Inchegeela  ;  tlianks  be  to  the  Al- 
nrighty  ye'r  coming  to  yerself  again,  Miss,  though  sorra'  a 
thrifle  of  colour  betwixt  the  faver  and  the  fright  is  there 
^  yer  sweet  cheek.  Oh,  then,  Miss  Ellen,  you  that  has 
"Dung  and  feeling  both,  can  you  think  it  any  dctremint 
to  aee  the  flames  of  that  nagur's  house,  mountin'  up  to 
the  heavens;  carrying  his  scarlet  sins  to  the  judgment, 
ttd  telling  with  their  fiery  tongues  of  his  wickedness." 

**  Of  their  own  wickedness,  Biddy;  of  their  own  mad 
^ckedness  I     Oh,  may  Heaven  pour  a  different  spirit 

VOL.  I.  N 
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'  ;}iii  p-:-.;ple,"  she  continued,  ierveii"^_J^ 
**&nd  teach  them  to  respect  law  T 

*-  Whkht,  Mis.  whisht  T  said  the  gid.  *^  Sure  yvK 
couldn't  expect  them  to  re^Kct  what  thej  know  notlhiMig 
about ;  the  poor  never  hear  of  law,  except  from  the  mas 
thut  distrains  their  bit  of  land,  sends  them  to  gaol,  or 
houieless  and  homeless  through  the  world  T 

Ellen  felt  haidlv  able  to  replv^  yet  she  mnnnniedf 

*'  I  must  show  you  the  folly,  to  say  nothing  <^  tlia 
wickedness  of  such  doings,  when  I  am  able.  But  think 
what  to-morrow,  what  a  week  will  bring  into  liaB 
heart-broken  district ;  already  has  the  harrow  of  peed* 
lence  and  starvation  passed  over  it;  but  then  will  come 
the  loosened  soldier;  the  arrest  of  the  innocent,  as  mfl 
as  the  guilty;  and  the  burning  of  poverty's  last  didter— 
the — ^the — ^there,  I  can  talk  no  more  about  it,  it  dmes 
me  mad." 

*'  God  help  us!  how  wild  you  look  Miss,  dailing, 
but  sure,"  and  she  advanced  close  to  Ellen  Macdonnd, 
and  spoke  into  her  ear,  ''  sure  you  must  know,  dear,  that 
we're  not  always  to  be  tramped  into  the  earth;  sure 
they  say  the  French  are  for  us,  an'  the  Americajs; 
but,  oh,  murder !  to  think  that  I  haven't  as  much  as  a 
drop  of  vinegar  to  keep  the  weakness  offher !  Drink  this 
water,  jewel!  faith,  I  fetched  it  myself  this  morn- 
ing from  the  blessed  well,  on  purpose  to  be  more  refiiesh* 
ing  in  yer  room,  and  it  sparkling  up  out  of  the  earth 
like  diamonds.  It's  a  poor  case  I  haven't  a  drop  of  the 
vinegar,  though  all  the  gooseberry  wine  turned  into  it  last 
year,  all  in  spite  to  Mrs.  Myler,  who  couldn't  find  it  in 
her  heart  to  give  it  enough  of  the  sugar — ^north  fiishion ! 
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ht  sore  it's  gone  over  the  countrj  for  the  fever ;  she'd 

Kicr  gndge  the  poor  papists  the  vin^ar  any  way  I 

Hoe,  jewel,  don't  keep  looking  at  that  fire,  don't  be 

ktmng  yecself  watching  it ;  it'll  soon  be  gone  now, 

lid  8onm' ant  even  in  it,  that  isn't  out  of  pain  long  ago, 

ne  tint's  a  comfort — ^better  that,  dear,  than  have  them 

Koming  through  the  world  with  their  pison.     Oh, 

viia!  a  weazy  on  it  for  a  fire,    and  they'll  keep 

ftdi  i  diillooing  through  the  country  about  it.    There, 

to  ye  see  it's  slacking  down  now.    I  wish  the  curtain 

vonU  diaw,  and  then  I  could  shut  it  out  from  yer  eyes 

tktwilllook  at  nothing  else !" 

It  WM  curious  to  see  the  afiectionate  tenderness  that 
Kddjr  displayed  towards  her  "  young  Lady,"  and  con- 
tnst  it  with  her  recklessness  of  life  ;  but  this  was  no 
new  leading  of  Irish  character,  imder  similar  circimi- 
fltanoes.  After  some  delay,  and  much  persuasion  from 
EDen,  who  longed  to  be  alone,  she  left  her ;  promising 
to  letnm  in  less  than  an  hour,  to  sec  how  she  was 
gettbg  on. 

The  fire !  the  fire !  Ellen  could  not  shut  it  out,  even 
v^Kn  die  closed  her  eyes,  and  pressed  them  down  with 
^  fingers — still,  it  blazed  before  her.  Sometimes,  the 
11^  would  catch  its  brightness,  and  look  like  a  stream 
of  ItTE  passing  into  darkness — a  mockery  of  the  war- 
9>rit,  darting  its  arrowy  tongues  into  the  sky,  flinging 
Ottt  flakes  of  crimson,  in  fierce  sport  with  destruction ; 
™wing  up  burning  brands  amid  the  wreathing  smoke, 
•od  letuming  them  to  earth  in  stars  and  sparkles  of 
'^fiJgcnt  brightness.  Oh,  that  terrible  fire !  bam,  and 
"•JBtack,  ricks  of  "  duty  turf,"  and  furze,  and  stacks  of 

n2 
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various  grain,  legions  of  "  duty  fowl,"  were  tamed 
ashes;  the  potatoes,  which  Abel  Richards  would  lai 
have  let  rot  than  sell  to  feed  the  poor — ^his  cruelty  1 
mastering  his  avarice — ^were  roasted  in  the  smoub 
ing  pits.  The  Whiteboys  danced  round  the  flai 
like  wild  Indians  round  a  prairie  fire.  On — abov 
aroimd — ^it  went ;  the  old  gray  horse  burst  forth  bel 
the  fire  reached  his  stable,  but  was  shot  by  those  i 
had  sworn  no  Kving  thing  should  escape  from  A 
Richard's  house,  or  holdings.  On— on — ^up,  andaioo 
— crackling  and  screaming  to  the  hills — ^to  the  stan 
wild,  wrathfiil  thing;  folding  and  imfolding  itself, 
the  many  hues  of  the  tyrant  element ;  hissing  i 
grappling  in  fierce  combat  with  the  material  world  <r 
which  it  triumphed.  The  poor,  gentle,  stalled  catd 
their  voices  of  agony  were  lost  in  the  savage  yeDfl 
vengeance.  On — on — encircling  all  within  its  grasp 
the  avenger !  the  terrible,  fearless,  lawless  avenger !  T 
mad  rioting  of  the  fierce  imtamcable  element — the  i 
tendant  demon  of  revolt — was  rendered  still  more  terril 
by  Ellen's  imagination ;  she  knew  that  all  the  property 
that  bad  man's  house,  had  been  wrought  by  fraud  fit 
the  labour  of  white  slaves;  that  he  had  drunk  huB 
tears,  inhaled  the  sighs  of  his  fellow-creatures,  as  odM 
inhale  sea  breezes,  to  gather  strength.  Misery  sent ; 
pang  to  his  heart — and  death !  he  would  sneer  at  t 
hollow  eye,  and  the  bony  hand,  and  say,  "  it  was  go 
for  the  poor  to  be  at  rest."  Yet,  still,  a  text  of  ScripttB 
one  of  the  laws  of  the  great  lawgiver,  seemed  writt 
before  her  eyes,  and  was  soxmding  like  a  trumpet  in  I 
ears,  *'  Vengeance  is  mine,  I  will  repay,  saith  the  Loit 
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And  oh!  to  send  the  sinner  into  eternity  with  all  his 

Quiepented  crimes !  And  by  whom  was  this  done !  Ellen 

litlie moment  forgot  all  the  provocation;  the  families 

iofm  forth  to  starve;  the  insults  heaped  upon  a  faith 

viiichf  dehiaive  though  it  may  be,  is  dearer — far  dearer 

tothe  Irishman  than  life;  the  whine,  the  cant;  the  hy- 

pocQgjr!    She  forgot  all;  for  the  result — the  fearful 

Mlt  ms  before  her  I 

Lawrence  too,  where  was  Lawrence?  Indignantly 
n  die  liad  repelled  the  insinuation  of  the  girl,  her  heart 
ktt  riolently,  when  she  again  questioned  herself  as  to 
lAoe  he  was  at  that  moment — if  possible,  worse  agony 
to  think  o^  who  was  his  companion.  She  started  from 
krseat  as  her  ears  again  tingled  from  the  blast  of  a 
hotn;  at  first  softened  by  distance,  then,  crashing  nearer 
ttnong  the  mountains,  it  sounded  like  a  curse;  she 
^thdiew  her  hands,  and  there — suddenly — in  a  mo- 
tteat— before  her — on  the  balcony — ^now  in  the  room 
-^ping  from  the  river  he  had  forded — staggered, 
i&oie  dead  than  aUve — ^Abel  Richards ! 

"  Hide  me !  as  you  hope  for  mercy,  hide  me !"  he 
exclaimed,  falling  on  his  knees  before  Ellen.  "  I  have 
^■caped  by  miracle;  and  before  this  they  know  it — 
Ko-~you  must  hide  me  here — there  isn't  one  of  the 
■ervants  who  would  not  shout  at  me,  point  me  out  to 
^K)Be  who  have  burned  me  out  of  house  and  home — 
%y  won't  suspect  the  sister  of  Lawrence  Macarthy  of 
hirbouring  me.  I'll  leave  you  all  I  have  in  the  world 
rf  you  save  my  life,"  he  continued,  grovelling  at  her 
*et    "  ru  make  ye  a  heiress.    Listen !    Tlicre  were 
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lies  told  of  me  to  yoit— oh,  I  always  lofed  ihe  giooa 
you  walked  on  r* 

"  Wretch  V*  ezdaimed  EQen,  diseiigagiiig  her  dm 
from  Ilia  giasp,  while  the  bitleiest  cootempt  hub^ 
with  thankfulness  that  he  was  not  destroyed.  **  Stac 
back.  Now  follow — and  you  can  conceal  yom 
in  the  north  closet." 

"  No,  Miss  Ellen^  no — ^they  fanqr  that  Myler  k  w. 
£iend,  and  may  think  I  am  hid  there — bat  in  yc 
room  I  shall  be  safe.  Oh  I  as  you  hope  for  mere 
don't  betray  me.  I'm  not  fit  to  die  yet — Tm  not»  J 
deed.  Fll  make  restitution — ^I  will — TU.  give  up 
for  you  to  do  what's  pleasing  to  you  through  i 
country,  if  youll  save  me — ^this  one  night!" 

Language  could  not  express  her  contempt,  as  ! 
crouched  and  writhed  before  her. 

"  Fm  sorry  I  did  not  stay  in  England !  The  oouzii 
was  so  disturbed,  I  came  to  look  after  my  little  p9 
perty.  Sure  I  can  go  there" — he  pointed  to  the  ^ 
cess  where  Ellen  slept 

"  No,"  she  said,  «  not  there." 

"  There,  then."  He  pointed  to  what  in  Ireland 
called  a  hanging  press,  in  which  ladies  suspend  tb 
dresses. 

Ellen  opened  it.     "  Go  in." 

"  You  will  bar  the  window,"  he  whispered,  trembli 
£x)m  cold  and  terror. 

"  No,"  she  replied.  "  That  would  indeed  excite  sitff 
don,  to  bar  a  window  that  has  not  been  barred  for  yeafl 

He  entered  the  "  press." 
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U  not  betny  me,  "MUbb  Ellen,  dear,**  he 
i^pbg  his  handu,  and  shuddering.  "You 
have  been  a  brand  phickt  £ram  the  bum- 
now.  I  have  still  enough  left  to  leward 
lot  a  woxd,"  he  added,  half  whimpering; 
1,  even  to  Myler.  She's  back-sliding,  Miss 
backsliding;  the  lust  of  the  eye,  and  the 
t;  it  would  do  you  no  good  to  betray  a 
-a  hmnble,  &ithM  servant  of  Him — " 
leaoe !"  said  Ellen  Macdonnel,  intemiptiDg 
pale  and  agitated^  she  looked,  in  her  long 
ig»iobe,  more  like  a  spectre  than  a  living 
us  is  no  time  fixr  blasphemy !"  She  had 
SI  when  another  horn  sounded,  and  though 
distant  thto  the  last,  Abel  sunk  upon  his 

e  up,"  he  muttered,  "  shut  me  up !  the 
>  thin — and  stop— promise,  Miss  Ellen,  you 
lay  me;  do  but  swear  it  to  me  and  you 
n  I  have  in  the  world.  I  call  God  to  wit- 
ve  this  house  alive  I'll  make  you  rich — 
ar — oh  do,  do — ^in  pity — in  pity !" 

no  need,"  replied  Ellen  Macdonnel,  with 
I  pure  dignity  of  manner,  wHch  dignity  of 
ar  fails  to  impart;  **  there  is  no  need  to  pro- 
^  beneath  an  Irish  roof,  and  you  have  asked 
an  Irish  woman.".  She  shut-to  the  frail  door, 
it;  her  weakness  had  vanished — ^the  mind's 

conquered  the  body's  weakness.  But  as 
le  room,  she  could  hear  the  low-hearted 
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creature,  now  muttering  a  half  disjointed  ScriptiB 
phrase;  then  whispering  out  the  reward  he  would  gi« 
mingled  with  an  entreaty  for  safely.  Ellen  paused;  m. 
thought  over  the  past;  she  recalled thesmoothyoily^sfee 
bowing  Abel  Richards  of  her  childhood;  ready  wiib 
toy  for  her  pleasure,  when  she  wasin  &your;  and  an  5 
suit,  when  she  was  out  of  favour;  and  then,  the  ^^cc 
verted"  Abel  Richards,  with  sad  bewailment  at  his  &L1 
state;  and  a  keen  eye,  and  griping  fingers,  playing  • 
Mrs.  Spencer's  peculiar  views,  for  his  own  advancemea: 
then,  the  growing  tyrant,  cringing  to  the  rich,  and  grin 
ing  the  poor — yet  aping  sanctity.  Once,  he  had  ev^ 
talked  to  her  of  love;  she  shuddered  when  she  thought 
that:  and  now,  having  escaped  as  by  a  miracle,  fiK>m  *& 
mad  vengeance  which  had  fallen  upon  many  who  far  1^ 
deserved  it,  he  appeared  in  all  the  native  hideousneas 
his  low  and  grovelling  nature — ^the  nature  that  devoii 
the  poor ;  that  turns  a  deaf  ear  to  the  hungry ;  tt 
utters  to  disobey  the  sacred  commands  of  God — ir^ 
holy  words  and  polluted  lips.  There  he  was,  trembli 
with  fear;  his  eyes  glazed,  his  lips  parched;  peepix 
through  the  chinks  of  the  few  boards  that  sheltered  hi- 
to  see  the  glare  of  his  burning  house ;  knowing  th&'i 
he  were  tracked,  nothing  could  save  him;  and  that  o 
word  from  her — one  whisper — ^would  seal  his  dootl 
All  this  passed  with  the  rapidity  of  lightning  throtfg 
Ellen's  mind.  She  could  hear  his  teeth  chatter,  as  - 
huge  form  lay  curled  up  into  a  narrow  compass.  Si^ 
denly,  her  door  shook,  and  she  perceived  that  by  a  '^ 
lent  effort  Abel  became  suddenly  still  as  the  death 
feared  to  meet — she  opened  it,  and  her  faithful  <3 
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^i^  into  the  room;  old  as  he  was,  and  though  he  had 
^mach  of  his  actiyity,  he  was  as  sagadous  as  ever.  He 
^knd,  and  looking  into  his  lady's  fiuse,  nttered  a  low, 
Aup  bark— or  rather  a  sound  between  a  howl  and  a 
^— with  every  hair  on  his  neck  bristled;  he  turned 
to  the  "  press,*'  and  sniffed  long  and  loudly,  then  raised 
^  liead  to  his  mistress  again,  as  if  to  say,   "  What 
memsthis?' 

*'Down,  Bran,  down  ar,"  she  said;  yet  the  entrance 

^tfae  dog  at  the  moment,  wassuch  a  relief,  so  positive  an 

^BBmanoe  of  protection,  that  she  threw  her  arms  roimd 

Ilia  neck  and  rested  her  cheek  on  his  head.  Thccrcature 

''c»tnmed  the  caress  by  licking  her  fingers.     ^^  Grood  dog 

'^^^down  Mend— down" — she  repeated.    But  Bran  was 

'tot  so  easily  satisfied;  he  walked  to  the  window;  the 

l>ianung  had  then  fallen  into  a  low,  bright,  glowing 

hetp,  small  and  concentrated,  you  might  fancy  it  the 

^ye  of  some  fiibled  monster  glaring  from  the  moun- 

pasB  upon  the  valley  and  the  river;  the  dog  looked 

it  silently,  then  raising  his  head  to  the  full,  bright 

moon— Queen  of  the  Sky !  for  not  a  cloud  floated  near 

wr— he  howled  a  sort  of  chaunt,  as  if  telling  her  of  the 

^^  he  had  witnessed, — stately  and  stem  as  a  lion  he 

^^^Qted  round  and  without  another  glance  at  his  mis- 

^'csB,  laid  down  opposite  the  "  press,"  placed  his  nose 

**®tween  his  rough  paws,  and  resolved  to  watch  and 

^^t;  for  his  eyes  remained  unclosed,  and  his  position 

^  firm  as  if  he  had  been  carved  in  marble. 

fcesently  Biddy  entered  with  a  bowl  of  whey  suffi- 
^ntly  la^  for  a  bath.  "  I  left  you  like  a  lily,  avour- 
^^^^,"  she  said,   ^'and  I  find  you  Hke  a  rose.    Tm 
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thinking  it's  all  over  yonder,  Glory  be  to  God !  Wdl, 
111  say  no  more,  once  it  ain't  plaaing  to  yon;  Imtgo 
to  bed,  dear — borb  a  wink  Mis.  Myler  will  let  on  odo 
of  our  eyes  this  blessed  night — ^banin'yonzB.  Andallfir 
a  master  we  never  saw,  and  never  may  see— *fiir  hii 
had  warning  out  of  the  country  by  the  light  of  the 
moon,  if  he's  the  sense  to  take  it^" 

"  He  has  had  no  warning,  Biddy." 

*'  Isn't  that,"  and  she  pointed  to  the  fire,  '*  wainiog 
enough  for  his  sort,  though  I'll  not  deny  his  goodne* 
inmany  ways,  forgiving  rents,  and  the  like.    But,lfi>4 
the  ould  acres  wiU  rowl  back  to  their  places,  Fm  thisv* 
ing,  if  the  boys  can  hold  on — there,  I'll  not  be  vexsog 
you.     Oh,  the  weary  on  it ! — sure  it's  not  sitting  down 
to  read  on  a  book  ye  are,  this  time  o'  night;  go  to  bwi 
a  lannan !  and  God  bless  ye — ^ye  won't !   Well !  no^  *** 
believe  what  my  sister  Betty  Doyle  used  to  say  oV  J® 
before  she  went  to  England — ^that  you  war  the  xU^B* 
resolute  yoimg  lady  in  the  country." 

After  much  entreaty,  Ellen  persuaded  the  girl  ^ 
leave  her;  but  before  she  did,  she  looked  again  toiro^ 
the  scene  of  frightful  devastation. 

"  It's  blue,  and  gray,  and  mouldly-looking  enoU^* 
Misther  Abel's  place  is,  now,  any  way !  It's  the  p^ 
innocent  birds  and  beasts  that  was  in  it,  I'm  think^ 
of; — ^maybe  there  won't  be  a  shillooing  through  *** 
country !  and  a  dale  they'll  find  out  by  it !  Well  I  ^ 
heart  riz  wid  the  blaze;  but  it  has  sunk  wid  the  emb^^ 
Now  if  Mr.  Lawrence — " 

"  If  you  do  not  go  to  bed  yourself,  Biddy,"  in*^ 
mpted  Ellen,  "  if  you  do  not  go  direcdy  to  bed,  1 1^ 
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70Q  will  hold  jcmr  tongae;  yoa  see  how  ill  I  am,  and 
J^joa  wiD  go  on  taUdng." 

''Ihilkl  weU,  soie  I  oughtn't  to  do' any  thing  to 
VB  joo,  dear;  nop  the  whey  while  there's  any  heat  in 
i^QoieBian." 

'^No,  Bnn  will  stay  with  me  to-night;  go  at  onoe» 

Ittdr" 

^TeVe  afeeied  of  something,  Miss  Ellen,  dear,  or  it's 
W  keqnng  Bran  with  ye,  ye'd  be,"  said  the  keen- 
Ainkiii^  giily  as  she  swung  the  door  in  her  hand. 

'' Afiaid  I  no,  I  am  not  a&aid;  I  have  been  protected 
ftU  mj  life  by  the  Power  that  protects  me  now/'  re- 
plied Ellen,  and  she  looked  as  Biddy  thought,  '^  bright 
IB  an  angeL"  *'  I  am  not  afindd — ^but — ^but  my  old 
fiioKl  shall  stay  with  me;  for  company,  only  for  com- 
poj;  won't  yoa.  Bran?' 

And  Bran  arose  and  put  his  nose,  and  a  long,  cold, 
l^aid,  grizzled  nose  it  was,  into  Ellen's  hand,  and  re- 
plied in  his  own  way  by  a  long  drawn  sort  of  "  sough." 

'^To  think  of  that !"  said  the  housemaid,  as  she  was 
leaving  the  room,  "  to  think  of  that !  If  the  baste  hasn't 
^  understanding  of  a  Christian." 

£llen  had  no  watch  to  tell  the  passing  hours,  no 

Skittering  time-piece  to  mark  the  golden    numbers. 

-^  clocks  of  the  house  diflfercd  so  widely  that  she 

^i^old  rely  on  none,  and  yet  it  was  a  relief  to  hear  them 

^Oek  or  bell  out  the  untme  time. 

Whenever  Richards  attempted  to  move  or  speak.  Bran 

(bristled  and  growled,  and  the  coward  became  silent. 

SikCfTi  as  a  Siunmer  night  in  June,"  is  a  poet's  line;  it 

not  short  to  Ellen  I    Now,  nothing  but  a  pall^  of 
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smoke,  marked  where  the  fire  had  blazed  so  briorlitJr: 
the  country  was  silent  and  lonely  as  a  chiiichyard  at 
midnight;  there  was  no  sound  of  life  on  hiH  or  vaiDejr. 
Ellen  tried  to  read,  but  fancied  she  was  sunounded  Ij 
eyes  watching  her  every  movement;  she  was  too  be- 
wildered even  to  calculate  as  to  how  Abel  propoBod 
leaving  the  house.  It  might  be  that  her  sense  of  heaxiif 
was  not  as  acute  as  usual;  but  the  dog  evidently  heiid 
something  in  the  garden  which  she  saw  not,  for  he 
arose  and  walked  towards  the  window  she  had  diui 
down;  but  his  hair  did  not  bristle;  on  the  contrary,  ^ 
laid  down  his  ears  and  whined,  looked  back  at  Elka 
and  moved  his  tail 

*'  What  is  it  ?"  murmured  Abel  Richards;  and  thfl* 
Bran  gathered  his  lips  from  off  his  gums,  with  a  fieioe 
growl,  and  resumed  his  watch.  Ellen  had  no  time 
left  for  conjecture,  for  a  rough  hand  shook  the  yti^* 
dow,  and  the  form  of  a  man  who  pressed  his  iaceagaiitf^ 
the  glass  became  visible.  "  Your  promise,"  again  mtttr 
muttered  Richards;  and  again  the  dog  bared  his  guin3» 
and  growled. 

"  Ellen  I  Ellen !"  was  breathed  through  the  window; 
— it  was  Lawrence  Macarthy ! 

*'  Oh,  do  not  open  it,"  said  Abel,  in  a  voice  surpi 
by  terror. 

Ellen  turned  her  head  towards  him,  and  though  sb^ 
spoke  low — ^too  low  to  be  heard  without — ^Richard* 
heard  her,  ^^  Be  still,  and  you  are  safe." 

"Will  you  open  the  window,  Ellen,"  exdaim^^ 
Lawrence,  impatiently  shaking  the  massive  £came,  '^  '^ 
have  not  a  moment  to  stay."    Before  Ellen's  trembb^*^ 
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xmU  undo  the  hasps,  her  brother  had  forced 
ick.  He  was  greatly  excited,  large  drops  stood 
is  farow,  his  face  was  flushed,  and  his  eyes  were 
lot 

ly.  do  you  look  so  at  me,  Ellen;  and  how  comes 
lie  not  in  bed  ?'  Ellen  pointed  to  where  the 
ras  wreathing  against  a  sky,  just  lighting  into  a 
ight  gray — an  intimation  of  the  first  dawn  of 
;.  '*  Ah,  you  are  not  strong  enough  for  such 
.  but  it  was  justice — ^pure  justice ;  if  it  had  not 
'  Suddenly,  the  dreadful  thought  flashed  upon 
lat  if  Lawrence,  her  brother,  had  been  a  mover 
eirible  events  of  that  night,  he  was  about  to 
e  himself,  and  that  in  the  presence  of  liis 
enemy — Aw  enemy,  imder  her  protection ! 
not  talk  of  it,  dear  Lawrence,  I  know  you  were 
c;"  she  said,  rapidly,  "  had  nothing  to  do  with 
V  nothing  of  it.  But  tell  me  what  you  do 
lat  you  want  of  me." 

there ! — not  have  to  do  with  it !"  he  exclaimed, 
itly,  while  his  eyes  flashed.  "  Why  you  have 
e  swear  a  himdred  times  that  I  would  have  my 
;  and  yet,  Ellen,  I  have  missed  it !"  Ellen  trem- 
1  thrilled  in  every  limb;  her  blood  tingled,  her 
irled  roimd. 

ce !  you  will  send  me  to  my  grave  with  this  mad, 
«d  violence !"  she  said,  wildly.  **  Besides,  it  is  all 
—a  fable— a  lie — a  dream;  you  were  not  there; 
e  asleep,  and  dreamed  it.  You  are  intoxicated ; 
1  are;  you  can  hardly  stand — you  reel  and  stag- 
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ger;  there,  Isawit — I  saw  it  the  moment  yoa  came  in 
And  she  threw  herself  on  his  boeom. 

^My  poor  sister!  my  gentle,  wdl-loved,  and  oni 
heroic  sister !"  he  said,  pushing  back  the  hair  that  In 
fallen  over  her  throbbing  tBanphw,  **  indeed  I  oag^ 
not  to  agitate  you  thus;  *  bat  the  fox  is  bmnt  out;  an 
though  he  has  escaped,  it  is  only  £ar  a  tbne.'"  Elk 
placed  her  hand  on  his  lipei  **  Can  yoa  imdentend  ns 
he  said,  holding  her  fiom  him,  '^  can  yoa  be  calm  tas 
minute?' 

*'  Yes,  quite,  if  you  will  come  out  of  this  doeerooca 
she  replied*  *^  I  am  saffi>cated !" 

'*  No,"  he  answered,  obstinately,  *'not  an  inch  fino 
this  will  I  move,  unless  you  will  let  me  lay  down  thei 
for  half-an-hour  to  rest,  fer  I  am  weary;  they  woali 
rush  into  it  before  the  fitting  time;  I  wanted  them  ic 
wait,  but  they  would  not." 

"  I  knew,"  she  exclaimed,  "  yoa  did  not  arge  it." 

"  I  wanted  no  half  work,"  was  his  reply.  "  The  tin 
was  not  fully  come  ;  the  soldiers  will  be  all  oyer  th 
country  before  this  day's  noon;   theyhaYe  no  pioo 


against  me." 


'^  Speak  low,  dear  Lawrence,"  said  EU^i,  '*  or  com 
into  another  room." 

"  Wliy  should  I  speak  low,"  he  answered,  raising  hi 
voice,  "or  go  anywhere  else ;  I  can  hardly  move  m 
limbs;  but  I  have  these  papers,"  and  he  drew  thei 
forth,  "  of  our  lists  and  passes,  and  one  or  two  letters 
and  if  they  were  found,  we  should  all  be  shot  or  hanged 
every  tree  would  bear  fruit  then.    I  knownot  where  t 
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^c^^KoI  them,  for  my  rams  wiU  be  dosdj  86^^      and 
"^  ^ve  brought  them  to  jtm,  suter,  and  charge  jou  to 
S'Oiid  them  with  yawr  life,  if  you  value  nme" 

£Ile&  took  the  papers.     She  glanced  timidly  round 
room,  and  aaw,  or  fancied  tshe  saw,  the  cold  gray 
of  Abd  Richards  gleaming  through  a  crevice. 
'  Wl^  not  bum  them  at  once,"  she  said,  advancing 

towards  the  flame  of  the  candle. 

"You  are  surely  mad!"  exclaimed  the  fierce  Law- 

^^VDcc,  graqnng  her  arm;   *^they  are  of  inestimable 

"Vibe  and   importance!    Bum  them,  indeed!    Tou 

^ttnr  not  what  you  say !  guard  them,  I  charge  you  by 

tk  memory  of  your  poor  sacrificed  mother,  as  yoa 

^vodd  your  life;  safer;  for,   like  myself,   EUlen,   for 

jour  life  you  care  little;  but  as  you  would  guard  your 

^  and  honour!    My  life,  and  the  lives  of  many 

brave  friends  of  our  country,  are  now  in  your  keeping. 

m  tremble,  and  change  colour.     1  know  not  where 

^  to  bestow  them,  Ellen,   or  would  not  trouble 

"Oh,  Lawrence  T'  she  exclaimed,  "you  cannot 
™k  I  feel  any  thing  I   can  do  for  you  to  be  a 

**  I  may  reclaim  them  in  a  week— or  in  less,  perhaps 
*^or  our  brave  friend — ^" 

"No—"  interrupted  Ellen;  "  I  will  hear  no  word  of 
*""^»  imder  any  pretext  whatever,  Lawrence;  and  you 
""^  JK)t  speak  another  word.  Would  it  not  be  well?" 
■*  continued,  in  a  half  whisper;  "  would  it  not  be 
^  &r  you  to  wash  your  face  and  hands  in  the  next 
'**^?  the  morning  will  be  here  in  an  hour,  and  it 
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would  look  ill  if  you  were  met  with  sach. — ^  she 
going  to  say  ^'  blackness/'  but  changed  it  into  "*  BoSt 
on  your  face.  This  is  some  of  the  water  of  the 
Blessed  Well,  and  will  refresh  you." 

'^  No,  Ellen,"  he  answered ;  **  I  am  hardly  worthy  of 
that  water  now;  they  say  it  washes  blood  in,  not  out  !** 

Ellen  shuddered.  Lawrence  had  sat  down,  and 
his  appearance  strongly  confirmed  what  she  had  said  to 
him  at  the  wildest  hazard.  He  seemed  more  and  moie 
overcome  and  stupified  each  moment.  Still,  her  self- 
possession  did  not  desert  her.  Withdrawing  beyond 
the  range  of  AbeVs  eye,  she  rustled  at  an  old  eabinety 
which  she  unlocked  and  locked,  as  if  placing  the 
papers  therein;  while,  in  fact,  she  concealed  them  in 
her  bosom;  and  in  answer  to  his  last  words,  she  re- 
plied, "  I  told  you  you  were  raving,  Lawrence,  and  I 
wish  I  could  calm  you." 

"  You  can,  Ellen;  watch  just  for  half  an  hour,  while 
I  sleep.  I  am  so  worn,  even  ten  minutes'  sleep  will  re- 
fresh me.  All  the  people  in  the  house  are  staunch, 
except  Myler,  so  I  care  not  who  sees  me  go  or  come. 
Half  an  hour!  —  that  will  do.  Here;  my  father's 
watch  wiU  tell  the  time;  and  if  all  the  red-coats  met 
me  at  daybreak,  what  then  ?  I  have  been  shooting; 
shooting  rabbits!  Yes! — half  an  hour;  there's  my 
gim ;  not  more  than  half  an  hour !" 

Before  he  had  finished  speaking,  he  leaned  fix>m  the 
chair  on  whicb  he  sat,  across  to  the  old-fashioned  half 
sofa — ^half  bed — and  in  a  moment  sunk  into  a  sleep 
deep  and  profound.  The  dark  crimson  curtains  that  fell 
from  the  canopy,  shaded,  without  concealing  his  fea- 
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tmes,  which  the  bright  light  of  the  lamp  placed  in 
ftioDg  relief.  £Qen  sunk  upon  a  seat,  so  as  to  com- 
immd  the  room;  she  placed  the  watch  upon  the  next 
diTision  of  the  tripod  the  lamp  stood  upon,  and  having 
examined  the  priming  and  loading  of  the  gun,  she  laid 
it  on  her  lap. 

Bnn  nuuntained  his  original  position,  and  nothing, 
enept  the  heavy  breathing  which  indicated  the 
fttigoed  deep  of  the  Whitcboy,  gave  evidence  of  life 
within  that  duunber;  .for  Abel  dared  not  speak  or 
iBore.  Ellen  did  not  venture  to  think  of  what  the 
fiituie  might  be ;  she  fixed  her  mind  steadily  upon 
kr  ncred  bond  to  shelter  her  great  enemy,  when 
he  demanded  shelter  ;  and  she  felt  that  she  must 
IttTe  the  working  out  of  her  perplexity  and  danger  to 
Ae  Almighty.  The  events  of  the  day  were  dancing 
vildlj  through  her  brain — she  could  place  nothing  in 
Its  right  position;  at  last  she  murmured  a  few  words 
of  prayer  within  her  mind,  and  was  comforted.  Tlic 
httd  was  moving,  she  thought,  slowly  round  the  dial, 
ttd  the  light  rushing  rapidly  towards  morning. 

^thout  making  as  much  noise  as  would  scare  a 
AxoBtle  from  its  nest,  the  attentive  and  kind-hearted 
Biddy  entered  to  see  if  the  "  young  lady  wanted  any 
doog,^  and  started  with  astonishment  when  she  beheld 
^  deeping  Lawrence;  Ellen  put  her  finger  to  her  lips, 
^Ule  Biddy  clasped  her  hands. 

"It*8  tired  out  of  his  life,  he  is,"  she  whispered  to 
Ellea:  "and  so  it  was  for  him  you  war  waiting! 
May  the  saints  watch  over  him,  for  he's  standing  up 
tv  our  rights  I    Off  must  he  be  in  less  than  an  hour? 

TOL.  I.  O 
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_  « 

Well — 111  go  down,  for  we're  waitiiig  still  for  #^ 
young  master — and  keep  every  one  to  the  other  i^ 
of  the  house;  only,  for  the  love  of  gloiy»  l^t  him  t^ 
tLWtLj  in  time.  Mr.  Lawrence  there — and  she  watdnnil 
him — ^the  two  lone  birds  of  the  worldP  andthegl^ 
stole  away  as  quietly  as  she  had  entered. 

But  a  few  more  moments  remained  to  the  sleeper^ 
how  long  they  seemed — and  how  the  light  increaiei^ 
At  last  she  awoke  him,  and  he  rose  with  the  widdfsmwii 
of  one  accustomed  to  a  rapid  reveiUee.  He  lockafl 
a  difibrent  creature  after  steeping  his  face  in  wileCi 
Then  he  warned  her  again  to  remember  that  lives— p^ 
cious  lives — lives  upon  which  depended  the  salvation  d 
their  country,  were  in  her  keeping.  She  listened— 
pressed  his  hand  between  her  own — and  gazed  firom  ihe 
window  upon  his  rapid  and  energetic  course,  imtil  i 
sudden  burst  of  glory  fix>m  the  rising  sun,  forced  herto 
withdraw  her  eyes,  and  when  she  looked  again,  lie 
had  disappeared. 

The  loud  growling  of  the  dog  warned  her  that  hei 
unwelcome  piisoner  was  stirring.  A  detennined 
movement  of  an  arm  that  had  gained  strength  with 
daylight,  loosened  the  fastening,  and  Abel  Riduadfl 
glared  up  at  Ellen  Macdonel.  There  remained  bal 
few  traces  of  the  servility  of  the  slave;  but  there  waaaa 
evident  increase  of  insolence  in  eyes,  never  respectfiil  to 
women.  He  knew  that  he  was  still  in  Ellen's  poweti 
but  he  also  knew  that  she  was  in  his.  Hecouldhaidly 
master  his  thirst  for  vengeance;  yet  he  tried  to  fiune 
his  words. 

Ellen  knew  him;  and  she  listened  silently  to  the  haU 
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ii^iittered  prayer  and  entreaty  which  crept  from  his 
HpQL  Still  she  said  within  herself^  "I  have  done 
xig^ift— I  have  not  betrayed — I  have  not  violated  the 
Ittptalitjr  o£  my  conntxy." 

BiduodBb^an  entreating,  as  the  morning  advanced, 
that  she  would  devise  some  plan  fi)r  his  escape.  This 
it  oodd  not  do ;  the  contending  emotions  of  past 
koBi  had  overwhebned  her;  and  the  preservation  of 
AeptpeEsfiDom  Abd,  who^  gaase  was  perpetually  wan- 
demg  towards  the  cabineti  seemed  more  necessary  to 
kr  Hum  existence. 

''Is  he  gone,  Miss?*  said  Bridget,  whose  approach 
Aktune  had  not  been  noiseless.  *'  Is  he  gone?  Oh, 
Vaba  I  glory  be  for  that,  any  how.  There's  a  set  of  the 
kggidy  polis — and  a  magistrate  on  the  road — and 
ftejU  ctOBB  the  strame  at  the  bottom  of  the  meadow. 
Kn  Myler's  closing  the  window  for  fear  they'd  be 
ning  something  to  eat,  and  so  little  in  the  house.  IH 
k  lack  in  five  minutes,  Miss,  dear." 

''NowT  said  Ellen,  throwing  open  the  doors  of  the 
pBB;  "now — go." 

AM  did  not  need  a  second  summons. 

''Along  the  walls — ^to  the  fir  plantation — and  in  that, 
totlie  river.  You  will  meet  them;  and  may  Gad  so  deal 
^  jfOK  as  in  this  matter  you  deal  witkmer 

Just  escaped,  as  he  was,  from  imminent  and  deadly 
poo,  and  all  through  the  honourable  feeling  of  the 
^Ue-hearted  being  who  stood  before  him,  Abel 
^foold  have  been  worse  than  a  demon  to  have  planned 
^  that  moment  a  ruin  that  would  have  destroyed  all 
Ae— lone  and  desolate  as  she  was — ^held  dear.    The 

02 


196  THE  vnilTEDOY; 

delight  of  newly-given  life  was  with  liim ;  the  frr^z 
pure  breeze  of  morning  rushed  around  him.  He  glain.^ 
at  the  cabinet;  but  still  he  felt  his  podtion  to  be  nofe  * 
tirely  safe.  In  words,  he  blessed  Ellen,  and  thoiigl:^  i 
shuddered  at  such  a  blessing,  it  is  but  natural  to  beLxc 
that  when  he  held  up  his  hands  towards  her,  after 
ing  from  the  window,  that  once— once— perhaps 
only,  stimulated  by  continuing  peril,  and  appallecL 
the  danger  from  which  he  had  almost  escaped, 
prised  into  gratitude  by  an  exceUence  wHch,  if  he 
not  imderstand,  he  could  marvel  at,  he  meant 
to  express  that  which  his  words  implied. 

Ellen  must  have  swooned,  for  when  consciousness  ^ 
tiuned,  she  was  on  the  floor,  and  Bran  was  licking:  1^ 
&ce.  Was  it  a  dream,  or  was  the  past  reality?  At 
the  truth  broke  gradually  on  her  mind ; — ^the 
— ^Lawrence!  Strange  voices  came  from  the  gleo 
the  river.  Raising  herself,  she  crawled  on  her 
towards  the  window.  Armed  men  were  in  sight; 
she  fancied  moving  towards  Spencer  Court  'Tl 
papers !  pressed  as  they  were  upon  her  heart — still  ^ 
might  not  be  able  to  preserve  them.  The  thought, 
as  lightning,  rushed  througb  her  brain,  and  rising 
difficulty,  she  lefl  the  room. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

THE  LOVE-HOPES. 

^  afternoon  of  a  soft,  warm,  breezy  day,  was 

^wing  towards  evening.    Beneath  the  thick  yet  tcn- 

^ahade  of  an  avenue  of  fragrant  lime  trees  walked  a 

^Jand  gentleman,  too  much  absorbed  in  each  other 

•^  note  external  objects.    The  Lee — the  loveliest  of  the 

^^j  lovely  rivers  of  Ireland — ^floated  in  silent  glad- 

^^  within  a  few  yards  of  where  they  loitered.     A 

*yi  chorus  of  sweet  voices  of  singing-birds  freighted 

^  air  with  melody — ^the  fragrance  of  the  richest  wild- 

fioirers  had  been  pressed  out  by  a  herd  of  cattle  pass- 

^  along  an  adjoining  meadow  to  the  farm-yard,  from 

whence  were  heard  the  cheerful  lilt  of  the  milkmaid, 

**id  the  merry  laugh  of  the  cowboys.     The  landscape 

^^  closer  than  Irish  landscapes  usually  are,  and  but 

"^  the  gate  through  which  the  wanderers  had  passed 

^to  the  avenue,  hung  upon  one  hinge,  and  the  pillars 

"•^ere  leaning  in  opposite  directions,  Edward  Spencer 

^*^lit — ^if  such  a  matter  could  have  occupied  a  portion 

^f  his  thoughts — ^have  fancied  himself  in  his  own  pros- 
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perous  county,  instead  of  in  the  wild  and  ipisAsaxeo^ 
land  of  his  fair  companion — Lady  Mary  O'Brien. 

He  had,  however,  either  forgotten  that  he  had  S^ 
warded  an  announcement  of  his  intended  airival  ^ 
Spencer  Court  on  the  previous  evening,  or  was  ah^ 
gether  heedless  of  the  anxiety  the  preparations  for  h^ 
visit  must  have  occasioned  the  good  Mrs.  Myler  andfai^ 
expectant  household.  He  was  evidently  intent  on  oa^ 
object,  and  had  no  thought  to  bestow  upon  aught  else. 

"  But  will  you  not  hear  me?'  he  exclaimed,  while 
attempting  to  regain  the  hand  the  lady  had  withdrawn 
— ^not  from  a  spirit  of  coquetry,  but  because  at  the 
moment  she  was  really  and  seriously  displeased.  "Wil 
you  not  hear  me?'  he  repeated. 

**No,  Sir,"  she  replied,  "I  will  not.  There  i 
nothing  you  can  say  on  this  subject  that  can  be  eithe 
agreeable  or  right  for  me  to  hear.  Tou  have  broika 
your  promise;  made  solemnly  to  me  when  we  met, « 
you  know,  accidentally,  at  Clifton;  that  no  matte 
where  we  might  again  meet,  no  matter  how  firequendj 
when  or  where,  upon  that  subject  your  lips  should  bi 
sealed  for  the  next  twelve  months.  Is  it  fair,  is  i 
just,  is  it  honourable  to  pursue  me  here?  to  watch  am 
trail,  and  track  and  follow  me?  I  met  you  at  dinnei 
and  then  you  assured  me  you  were  to  leave  towi 
inmiediately.  I  trusted  to  your  word,  and  was  en 
tirely  myself,  because  I  believed  in  you.  But  when  \ 
found  though  your  letters  had  arrived,  that  day  afte 
day  you  lingered  where,  owing  to  my  brother's  illnefl 
I  am  compelled  to  remain,  until  he  is  sufficiently  well  ti 
return  home — ^when  I  find  that  I  cannot  leave  his  bed 
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in  the  house  of  the  old  friend  who  offered  us  this 
^^fi^oat  ol  the  noise  of  the  excited  town,  without 
Wing  wijiaid — ^ 

"^  Wft^kddr  lepeated  Edward. 
"Certunly.  I  can  find  no  other  word  to  express  my 
Mning;  and  if  it  o£Eend  you,  how  much  more  must 
Ae  act  oflend  me.  Tou  have  degraded  me  by  this 
fssBcatian:  you  make  me  fear  what  even  servants  may 
•f  if  they  see  me  walking  with  you." 

''We  have  known  each  other  from  childhood,"  ob- 
Sfred  Edward  in  a  softened  tone,  ^*  and  before  you 
keime  another's  I  loved  you." 
''You never  told  me  so,"  she  replied. 
"But you  knew  it" 

'The  past  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  present,"  she 
ttsveied,  ^*  at  least,"  she  added,  after  a  moment,  ^^  the 
fBt  of  OUT  young  days;  but  the  past  of  my  woman's 
tfe  nmst  have  ita  control  over  my  piescnt  and  my 
&taie.  Unless,  for  at  least  a  year,  we  canmeet  without 
ftfiaenoe  to— -to  the  interdicted  subject,  we  shall  not 
i&eetatalL  I  see  you  mistook  my  unconstrained  con- 
fideooe  in  your  promise,  for  a  changing,  perhaps  a  light 

**!  should  hardly  expect  forgiveness  firom  above  for 
^  a  sin  as  thaij*  exclaimed  Edward^  passionately. 
**  Tm  light-minded !  Oh  no,  I  know  the  depth  and 
ttoestness  and  purity  of  your  heart  too  well  for  that." 

''lam,"  she  continued,  without  heeding  his  intcr- 
i^on,  ^'  often  light  of  word.  Of  a  naturally  cheerftil 
^ioi,  tod  I  would  fain  hope,  a  grateful  mind;  thankful 
far  the  good  given,  and  the  evil  spared;  I  may  seem 
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forgetful  of  the  great  sorrow  of  my  still  young 
but  it  is  not  so.     He  is  often  before  me — by  my  side, 
as  a  phantasy,  but  palpably;  often  I  hear  his  Toioey 
low,  and  sweet,  and  solemn;  and  if  I  sing  or  say  19 
would  have  have  given  him  pleasure,  or  feel  one  o€ 
higher  and  holier  emotions  of  our  better  nature, 
my  heart  beats  more  quickly,  with  the  hope  that 
communion  of  heavenly  idth  earthly  q,mte  is  no 
— ^that  he  sees  and  sanctions  what  he  so  deeply 

"  Another  loved  you  longer  and  as  tenderly,' 
mured  Edwatd. 

The  tears  in  the  lady's  eyes  flashed  before  him. 

"You  are  selfish,"  she  said,  coldly;  "when  I     ^un 
thinking  of  him,  you  are  thinking  of  yourself.     If  ^yoa 
cannot  simply  be  my  friend  during  the  next  tweMrve- 
months  we  must  meet  no  more.    I  wonder,"  she 
tinued  in  a  voice  of  more  intense  displeasure  ^I 
der,  with  this  band  upon  my  cheek,  and  my  e^lw 

* 

weeds,  that  you  dare  persist.  You  know  that  wher*-  ni 
your  mother's  house  I  never  loved  you;  never  ^ 
garded  you,  save  as  a  brother." 

"  But  you  know  such  was  not  my  feeling.    F^^^ 
you,  Mary,  I  first  learned  to  love  the  land  upon  wl*^ 
we  both  stand.    You  were  the  first  who  opened.     ^J 
eyes  to  the  wrongs  inflicted  by  my  country  upon  y^>^^ 
You  made  me  resolve,  if  my  imcle's  property  eve^  ^ 
came  mine,  to  adopt  your  country  as  my  own* 
firm  was  this  resolve,  that  if  you  had  still  been  the   '^^^ 
of  another,  for  yoxur  sake  I  would  have  cast  my" 
tunes  here.    You  have  been  many  months  your'    ^>"^'" 
mistress,  and  yet " 
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^^Ho  moieP'  she  eaicL  "  If  you  had  avoided  this 
t^  we  m^ht  have  taken  counsel  together  for  the 
>od  of  this  poor  people;  we  might  have  thought  with, 
id  for  each  other;  but  your  perseverance  has  pre- 
SBied  this.    I  cannot  trust  you." 

^If  jott  win  only  say,  Lady  Mary,  that  at  the  end 
•  one,  or  even  of  two  years,  you  will  be  mine — ^if  you 
in  amply  say  yes  to  this,  I  swear  to  you  most  so- 
ansl^,  that  I  will  never,  during  the  interval,  intrude 
|KD  you  a  single  allusion  to  the  hope  upon  which  my 
Ktttence  depends.  Oh,  you  know  not  what  it  is  to 
i^  on  life  without  hope." 

'*  Do  I  not,"  she  answered,  in  a  voice  trembling  with 
^lotion.  "Do  I  not!  Alas!  I  have  no  sustaining 
^  for  this  world  now.  My  natural  buoyancy  of 
^t  supports  me;  and  my  national  contentment  and 
^  of  the  demand  society  has  upon  the  young  to 
Cktribute  to  its  happiness,  call  upon  me  to  forget 
'sdf;  but  when  the  day  is  done,  and  I  retire  into 
r  own  heart,  then  indeed  I  am  alone — alone,  utterly 
i  hopelessly — a  creature  who  amuses  without  being 
tused — ^who  scorns  to  ask  the  sympathy  of  tears,  and 
lose  heart  is  indeed  buried  with  the  past.  With 
di  feelings,  coidd  I  make  you  the  promise  you  re- 
Qie,  when,  at  the  end  of  the  appointed  year,  I  may 
i  as  I  am  now?' 

"You  assured  me  you  would  struggle  against  this," 
idSdward. 

"And  I  do,"  she  replied.  "  What  you  offer  would 
*iipt  any  one  whose  heart  was  not  buried  as  mine  is, 
the  deep  sea.    My  father's  difficulties,  and  his  late 
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sorrow  on  my  eldest  brother's  account,  are  crushing  his 
head,  untimely  white,   into  the  grave.    Mj  nanow 
means  insult  my  rank,  and  confine  me  to  the  men 
necessaries  of  life.    Tou  would  at  once  malce  me  nch, 
and  mistress  over  the  people  I  yearn  to  serve; 
though  I  honour  joifr  generosity,  and  appreciate 
love,  I  cannot  return  it.    Leave  me  for  a  year; 
believe,  that  if  ever  I  give  this  hand  again,  it  diall 
yours.     So  far  I  promise,  but  no  &rther.* 

He  bent  his  head,  but  made  no  answer. 

'^  Edward,"  she  added,  *^  you  seek  a  strange 
— a  hand  without  a  heart — a  woman  of  another 
— dowerless — and  proud." 

The  yoimg  Englishman  now  poured  forth  has 
treaties  for  a  promise  that  the  lady  would  be  his 
at  some  period — any  period — no  matter  how  diataoit 
but  nothing  could  change  her  determination.    No 
who  knew  Lady  Mary  only  in  society,  woold 
imagined  the  bright  beautiM  creature  so  full  of 
so  seemingly  inconsistent,  to  be  so  steadfiust — 00 
in  principle  and  purpose.     Edward's  forgetfiilni 
all  other  engagements;  his  importuniiy,  encouraged 
it  was  at  first  by  Lady  Mary's  firank  and 
bearing;  his  sudden  and  earnest  protestations  of 
tion;  liad  quite  a  contrary  cfiect  to  that  for  which 
hoped.    Their  interview  ended  by  her  determinalii 
not  to  meet  him  on  any  terms,  or  under  any  promise 
he  might  make  during  the  next  twelve  months;  hat 
she  consented  to  receive  his  letters.    He  gained  this 
point  by  a  marvellous  exercise  of  tact.    He  represented 
the  difficulties  he  shoidd  meet  with  (she  knew  thef 
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vae  jixHe  nimieEOus  than  he  anticipated);  and  pro- 
Md  odIj  to  write  when  he  wanted  advice  as  to  the 
iMH^aiient  of  the  people  on  his  estate  in  these  troubled 
^nOf  or  when  perplexed  by  the  readings  of  law 
^justice,  which  seemed  to  him  so  different  from 
wlutuecoDfliderod  law  and  justice  in  England.    Their 
Ctaal  meeting  had  reviYed  all  the  passion  of  his  early 
dsji,  £ir  the  only  woman  he  had  erer  loved  with  the 
Utase  earnestness  of  his  calm  deep  heart.    Edward's 
lore  was  neither  one  of  fancy  nor  of  fashion — ^it  was 
part  and  peioel  of  his  existence.    He  loved  Lady  Mary 
iMfine  he  knew  what  love  was,  her  marriage  struck 
liim  as  with  a  mental  palsy,  all  his  fitcultics  seemed 
dr  a  dme  suspended,  but  he  never  breathed  his  disap- 
pointment to  any  living  creature;  he  removed  a  tress 
of  Iiair  from  his  bosom,  and  replaced  it  there  when  he 
lieud  she  was  a  widow.    He  said  truly  that  he  first 
lored  Ireland  for   her  sake;  he  might  have  added, 
tint  her  slightest  word  was  graven  on  his  heart;  that 
iriten,  as  a  boy,  while  she  was  little  more  than  a  child, 
speading  her  school  vacations  at  his  mother's  house, 
tiungii  he  seldom  played  with  her,  he  would  treasure 
^ereiy  flower  she  gathered,  repeat  within  himself  the 
iQDgp  ahe  sung,  and  trembled  if  she  but  touched  his 
l^od.    The  man's  intercourse  with  the  world  never  de- 
KRyjed  the  feeling,  though  his  habitual  self-control 
dnabidlied  its  appazent  power;  while  she,  seemingly  so 
pj  and  ihoughtlesB,  nourished  a  memory  which  had 
l)ea  the  romance  of  a  few  short  months — a  Juliet  paa- 
'ioii— as  sudden,  as  intense,   and    yet  all  enduring. 
AU  that  has  been  written  in  song,  or  told  in  story,  of 
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love  and  its  effects,  £dls  far,  &r  short  of  its  reality. 
Its  evils  and  its  blessings,  its  impotoice  and  its  poweor, 
its  sin  and  its  holiness,  its  weakness  and  its  sttengtlii ' 
will  continue  the  theme  of  nature  and  of  art^  untal  tlie 
great  pidse  of  the  universe  is  stilled.     Arising  fix>itt  tbe 
depths  of  misery,  descending  fix>m  heaven  the  most 
direct  and  evident  manifestation  of  a  divine  and  sdf- 
sacrificing  spirit,  it  is  at  once  the  tyrant  and  the  slam 
Happier  as  the  latter  than  as  the  former,  for  the  pe^ 
fection  of  love  is  obedience;  the  power  of  obeying 
what  we  love  is,  at  all  events,  the  perfection  of  woman's 
happiness.  And  so  Lady  Mary  had  found  it  during  the 
brief  life  of  him  she  mourned  beyond  the  power  of 
words  to  express. 

When  Edward  Spencer  parted  from  her  that  even- 
ing, it  was  with  a  determination  to  do  something— ke 
did  not  at  all  know  what,  but  something — ^that  would 
surprise  her  into  love!  The  reasoning  and  motives 
that  cfiect  ordinary  women,  could  have  no  eflect  with 
her.  She  embodied  the  wild  higb  romance  of  hsst 
country,  with  a  feeling  still  more  higb  and  more  holy; 
the  more  fascinating,  because  it  was  not  manifested  by 
any  outward  show  of  sentiment  or  exhibition  of  grief. 

The  romance  of  the  one  was  deep  and  as  fervent  as  that 
of  the  other.  An  ordinary  observer  could  have  fancied 
them  formed  to  constitute  each  other's  happiness;  but 
while  Edward  had  been  captivated  by  the  Irish  maidens 
brilliancy,  she  had  not  been  touched  by  his  worth* 
Had  he  been  less  perfect,  she  might  have  loved  him; 
for  certainly  her  husband,  to  whose  memory  she  was  bo 
devoted — ^brave  and  distinguished  though  he  was — hsi 
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ielded  to  outbuists  of  temper,  and  fits  of  despondency, 

!itt  would  liavc  tried,  and  perhaps  shaken,  the  love  of 

loriinaiy  woman. 

Edward  Spencer  had  taken  a  boat  to  the  lady's 

Ofioruy  retreat  on  the  banks  of  the  Lee;  and  when, 

iff  two  painful  interviews,  he  resumed  his  seat,  the 

ble  scene  was  as  tranquil  and  beautiful  as  though 

eoinof  theroweisdipt  in  the  waters  of  an  enchanted 

le. 

"We  heard  strange  news,  plase  yer  honour,  fiom 

e  who  had  it  a  minute  agonc  fix>m  a  travelling 

man.    All  Cork's  astir  wid  it  before  this,"  said  one 

the  men  to  Edward  Spencer,  who  neither  heard  nor 

swered.    But  Irish  loquacity  is  not  easily  checked, 

id  he  continued:  "  Why,  then,  maybe  yer  honour's 

Bfflge  to  the  coimtry?' 

"His  honour's  no  such  thing,"  interrupted  a  third 

98011,  whom,  if  Edward  had  observed,  he  would  at 

we  have  recognised  as  the  Blarney  car-driver.     "  His 

looui's  no  such  thing;  and  more  betokens,  he  knew 

hd  Richards  better  than  ycrself.    Didn't  he  ^  crass' 

dkhim  and  the  sweet  lady  he's  just  been  visiting, 

odbleasher!" 

Ur.  Spencer  heard  thai^  and  felt  his  check  flush. 

"Ihat's  just  the  way,  Jim,"  continued  the  carman, 

l»  flat  where  he  ought  to  steer;  "  that's  just  the  way 

«  flowers  do  be  growing — ^thc  nettle  be  the  side  of  the 

^njtoee,  and  the  bouchlawn  forenint  the  violet." 

"Is  it  himself,"  said  the  younger  rower  in  a  lowered 

%  "  that's  the  nettle?'  and  his  eye  glanced  towards 
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ibe  ritTTi&'f  vx?  ci  rzisrder.  aad  hov  cc4iip]eti^T, '. 
Bidij  Dcjie,  be  idesaoed  himsdf  wish  die  party  1 
consdered  3xsaved<m  a  dmr. 

**  Setting  a  case,"  lie  said.  **  that  they  did  con 
v^fjther,  and  pimiih  the  Laid-heaned  '  repiobale/ 1 
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liid  'maaHKaed'  the  countiy  without  judge  or  juiy,  for 

01217  a  jear,  who  could  say  wrong  they  did?    Sure 

iejiaaew  well  enough  there  was  no  justice  for  them; 

lornever  would  be,  while  things  staid  as  they  were." 

Edward  would  have  combated,  with  as  much  judg* 

oeot  as  kindness,  this  opinion,  but  his  mind  was  other- 

viae  occupied.    At  one  moment  his  spirits  sank,  and 

lie  vlio  had  been  so  full  of  enthusiasm  for  the  country 

ftftv  brief  days  before,  though  he  would  not  confess  it 

te  Umself^  wondered  why,  in  defiance  of  the  counsel 

ttidwidieB  of  his  fiienda^  he  had  ventured  to  Ireland 

Him  it  was  in  its  pxesent  **  disturbed  state."    Yet  this 

iw  bat  a  paaring  thought;  his  determination  to  do 

**iQmediing^  that  should  win  the  approbation  and  love 

of  lier  who  loved  her  native  land  with  the  untarnished 

v&cdoQ  of  brave  descent  and  unchanging  truth,  rushed 

iboagh  his  mind,  and  was  succeeded  by  a  return  of 

tUnght  principle,  of  a£R>rding  protection  and  careM 

Wdung  to  those  who  *^  laboured  on  his  land."  Theun- 

coonected  firagments  he  had  heard  of  the  outbreak  near 

^lencer  Court,  which  at  any  other  time  would  have 

itiiied  him  up  to  inquiry,  and  induced  observation, 

fated  almost  unheeded;  and  quitting  his  boat,  he  was 

^^ilking  mechanically  towards  the  hotel,  when  the  car- 

ttuui,  taking  advantage  of  a  crowd  which  impeded  Mr. 

Spencer's  progress,  whispered, 

**  Flaze  yer  honour  I"  Edward  turned  round  hastily, 
^be  was  in  an  irritable  himiour,  and  became  annoyed 
^  h&ng  followed,  and  there  stood  Darby.  ''  One  that 
"'riflhea  yer  honour  well,  bid  me  give  this  to  ye  yester- 
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day  morning,  but  I  didn't."    He  presented  Edwaa 
with  a  twisted  scrap  of  paper. 

And  why  did  you  not?'  said  Mr.  Spencer. 
Bedad,  Sir,  because  there  was  no  oocasioiL 
knew  yer  honour  had  countermanded  the  horses  70 
ordered  the  night  before;  and  I  says  to  myself,  *1M 
honour's  a  resolute  gintleman,'  says  I,  ^  and  one  that| 
ye  tcU  him  not  to  do  a  thing  would  be  sure  to  do  £ 
just  to  show  he's  resolute;'  but  any  way,  ye  wouUb 
have  reached  the  place  last  night.  We  settled  all  th 
safe  for  yer  honour;  for  if  any  thing" — ^he  drew  da 
to  Mr.  Spencer,  so  close  as  to  speak  almost  in  his  ear- 
^'  if  any  little  accident  had  happened  you  just  throng 
a  mistake,  when  the  boys'  blood  was  up  (and  they^ 
liable  to  accidents),  we'd  have  been  fairly  heart-brokes 
faix  I  wouldn't  have  botliered  yer  honour  at  all  wL 
her  *  bit  of  writin,'  only  for  the  promise  I  made  he 
and  maybe  yer  honourU  give  it  back  to  me  n<r 
It*s  all  one,  for  it's  as  much  as  I  could  do  to  read  it,  1 
alone  yer  honour." 

**  And  did  you  dare  to  read  a  letter  directed  to  me 
inquired  Mr.  Spencer,  as  much  perplexed  as  provoki 
at  the  coolness  and  strangeness  of  the  man's  commuc 
cation. 

"  Ah,  thin,  sure.  Sir,"  he  answered,  "if  I  didn't  rei 
it,  how  would  I  know  what  was  in  it?' 

Edward  could  hardly  forbear  smiling  at  the  ndim 
or  impudence  of  his  acquaintance,  who  seemed  to  thii 
himself  privileged  to  thwart  liis  movements  and  rei 
his  letters.  And  while  he  was  debating  what  to  sa 
Darby  exclaimed. 
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Wliolitl  it's  not  manners  for  me  to  be  discooising 
wij,  we  might  be  suspected — and  Lord  save  us, 
toe  isn't  the  soldiers!"  Darby  did  not  wait  to 
I  his  sentence,  but  lost  himself  in  the  mob,  who 
inspecting  prepamtions  for  the  departure  of  a 
t  ftr  the  west;  in  more  than  their  usual  numbers, 
bange  to  say,  in  almost  mlenoe. 
ej  saw  the  guard  was  doubly  armed,  and  they 
lied  their  knowledge  of  the  &ct  to  each  other, 
rby  dgns  than  words.  When  the  horses  were  to, 
nepasBoiiger  inade,  a  policeman  took  his  station  on 
oof  of  the  machine,  his  appearance  was  greeted 
yell  as  of  a  hundred  demons,  which  did  not 
nor  diminish  until  the  coach  drove  off;  then 
was  a  bustle  in  the  streets,  usually  so  encumbered 
masses  of  idlers.  The  beggars  forgot  to  beg,  and 
for  what  the  Irish  always,  covet — ^news.  Some 
me  thing,  some  another;  but  all  agreed  that  there 
)een  a  dreadful  deal  of  destruction.  Each  shop 
had  its  little  knot  of  such  zealous  talkers  that  there 
id  no  listeners ;  let  the  news  be  what  it  might,  all  re- 
l  to  have  something  that  was  new  to  talk  about.  A 
^  in  Ireland  is  always  astonished  as  much  as  at- 
jd  by  noticing  pretty,  and  really  modest  faces  look- 
nt  of  open  windows;  young  ladies  who  blush  at 
5  stared  at  never  scruple  to  stare  their  eyes  full, 
Sdward  thought  he  never  saw  so  many  respectable 
les  in  his  life  before,  gazing  from  their  houses  into 
)Hc  street.  Every  casement  was  open  to  catch  "  the 
J,"  and  fair  necks  bent  forward,  and  ringlets  floated 
lOut  control ;  there  was  more  anxiety  manifested  to 
OL,  I.  P 
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hear  what  was  going  forward  than  honor  at  the  grea% 
exaggerated  circumstances  detailed  with  sach  doqaom 
and  gesticulation.  Presently  a  detachment  of  mifituy 
marched  into  the  street  where  Edward  lingeied,  Al- 
lowed by  a  much  larger  gathering  of  fierce  and  exotel 
people;  ahalring  their  dissevered  rags  in  mockery^  poiH* 
ing  their  long  fingeis  which  starvation  had  rendend 
fleshless  towards  the  self-possessed  soldiers,  hoolmg  tnd 
execrating  ^em  as  they  continued  their  even  tnmp— 
tramp — tramp — and  shouting  out  in  their  empIutK 
idiom  and  harsh  voices,  most  bitter  taunts  mingUi 
with  sarcasms  keen  as  cutting:  inquiries  as  to  die 
amoimt  of  bravery  that  was  required  to  murder  ft 
woman,  or  fire  ^'  a  house  full  of  childre."  Any  one 
would  have  imagined  that  it  was  ilicy  who  had  peip^ 
trated  the  late  crimes,  instead  of  being  made  the  instm- 
mcnts  to  punish  them. 

Edward  could  hardly  believe  that  this  was  the  sum 
mob,  consisting  of  the  self-same  helpless  people,  w1m> 
that  morning  had  whined  forth  their  solicitations  fo 
*'  a  halfpenny  for  God's  sake,  to  help  the  price  of  ft 
weight  of  potatoes  to  save  us  from  starving." 

Suddenly  several,  flushed,  heated,  and  strange  wo^ 
appeared  amongst  them;  men  who  seemed  to  have  tift- 
veiled  a  long  way,  and  who  grasped  their  shillalas  wi» 
strength  and  determination.  Mr.  Spencer  did  not  fl* 
in  what  direction  they  came,  but  his  quick  obser^*"^ 
eye  recognised  three  or  four  such  amongst  the  crowa* 
Some  spoke  loud  in  their  native  language,  others  to^ 
and  whispering;  but  whatever  they  communicated 
had  the  effect  of  immediately  stopping  the  human  tid^' 
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die  soldierB  were  permitted  to  continue  their  march 
bee  fiom  the  insults  and  excitation  which  was  convert- 
ing  the  smile  of  disdain  into  the  frown  of  leyenge,  and 
iBpeDed  appaientlj  by  one  feeling,  the  crowd  directed 
Aeb  coone  along  llie  Mall  in  the  direction  of  the  gaol. 
Ik  Buddennefls  <^  this  movement  was  afterwards  ex- 
{Uiied  to  Edward — ^they  had  learned  that  several 
^hiteboys  were  in  custody  and  were  about  being  com- 
mitted to  the  county  prison.  This  accounted  at  once 
fir  die  diversion  which  allowed  the  military  to  proceed 
€i  dieir  way. 

"Therell  be  more  murders  done  than  the  upset  of  a 
piK-boy,  that's  neither  flesh  nor  fowl,  as  a  body  may 
•f ,  Mr.  Spencer,  dear !"  exclaimed  the  rich  brogue  of 
Un.  Counsellor  Hackett,  who  grasped  his  hand  and 
Aook  it  as  heartily  as  if  she  were  his  godmother, 
ttdhadnot  seen  him  for  at  least  twenty  years,  '^that 
there  will  dear,  or  the  burning  of  ould  Richards 
«4er — though  he's  not  burnt  they  say;  so  the  black 
gentleman  (it's  not  manners  to  name  the  other  word) 
Itta't  got  him  yet — the  ugly  turncoat.  Doesn't  it 
iw?e  the  slavery  the  country's  in,  to  see  them 
^  coats  marching  through  its  heart's  blood  afther 
•  Kt  of  a  fire  that's  out  these  twice  twelve  hours? 
And  then  having  it  for  a  cloak  just  to  himt  the  poor 
iB&ooent  mountain  boys  and  string  them  up  like  red 
TOings !  Oh,  Sir,  don't  look  at  me  that  way,  as  if 
y^  bcart  was  turning  against  tlic  people,  afther  my 
tting  as  good  as  forty  oaths  you  were  one  of  us,  and 
the  counsellor  grigging  me,  as  if  I  got  no  strength 
ferny  words  out  of  the  *  grass  greens,'  to  eay  nothing 
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of  a  lady  tliat  ahall  be  nameless.  Well,  I  hope  yoal 
be  as  happy  at  the  end  of  twenty-five  years  as  me  tad 
the  counsellor,  that  never  would  have  a  word,  onlyi 
little  syllable  now  and  again,  when  he  puts  too  mnoii 
stiffiie^  in  his  fifth  tumbler — ^not  that  it  does  Lim  uj 
harm,  only  on  account  of  keeping  up  his  digi%. 
And,  indeed,"  she  added,  with  something  of  an  oSsaMi 
air,  being  too  much  occupied  with  her  own  doqueDoe 
to  observe  the  Englishman's  flushing  cheek  or  indignttl 
glances,  ''  indeed,  if  ye'd  taken  a  turn  in  the  court- 
house ye'd  have  seen  worse  sights  than  the  couiudkr 
in  his  glory.  It's  work  enough  he'll  have  at  the  'aio, 
defending  the  poor  boys  after  this — ^the  cratures  ibii 
have  no  friend  in  the  law  but  himself!  hard  work,  and 
a  trifle  of  pay  that  wouldn't  powder  his  wig;  next, 
neighbour  to  nothing,  as  one  may  say,  only  for  the 
prayers — the  holy  prayers,  Mr.  Spencer,  of  the  pooTi 
that  are  showered  down  on  him.  And  as  I  say  to  hua 
sometimes,  *  Phill,  darling,  never  heed  the  pay,  the 
prayers  will  tell  up  in  the  long  run — ^and  they'll  be  to 
wanted  when  the  time  comes.'  " 

Edward  bowed  ofi*  Mrs.  Hackett  as  poUtely  as  he 
could,  and  on  regaining  his  apartment  at  length,  he 
found  a  note  from  Mr.  Graves,  who,  despite  the  dis- 
turbances, had  gone  down  to  the  coimtry  on  the  day 
originally  fixed  for  his  departure.  The  letter  was  wise 
as  kind,  inviting  him  to  his  house,  saying  that  he 
thought  his  presence  in  the  neighbourhood  just  thfitt 
might  be  productive  of  great  good,  and  reiterating  htf 
old  request  **  not  to  judge  harshly  of  the  people." 

Edward  Spencer  had  hoped  much  firom  his  interview 
with  Lady  Mary;  but  any  further  attempt  to  win  b^ 
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Duse  or  extort  one  from  her  in  lier  present  mood 
xmpletelj  destroy  whatever  hope  he  still  che« 

His  zeal  in  the  country's  cause  had  been  mar- 
^overshadowed  during  the  last  few  days  by  his 
le  very  love  which  now  stimulated  him  to 
at  once  into  the  troubled  district,  where  he 
.  it  was  his  duty  to  be.  He  was  certainly 
«.a  In  .hi.  »oL  by  bi.  »me«  «,d  «.tii 
3  be  of  use;  to  protect  his  tenantry;  to  throw 
into  the  breach  as  it  were;  and  not  without  a 
liope  to  find  himself  in  some  delicate  and  pecu- 
ition  where  he  should  be  obliged  to  ask  the 
j(  one  so  thoroughly  acquainted  with  the  coun- 
ady  Mary  O'Brien, 
his  menage^  it  had  been  in  strange  confusion. 

his   servants,    a    stupid,    burly,    lout,    who 
er  been  sober  since  he  landed  in  Cork,  took 

to  say,  he  was  very  sorry,  but  it  occurred 
that   he  had  a  mother  and    four  sisters  de- 

on  his  exertions,  and  so  he  would  rather  go 
lie  would  relinquish  a  month's  wages  sooner 
nain  in  the  coimtry.  The  other,  a  delicate 
ital  coxcomb  in  livery,  did  not  give  wam- 
;  demanded  increased  wages  "  to  pay  an  in- 
on  his  life  for  the  benefit  of  his  family."  This 
[pertinence    Mr.   Spencer    resisted    by  giving 

dismissal,  and  applied  to  the  landlord  of  the 

recommend  him  servants,  who  would  at  all 
uit  him  for  the  present:  wliich  he  had  done, 
B  gratuitous  observations  upon  those  he  had 
irith,  **  that  though  they  were  mighty  neat  in 
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themselves,  he'd  defy  any  of  the  Irish  servants  to  be 
more  idle;  and  that  it  was  exceeding  traablesonie fir 
the  peace  of  a  house,  to  mix  them;  it  was  bo  mtmil 
for  them  to  hate  each  other.  It  was  better,"  he  in- 
sinuated, *^to  have  them  all  English,  orallIii8h,''tliift 
like  every  thing  else,  there  could  be  no  medium,  ^'tbcj 
must  aU  drive  the  same  way,  or  there'd  be  nnudff 
among  them." 

Certainly  nothing  could  be  in  richer  contrast  thiii 
his  past  and  present  attendants;  the  former,  quiet,  caliD» 
independent — building    their   own  respectability  <* 
their    own    foimdation;   imderstanding    perfectly  tke 
compact  of  "  pay  me  my  wages,  for  which  you  shJl 
have  as  small  a  proportion  of  work  as  is  necessaij  to 
keep  my  place,  if  it  be  worth  my  while  to  do  so !"    Nei- 
ther their  foot  nor  voice  was  ever  heard,  they  seldon 
disappointed  tlieir  master,  nor  ever  hurried  themselves; 
never  were  guilty  of  a  rudeness  to  a  weU-dressed  visiter, 
and  never  felt  an  emotion  of  gratitude  towards  thor 
employer.    And  Edward  was  deep  in  his  preparatiflns 
when  a  gentleman  of  the  highest  possible  Tory  prii^ 
ciplcs  called  upon  him,  and  drew  such  a  picture  of 
the  hopeless  atrocity  of  all  who  belonged    to  wbat> 
in  Ireland,  may  justly  be  called  the  opposite  feilh» 
urged  the   doctrine  of  proselytism  or  exterminatico 
(he   did   not    seem  to    care  which)   so  vehemently; 
talked  so   long   and  so  loud;   that  Edward,  always 
given  to  dreams,  passed  a  miserable  night.    At  ooe 
time  he  was  guided  by  the  angel  of  mercy,  who  h«i 
taken  the  form  of  Lady  Mary,  into  a  vast  arena  whcie  ft 
multitude  were  assembled :  too  late  to  save  a  number  of 
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ss^pjbebgs  whom  Abel  Ricliards  and  the  pope  had 
tiedtoAstake,  and  had  fixed  the  iaggots  that  surrounded 
k  AgBoiij  he  was  dancing  a  mad  reel  on  the  heather. 
Id  music  pioduced  by  invisible  musicians;  and  was 
Mibned  at  six  o'clock  by  James,  whom  he  had  told 
aoft  to  call  him  till  eight 

His  new  people,  particularly  his  ^'  personal"  servant, 
vere  in  a  fever  of  anxiety  firom  morning  till  night. 
lb  ''man"  had  already  established  his  position 
inoDg  his  associates  by  reference  to  his  master  as 
*i  bom  gentleman  firom  head  to  foot  every  turn 
of  lum  showed  what  he  was,  saying  thank  ye,  even  for 
I  bottle  of  that  dirty  trash  ofsoda  water,  and  letting  him 
«rt  fiesh  meat  every  day — ^but  the  one — ^in  the  week;" 
Ui  Tciy  existence  seemed  to  depend  upon  his  master's 
miles,  and  nothing  coidd  induce  Edward  to  overlook 
Ki  Uhmders,  but  the  ready  wit  with  which  he  accounted 
fir  them.  He  was  always  disappointing  his  master, 
jet  always  in  haste  to  do  what  he  had  left  undone, 
V?er  took  into  account  his  own  exertions,  was  noisy 
lofli  witli  foot  and  voice,  but  declared  before  he  had 
keen  twenty-four  hours  in  his  service,  that  "  he  only 
snaked  he  had  an  opportunity  of  travelling  barefoot  from 
C^  Clear  to  the  Giant's  Causeway  to  serve  so  good  a 
*Mter  and  (what  an  Irishman  always  over-values)  so 
^  a  gentleman." 
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THE  INDUCTION 


Settling  accounts  and  d 

and  an  Irish  inn  are  two  vei} 

fonner  all  matters  aie  well  o 

packing-cases  and  caipet-bagi 

noise  that  they  appear  to  1 

nobody  helps  any  body,  for 

own  work — and  do  it,  not  fix) 

in  the  voyager,  but  simply  be 

ness.    At  the  latter,  nothing  h 

lif ;  and,  certainly,  never  in  time. 

by  an  immense  degree  of  nc 
every  body  will  help  every  1 
lightly  defined  idea  as  to  his  ov 


ig  to  know  that  you  excite  even  momentary 

in  the  li\'ing,  beating,  hearts  of  those  you  meet 

eveiy  day  joumeyings    through    a    rugged 

Bull  cheats  in  sober  earnest;  Paddy  does  it  for 
comes,  as  &r  as  the  stranger's  mere  pocket  is 
df  to  pretty  much  the  same  thing  in  the  end. 
^  coaxes  out  the  smallest  of  silver  coins,  with  his 
ming  smiles,  his  most  brilliant  wit,  or  most 
Dg  humour;  John  aims  at  half-crowns  and 
reigns,  not  ¥rith  snules,  but  fix)wns,  not  with 
grumblings,  and  if  honestly  and  perfectly 
never  says  so  with  a  cheerful  countenance; 
ddy,  if  not  sufficiently  remunerated  still  blesses 
noar,**  hints  that  he  "  knows  it's  yer  honour's 
.  to  remember  he  has  a  wife  and  a  houseful! 
children  at  home  praying  this  veiy  minute 
heart  may  soflen,  and  that  the  prayers  of  the 
J  make  you  an  asy  bed  in  heaven;"  and  if 
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may  mend,  and  not  be  so  hard  on  the  poor  ever  ai 
always.'' 

The  number  of  servantsat  Irish,  are  nsually  nearly  da 
Ue  the  number  of  those  at  English,  inns;  but  then  k 
the  amount  satisfies  the  one  that  would  satisfy  the  otL 
and  you  get  all  the  blesangs  for  nothing,  with  an  inft 
of  ideas  in  tropes  and  figures,— combined  with  sc 
lacy  humour  as  can  be  found  in  no  other  country  nni« 
the  Sim.  By  a  single  figure  of  speech  they  elucidat 
iact  or  produce  a  fiction;  and  by  a  word  or  two  jui 
dously  spoken,  place  a  subject  in  so  ridiculous  a  ligg 
that  you  laugh  firequently  against  your  own  will;  alir: 
against  your  judgment.  If  the  stranger's  sojouxm. 
the  inn  has  been  but  of  a  few  days,  it  is  most  lik: 
his  departure  will  be  wailed  as  a  misfortune,  he  h^ 
murmurs  on  all  sides  of  ^^  Ah,  then,  it's  not  often  we 
the  blessing  of  such  fine  company,  good  luck  to  y^ 
honour,  and  God  send  ye  safe  back."  "  Success  to 
wherever  you  go,  and  may  yer  heart  grow  lighter  tf 
yer  purse  heavier  the  longer  you  live."  "  (jod  \sA 
you.  Sir,  and  mark  you  to  grace  and  bring  you  ha. 
safe  and  soon."  Even  the  "*cM/&en,"  the  little  l 
"about  the  place,"  who  does  every  one's  business,  an< 
scolded  for  every  one's  neglect — even  he,  the  barefoo*' 
urchin  whose  curly  head  was  never  covwed  by  a  1: 
and  whose  feet  are  swift  and  sure  by  day  or  night  to 
the  bidding  of  all  who  please  to  command — even- 
lingers  without,  in  the  hope  of  receiving  a  stray  ^ 
pence,  and  gives  his  prayer  whether  he  receives  0 
thing  for  it  or  not. 
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Id  England,  the  landlord  is  ever  at  hand  to  bow  his 
Aoit  req)ectfiil  adieus;  but  in  Ireland,  he  may  be  off 
whk  Use  hounds,  or  out  shooting,  or  fishing,  or  gone  to 
his  ooontiy-house,  or  to  the  sea-side;  or  somewhere 
ditt  prevents  his  seeing  after  his  own  business — support- 
ing one  of  ^his  party  at  a  parish  election — ^in  short, 
sajwheic  but  where  EngUsh  notions  say  he  should  be. 
Ifr.  Spencer,  however,  was  fortunate;  for  his  landlord 
"Wtt  on  the  spot,  and  singularly  serviceable  in  clearing  a 
paige  for  him  through  the  beggars,  who  were  more 
T)eiferoiis  and  importunate  than  ever.  He  got  rid  of 
4on  by  a  riMe,  giving  the  "  head  waiter"  a  guinea  to 
dmde  amongst  them,  thus  directing  their  attention  to 
lim.  His  Tory  friend  of  the  past  day,  leaning  into  the 
<*ni8ge-window,  entreated  him  to  wait  until  evening, 
•nd  then  he  could  have  the  escort  of  some  troops  who 
^'oe  going  to  ICillamey ;  but  he  assured  liim  of  his  sense 
of  security  and  laughed  at  his  fears;  upon  which  his 
^eqiiaintance  retreated  with  a  shrug  of  despair. 

Some  little  delay  arose  from  the  restiveness  of  one  of 
Ae  horses,  who,  to  Edward's  surprise,  were  evidently 
*>igh-spirited,  weU-fed  creatures,  though  restive  and 
^JBpatient,  and  any  thing  but  regular  roadsters;  and 
Aough  the  harness  was  not  bright  it  was  sound  and 
■taJng.  The  door  and  steps  were  crowded  by  all  con- 
^€cted  with  the  hotel;  the  beggars  in  a  state  of  fearful 
^citcment  and  insubordination,  surrounded  tlie  waiter, 
"•^ho  had  not  yet  changed  the  guinea  into  **  testers"  for 
*^*^  accommodaticm.  More  than  once  Mr.  Spencer 
*^lted  among  the  crowd  for  Darby  the    car-driver. 
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but  instead,  he  saw  the  blooming  fitce  of  Mts.  Ca 
sellor,  enshrined  in  a  bonnet  of  pea-green  irilk^irl 
her  ample  shoulders  were  enveloped  in  a  pale  l 
shawl  figured  over  with  many  colours.  Hieze 
stood,  kissing  her  hand  and  waving  a  handkerch 
taking  advantage  of  the  withdrawal  of  thebeggarSy  i 
the  exchanging  a  horse  that  contented  itself  with  ki 
ing  for  one  more  peaceably  disposed,  she  in  her  ti 
darted  to  the  window. 

'*  Grod  bless  you,  Mr.  Spencer  I  don't  fear,  dear, 
people  are  all  lambs,  and  sure  youll  not  let  them  be 
to  the  slaughter.  They'll  be  stringing  them  like  bac 
Sir,  only  we  depind  on  yoK— our  trust  is  in  you,  i 
What  would  we  have  faith  in,  if  not  in  the  gn 
greens  ?  Don't  let  them  Orange  devils  put  their  ei 
et/ier  on  you,  don't  Sir,  for  the  love  of  mercy,  listen  1 
word  they  say.  It's  asy  to  bring  a  poor  man  to  ruin  in  1 
coimtry ,  and  call  it  bringing  him  to  justice ;  just  alw 
keep  in  mind  that  the  poor  have  no  friends."  And  tl 
in  an  instant  changing  her  tone,  and  darting  a  look  i 
of  the  most  fiery  scorn  upon  a  pale  creature,  who  w 
her  child  hanging  on  her  bosom,  stretched  out  her  ei 
ciatcd  hand  to  Edward  Spencer,  she  exclaimed,  **B 
out  of  the  way  of  my  feet,  Mary  Mulcahy;  ] 
ashamed  of  ye,  ye  brazen-face.  I  declare  111  have 
taken,  so  I  wiU,  to  rfore  to  meet  the  dayhght  with  ; 
sin  iti  yer  arms." 

The  pale  creature  pressed  her  child  more  closely,  f 
Mrs.  Counsellor  continued,  ''  Is  it  a  crown  piece  you 
given  her,  Mr.  Spencer !    Oh,  then,  it's  fine  time  ' 
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l>cggaiB  hAYe,  thai  ought  to  be  whipt  out  of  the  streets. 
^011  don't  know  her  as  I  do,  or  you  would  not  cncou- 
lai^ier.- 

"Why,"  said  Edward,  **  you  yourself,  my  good  lady, 
told  me  just  now,  always  to  keep  in  mind  that  the  poor 
W  no  friends." 

"  Oh,  ay,  the  poor  fellows  they  pick  out,  you  under- 
'teid,  for  their  party  to  sacrifice,  not  such  rubbish  as 
^Iiese,  that  think  no  more  of  pu^ng  against  a  lady^s 
uian  new  shawl  than  they  would  of  a  stone  wall." 

^'Bedad!  yer  wrong  there,  ma'am,"  said  a  dwarf, 
irho  dragged  his  deformities,  only  half  hidden  by  his 
'^ftgs,  from  beneath  the  carriage,  "we  know  a  lady 
"^hen  we  see  her,  whether  she  has  a  bran  new  shawl  or 
^^ty  and  though  my  eyesight's  very  good — the  Lord  be 
praised  for  it ! — ^the  sorra  a  lady  I'm  looking  at  now," 
*Jxd  he  fixed  his  large  animal  eyes  upon  the  woman, 
"^ho  only  remembered  the  poor  when  they  were  of  her 
party." 
"Sir,"  said  the  landlord  at  the  opposite  window, 
Wie  all  right  now,  we've  got  another  horse.  Tliere's 
*He  priest  of  Blarney  bowing  to  you." 

Edward  took  ojGfhis  hat,  and  stretched  his  ann  out  to 
*bake  hands  with  the  hearty  and  friendly  priest.  The 
S'e^ting  was  brief;  and  the  landlord  had  only  time  to 
^^, "  I  had  much  pleasure  in  appointing  the  post-boy 
y<^  wished  for,"  when  the  horses  dashed  forward.  The 
^^wd  shouted,  tbe  landlord  bowed,  the  multitude 
**  the  door  bowed  and  curtsied,  and  the  last  glimpse 
"^^aid  had  of  Mrs.  Hackctt  was  her  substantial  hand 
"having  her  as  substantial  handkerchief    Edward  threw 
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himself  back;  and  in  doing  so  crushed  a  baskei  tint 
had  been  thrust  into  the  comer  of  the  carnage,  and 
wliich,  upon  examination,  he  found  to  contun  a  ooU 
chicken,  bread,  biscuits,  cakes,  a  bottle  of  wine,  bam; 
in  short,  pic-nic  provision  for  two  dajs*  campaigmng; 
provided  without  order  or  charge  by  the  provident 
landlord;  a  common  occurrence  in  Ireland,  and  one 
sure  to  be  appreciated  when  the  comfortless  stale  d 
provisions  at  the  coimtry  inns  five-and-twenty  yeo 
ago  is  held  in  remembrance.  On  the  road  from  Cork 
to  Macroom  nothing  attracted  Edward's  attention,  until 
he  obtained  a  distant  view  of  the  tower  of  the  Abb^ 
of  Kilcrea,  looking  over  the  green  trees  that  duster  in 
fiont  of  the  time-honoured  pile. 

The  post-boy  lessened  his  speed,  as  if  conscious  that 
the  gentleman  took  an  interest  in  antiquities;  and  the 
servant,  in  reply  to  his  master's  question,  told  biJ* 
what  it  was,  and  seemed  very  anxious  that  he  shaiJd 
turn  off  the  liigh  road  to  visit  it,  informing  him  tba^ 
Master  Matt,  the  ould  follower  of  his  honour's  fiutti^y' 
was  everlastingly  "  rooting"  after  treasure  there,  ^^^ 
that  it  was  a  fine  place  "  entirely."     Edward  was,  h^^^' 
ever,  now  as  anxious  to  get   forward,  as  he  had  J>i^ 
viously  been  to  delay,  and  on  went  the  horses  witl^-   ** 
much  speed  as  if  they  had  not  travelled  a  mile. 

Some  little  time  before  his  arrival  at  Macroom  tru^^ 
of  the  fatal  disturbances  he  liad  heard  of  were  but  '^ 
distinctly  visible.  The  blackened  and  still  smouldeir^^ 
walls  of  a  cabin,  which  had  evidently  been  burnt  by 
the  military,  arrested  his  attention.  A  ghastly-looki^ 
dog,  of  large  size,  wounded  and  bleeding,  sat  gazing*  ^ 
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it  nuns,  peiluqpe  the  only  Burvivor  of  the  wretched 
houeiiold.  Further  on  was  a  still  more  distressmg 
endoioe  of  martial  law;  a  group  of  women  were 
vnagmg  their  hands,  howling,  and  weeping  most  bit- 
led^  over  the  inanimate  form  of  a  man,  who  had  evi- 
^Btljriiiet  with  a  violent  death. 

Edward  ordered  the  driyer  to  stop.  **'  They  mnr- 
ini.  him  like  a  dog,  without  judge  or  jury,  for 
lodiiiig,''  was  the  only  explanation  he  could  recciYe. 
^Hkj  murdered  him  under  the  tree  his  father  planted, 
9i  where  his  children  played.**  He  inquired  the 
CBK,  but  could  obtain  no  fact.  ^^  They  took  him  out 
tf  Ub  bed  and  murdered  him — ^in  the  sight  of  his  wife; 
viiOBe  arms  they  untwisted  from  round  his  neck — with 
^taytmet"  He  saw  that  this  was  desperately  true;  for 
4ough  she  was  in  a  swoon  on  his  body,  her  hands  were 
But  and  bleeding. 

li  was  a  scene  that  made  his  senses  reel,  and  his  firm 
teirt  tremble.  He  collected  himself  sufBciently  to  in- 
[nire  the  name  of  the  place,  of  the  man,  and  at  what 
tour,  and  by  whom,  the  act  of  violence  (he  could  not 
iQQ&der  it  an  act  of  justice)  had  been  committed,  and 
^oted  them  down;  then,  leaving  the  weepers  some 
ttoney,  he  ordered  the  postilion  to  drive  fast — ^faster — 
>*to  Macroom.  It  was  really  agonising  to  recall  this 
•Otte,  and  contrast  it  with  the  natural  beauty  of  the 
*»iitry;  Edward  closed  his  eyes,  as  if  to  prevent  ex- 
^^nuJ  objects  distracting  his  ideas,  and  endeavoured  to 
^Dect  his  senses.  That  there  must  have  been  provoca- 
•■^  he  entertained  no  doubt;  but  he  felt  indignant  at 
*e  nnnatural  combination  of  justice  and  cruelty. 


224  THE  WHITEBOT; 

As  they  drove  into  the  straggling  town  of  Madoom, 
evciy  creature  seemed  in  a  state  of  confiimon  and  d» 
tress,  such  as  it  is  impossible  to  describe.  A  sort  oi 
half-maniac,  half-idiotic  insanity  appealed  to  poBsevdie 
people,  while  the  military,  evidently  waiting  fixr  oidoii 
wore  an  air  of  defiance  and  ferocity,  before  which  some 
crouched,  and  at  which  others  laughed.  Hie  multitude 
appeared  to  consist  only  of  two  classes  of  penons, 
paupers  and  soldiers.  It  was  with  difficulty  that  the 
carriage  drew  up  to  the  inn  door,  and  there  Edward  saw 
one  or  two  gentlemen  endeavouring  to  make  their  mj 
through  the  crowd,  so  as  to  get  round  the  comer  of  the 
building  into  tlie  gate  leading  to  Macroom  Castle,— It 
that  time  the  residence  of  one  of  the  most  hospitable 
and  worthy  representatives  of  the  old  class  of  IriA 
country  gentlemen. 

"  Clear  the  road  for  die  justices  of  the  /xicc,"  shouted 
an  herculean  model  of  the  class  half  knave,  half  fod) 
and  whole  beggar.  "  Clear  the  road  for  the  pace^  or 
tlie  soldiers  will  do  it  with  grape  shot  and  baggandtt^ 

"  Fire  and  soord — ^fire  and  soord  to  drive  out  8ta^ 
vation!'*  shouted  an  idiot;  and  then  suddenly  fixing 
his  eyes  on  Mr.  Spencer,  he  exclaimed,  "  Tliere's  a 
pale  gentleman — a  strange  pale  gentleman,  that  loob 
pity  at  us.  Give  us  a  halfpenny  to  buy  pratees:  we're 
all  quiet  as  lambs  if  ye'll  give  us  the  maaley  pratees.'' 

Edward  asked  to  be  sho^vn  into  a  private  room,  bn* 
was  told  there  was  not  one  in  the  house;  they  were  oU 
occupied  by  gentlemen  and  officers,  and  visiters  bdong* 
ing  to  "  the  castle."  He  entered  the  least  crowded,  and 
found  a  seat  at  a  window  looking  over  the  stable-yard, 
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tkt  was  backed  by  the  fine  old  trees  of  Macroom 
Dude.  He  took  out  the  memorandum  he  had  made 
of  (be  incident  on  the  road,  and  tlic  name  of  the  person 
kiDed,  and  was  conndering  how  he  should  proceed  with 
Ae  inqoixy  he  had  determined  to  institute,  when  his 
ue  was  pronounced  bj  the  wcll-remcmbcrcd  voice  of 
Ae  good  old  clerg3rman« 

"I  thought  it  most  likely  you  would  pass  through 

tfr^j,"  he  said;  ^'  and  that  alone  would  have  brought 

Mto  Macroom,  if  other  and  more  painful  duties  had 

lot  demanded  my  presence  here.    It  *is  many  years 

nee  I  have  known  the  country  to  be  really  in  a  state 

rfnch  firightful  turmoil;  not  one  or  two  cases  of  in- 

mection,  but  all  is  in  commotion.     You  have,  of 

wane,  heard  of  the  destruction  of  our  fellow-voyager's 

We.    He  himself  was  escorted  to  Macroom  Castle — 

jopolar  fccHng  is  so  greatly  against  him — ^by  a  party  of 

nldiers.    We  are  all  going  in  there  to  hear  news,  and 

to  tike  examinations.     You  must  permit  me  to  intro- 

iioe  you.     Do  not  feel  any  delicacy  at  entering  a  house 

rticli  is  open  to  every  stranger,  and  the  hospitality  of 

vUch — ^the  moment  a  scout  had  informed  its  master  of 

jour  arrival — ^would  have  been  forced  upon  you  before 

V^  bad  time  to  change  horses.     Macroom  Castle  is 

^enJIy  *the  Hotel  of  the  West.'    Besides,  you  will 

*6  much  that  you  ought  to  see ;  all  our  gentry,  that  is, 

*W  who  are  in  the  country,  will  be  there,  and  it  will 

w  wdl  for  you  to  know  them." 

Edward  could  not  avoid  mentioning  the  terrible  scene 

^  k>d  witnessed.     Mr.  Graves  shook  his  head. 

VOL.  I.  Q 


I  , 


••  >v  e  will  inquire,"  repliec 
a  strange  request  to  make  tc 
should  keep  cool;  but  I  see 
Ji  ■!  you.     You  will  find  individi 

sanbled  here,  and  all  influen 
state  of  the  country." 

*^  But  surely  both  parties  i 
servation  of  the  peace,"  said  E 

"  We  woidd  hope  so.    But 
-way  into  the  castle  the  better,' 

Knowing  the  dean's  benevo 
people,  and  how  entirely  he  de 
affection,  Exlward  was  surprise! 
that  they  avoided  him;  and  if 
progress,  did  not  make  way. 
Usually  ready  to  bless,  few  bl 
were  murmured  that  he  was  ' 
enemies;  and  the  mob  outside 
inclined  to  force  its  way  intc 
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receive  me  thiu.  The  Irish  character,  constitution, 
ftding,  princapley  call  it  what  you  will,  admits  of  no 
nediom  thoughts — ^no  delibcratiYe  reasonings.  ^  Those 
lAo  aie  not  with  us,  are  against  us,'  is  their  motto. 
Htqr  never  look,  or  beheve  in  any  one  who  looks^  at  both 
ades  of  a  question." 

Hiis  was  said  in  an  under  tone;  and  while  the 
dergyman's  steady  eye  met  the  daring,  the  angry, 
Ae  anistery  or  the  humble  gaze  of  people,  in  various 
Miges  of  excitement — suddenly  an  elderly  gentleman 
liruoed  dowly  towards  the  gate.  There  was  an  in- 
tetaneous  change  in  the  manner  of  the  crowd.  Those 
iriio  had  hats,  took  them  off;  those  who  had  none,  pulled 
Adi  forelocks  and  scraped  their  feet;  the  women  mut- 
toed  prayers  in  English  and  Irish;  the  boys  shouted — 
nd  then  there  was  a  general  ^*  Whisht,  'tis  himself  that  s 
a  it— Wh-is-ht  I"  and  all  was  silent.  Tlicre  was  a 
iKngling  of  dignity  and  freedom,  the  jovial  look  of  the 
Wing  field  with  the  polish  of  the  courtier,  in  the  gen- 
Neman's  carriage  and  presence.  Nodding  familiarly  to 
Kr.  Graves,  and  lifting  his  hat  to  Mr.  Spencer,  he 
ted  for  a  moment  so  as  to  be  seen  by  those  without — 
pnng  them  time  to  perceive  that  his  bearing  was  firm 
ttd  good  tempered — and  then  said,  "  Well,  boys,  and 
^Wdo  you  want  now?  Not  potatoes,  for  you  had  a 
air  allowance  of  them  this  morning." 

'^6od  bless  yer  honour,  we  had  full  and  plenty — 
^  increase  your  store.  K  all  was  like  you,  thcre'd 
K  00  want  in  the  country,"  was  the  immediate  re- 
S^nae.  •*  And  sure  only  for  your  honour,  we  would 
kivebeen  dead  alive  with  the  hunger  long  ago." 

Q2 
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nonour  Imows  is  in  it,  and  th 
tliat  wc  niiL'lit  rise  a  i:oo<l  vcl 

*'  And  why  do  you  want  t 
genUeman. 

"Why?  Why  then  it's  ; 
ask  that»  for  it's  the  firat  time 
erer  opened  to  him.** 

"  Boys,"  said  the  Master  of 
now,  for  the  first  time,  yoa  li 
ever  a  man's  faults  or  sins  may 
the  gates  of  Macroom  Castle  are 
He  spoke  in  a  clear  distinct  Toi 
to  by  a  loud  hearty  shout;  the 
i  [!  air,  tosang  up  their  hats,  whii 

shaking  their  rags  in  a  frenzy  < 
Tantage  of  this  momentary  ei 
and  the  3ean  walked  into  the 
continued, 

Any  violence  on  your  pa: 
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tlirough  his  means  in  the  last  five  or  six  years,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  houseless  and  homeless  craythurs  that's 
vndeiing  and  himgry  through  his  villany;  and  if  he 
had  his  way  and  his  will,  sorra  a  one  standing  at  this 
gite  this  blessed  day  whose  skull  he  wouldn't  send  to 
bep  company  with  them  poor  monnuments  over  the 
odU  ooort-hoaso — of  the  fine  boys  that  sufiered  for 
ihortemng  the  days  of  ould  Hamilton.  Sure,  it's  a  sin 
ka  Christian  country  to  see  their  white  bones  in  the 
anr." 

**  And  my  beautiful  boy  one  of  them,  and  to  lose  his 
JOQDg  life  for  such  an  ould  man?"  exclaimed  a  withered 
voman,  clapping  her  hands,  and  concluding  her  sen- 
teoce  with  an  uUagown,  in  which  several  voices  joined. 

"Hiia  is  very  extraordinary  I"  whispered  Edward 
Spencer  to  Mr.  Graves,  '*  glorying  in  their  relationship 
to  a  muzderer." 

**  They  would  not  confess  to  any  kindred  with  a 
4ief,"  was  the  reply;  "  they  would  thank  God  that  all 
Aor  people  were  poor  and  honest,  and  that  if  they  did 
pt  into  misfortune,  it  was  not  for  what  they  need  be 
tdttmed  to  own.  They  have  a  sort  of  fatality-feeling 
^t  murder,  thinking  it  is  before  them — their  destiny 
•*and,  alas !  too  frequently,  their  duty.     Listen." 

"I  think,"  resumed  the  Master  of  Macroom,  "  that 
*  We  been  sufficiently  long  your  fnend  to  be  trusted, 
*^  am  not  likely  to  see  any  injustice  done  to  you." 

"Injustice  1"  repeated  a  stalwart-looking  fellow,  strong 
w  mind  and  limb,  with  a  concentrated  expression  of 
^'^tenance — an  expression  implying  more  firmness 
"^  fierceness.    "  Injustice !  oh,  death  alive.  Sir !  if 
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honour,  when  an  alibi  is  prove 
is  ^li^provcd;  and  son*a  a  or 
stand  aginst  ycr  honour,  if  ] 
Sure,  ye'r  the  top  of  the  coi 
Isn't  it  plain,  jer  honour,  t 
wam't  in  it,  they  wam't — isn't 

"  Very — ^but  not  true.    H< 
whom  informations  may  be  sw 

"  Oh,  Sir,  that's  asy  kno^ 
spite  too— and  that's  every  one 
one  hardly  in  the  coimtry  thai 
turn  to." 

"  No,  no,"  exclaimed  the  ma 
hand,  "  but  the  coimtry  cannc 
disturbed  state;  nothing  can  be  i 
of  the  poverty  into  which  you 
fever — this  terrible  tumult — sul 
done  for  you,  while  the  lives  o 
you  bread  are  endangered  by  o 
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letter  than  jer  honourable  selfi  and  sure  you  won't 
torn  again'  ua  now." 

Hie  gentleman  was  visibly  affected,  for  it  was  im- 
ponble  to  look  at  the  impasdoned  speaker  and  not 
U.   At  last  he  said, 

TQ  never  torn  against  those  who  conduct  them- 
lekeB  peaceably;  but  you  must  respect  the  laws,  and 
kve  it  to  tliem  to  judge  and  punish.  Your  violence 
liD  destroy  you  in  the  end." 

'^Ahyahr  he  exdaimed,  *' the  law  that  punishes 
caesde  rewards  the  other  without  thinking  of  justice; 
Ae  judging  ever  and  always  leans  to  the  power;  and 
if  noknce  destroys  us  in  the  end,  peaceableness  has  de- 
^tiojei  us  without  an  end.  You  mean  well  to  us,  Sir, 
ttdso  does  Mr.  Graves,  111  own  that,  but  you  are  not 
^  of  IC9 — Grod  forbid  you  war.  Oh,  then !  I  wonder 
die  loof  of  the  Cmslean-i'FhJiom  isn't  raised  right  up 
from  its  walls  this  blessed  night  with  the  lies  of  Aby 
fiicbaids — hell  swear  against  every  man  he  has  a  grudge 
ttd  a  spite  to  in  Munster;  and  he's  as  deep  as  he's 
dangerous." 

"You  speak,"  interrupted  the  Master  of  Macroom, 
"isif  the  burning  of  Mr.  Richards'  house  was  the  sole 
Wance  of  outrage.    You,  Jem  Murphy,"  and  he  fixed 
^ejes  on  the  speaker,  ''know  better  than  that.    Have 
J^foigotten  the  poor  post-boy's  murder;  the  forcing 
^  house  after  house  for  arms;  the  destruction,  and 
'^^,  and  marauding;  the  threats,  and  night  disturb- 
ances ?    I  tell  you  once  and  for  all  there  must  be  an 
•'^  of  it,  and  if  reason  won't  do  it,  force  must." 
**  There  never  was  a  finger  raised  in  the  country 


J .^x^tt  iiuat  uoimng  ever  ti 

and  notiiing  over  sliuU  turn  m< 
which  the  gentleman  instantl 
"  Silence,"  in  a  voice  that  c 
very  long  way  off    "Hear  i. 
"nothing  8haU   change  me, 
4Uid  disregard  of  the  laws  of  jo 
most  eamestlj  not  only  again 
but  against  assembling  in  a  m 
violence.    If  you  commit  an 
you.    60  home  peaceably,  and 
no  outrage  can  be  laid  at  your 
would  save  yourselves  and  your 
There  was  a  dead  silence.     '^ 
quietly,  I  entreat  you,"  he  rej 
can  gain  nothing  by  this  advice- 
I  shall  be  a  loser,"  and  the  1 
haughty  conmiand  which  his  < 
assumed  was  changed  for  one  < 


A  SrOBT  09  ntSLAKD. 


S8S 


x>  paj  ihe  priest,  in  as  great  numbers  as  if  the 
I  had  never  paid  you  a  yiat.  I  really  think  you 
fetar  stay  and  be  shot." 

iionical  advice  had  more  effect  upon  the  miser- 
t  mirth-loving  mob,  than  the  gentleman's  reason- 
[hey  liked  the  jest  and  the  jester,  and  they  se- 
^  at  least  for  a  little  time,  with  sundry  ezclama- 
^  **  What  a  mighty  pleasant  man  his  honour  was, 
ce  it  was  a  great  blessing  intirely  to  have  the 
lim  in  the  country;"  and  so  they  took  his  advice, 
oved  by  some  new  excitement,  or,  made  to  think 
^y  by  another  speaker,  they  re-assembled  and 
he  counsel  of  their  best  fiiend. 


CHAPTER 

. '.ii 

■  mt  the  spy 


It  18  always  muoh  easier  to  | 
country  gentlemen  together  £>: 
the  dispatch  of  business — mere 
the  lives  and  properties  of  many 
meeting  bore  too  dose  an  affini 
to  be  very  interesting  to  the  ms 
strolled  ofif  to  inspect  the  kcnnc 
vourite  horse  in  "  the  master's"  si 
the  beautiful  river  SuUane  that  ^ 
for  any  other  purpose  that  might 
serious  occupation. 

Edward  was  surprised  to  per 
lingered  in  the  dining-room  wer 
mirth  and  mischief^  than  care  c 
ready  to  lest.  than  ^r^  i/%^i- 
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Befbie  the  entire  party — who,  after  various  mes- 
sengen  had  been  dispatched  for  them,  came  dropping 
inbjrtiros  and  threes — ^were  assembled,  he  took  occasion 
to  tell  his  host  of  the  outrage  he  had  witnessed  on  the 
md. 

^^Uj  dear  Sir,"  exclaimed  one  who  was  aTnnsing 
loiDflelf  by  tosgdng  fragments  of  oaten  bread  into  a  dog's 
tt)Q^  **  the  &ct  ia^  you  are  new  to  the  country,  and 
4)  not  understand  our  ways." 

Edward  tamed  so  abruptly  round  on  the  speaker, 
lUe  his  deep  intelligent  eye  inquired,  more  eloquently 
Am  words  could  have  done,  the  meaning  of  what  he 
Uaid,  that  the  dean  laid  his  hand  on  his  aim. 

**T3ie  fellow,  depend  upon  it,  deserved  what  he  got, 
<ff  be  would  not  have  got  it,"  added  the  speaker. 

"But  his  life  has  been  taken.  Sir,"  replied  Edward; 
"tnd  surely  the  military  are  not  suffered  to  rough  ride 
ifatyQgh  a  country,  and  butcher  whom  they  please." 

"Really,  Sir,"  said  a  blustering,  burly,  jovial-looking 
^fpite  in  top  boots,  a  blue  coat  and  buff  waistcoat, 
'Beally,  Sir,  where  we  have  so  much  to  investigate 
liak  is  important,  I  cannot  see  the  use  of  occupying 
fflie  about  what  is  not — ^bothering  and  confusing  one 
king  with  another." 

"  Easy,  easy,  my  good  friend,"  interrupted  as  jovial 
■d  good-tempered  "  a  spark  of  the  Emerald"  as  any 
n  tiie  hall.  "  Easy,  I  say.  From  the  notes  Mr. 
Spencer  made  on  the  spot,  which  our  reverend  friend 
l^dean  has  just  shown  me,  I'm  thinking  it's  one  of 
By  tenants  that's  shot,  and  one  that  never  was  a  gale 
'd'und;  and  I  must  have  it  seen  into  immediately." 


".  ! 


xiur  i,nai. ' 

*'  Bathcrshin !"  exclaimed  1 
dering  voice. 

*^  I  do  not  iinderstand  wha 
obeerved  Edward,  with  a  loo] 
who  oxdy  smiled. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  « 
'Papist  rebel,"'  said  the  ge 
Dean  Ghraves,  looking  over  Mi 

"  What  I  say,"  replied  the  cc 
forward  from  amid  a  group  who 
of  standing  roxmd  the  fire,  or  tl 
across  the  room,  and  looked  th( 
**  A  Papist  rebel.  111  go  bail,"  1 
such  a  fellow  having  a  right  to 
any  kind^  I  deny  it  in  toto.    A 
with  a  fair  trial  indeed  I    If 
way,  rd  soon  quiet  the  coxmtr] 
many  rats  I" 
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mid;  and  his  quiet,  calm^  determined  tone  had  a  pecu- 
liuly  dear  and  impressiye  sound,  following,  as  it  did, 
the  rolfing  thunder  of  the  giant's  brogue,  and  the  sharp 
damonr  of  the  eager  speaking  of  the  past  minute.     '^  I 

ainot  concerning  anj  man's  faith " 

^  Don't  ye  though?'  interrupted  the  giant    '*  Bedad, 
^^h  you've  a  great  deal  to  learn  then." 

''I  ask  not,"  repeated  Edward,  looking  steadily  at 
ODrucoU,  *^  concerning  any  man's  &ith,  but  I  demand 
Jttdoe;  and  I  will  certainly  have  this  (as  it  seems 
to  me)  murder  investigated.  If  you,  gentlemen,  will 
iKist  me,  I  shall  feel  obliged  ;  if  you  will  not,  I 
diaU  oertainly  go  at  once  to  Dublin,  and  compel  an 
inqmiy." 

"The  devil  you  will,"  exclaimed  Mr.  O'DriscoU, 
^K^ing  over  his  huge  spectacles  at  Edward,  whom 
(having  entered  only  the  previous  moment)  he  had  not 
wen  introduced  to.  Then,  speaking  loud  enough  for 
^  to  hear,  *'  Who  the  deuce  is  he  ?'  he  was  told, 
and  his  ruffled  feathers  were  smoothed  in  a  moment. 
Be  advanced  towards  the  young  Englishman  with  his 
E^tic  arms  outstretched,  seized  his  unwilling  hands 
irithin  his  own,  and  crushed  them  in  his  fervent  grasp; 
««pped  him  on  the  back,  declaring  he  was  the  very 
^t  for  a  steeple  chase,  and  then  demanded  how  it  was 
"*the,  who  came  "  from  the  right  sort,  and  had  good 
^leaome  Protestant  blood  in  his  veins,  should  make 
^  a  *  bother'  about  shooting  a  fellow  in  such  times 
■*  the  present,  when  it  was  needful  and  necessary  to 
Pove  the  power  of  the  law?" 
Edward  would  have  shown  that  the  power  of  the 


^.^.j — itJ5  a  qiiare  humour 
must  say.     En^^lirjlimcn  are  u 
thinf]:s.     I  thouf:rht  it  was  sort 
end's  who  raised  the  puUale 
one  of  his  tenants.    Faith^  I'c 
any  one  who  would  shoot  hal 
same  way,  I  know  that;^ — anc 
loudly  at  his  own  admission; 
voice,  asked  the  Master  of  I 
best  '^  file  into"  fiist;  whether 
take  fiirther  examinations  as  t< 
get  whatever  shine  he'd  got  out 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  I 
ing  you,  but  it  struck  me  that 
mentioned  by  one  of  the  people 
there  at  the  time." 

*'  Nothing  more  likely.    We 
Peter." 

>'  It  wiU  be  the  first  time  tfa 
dean. 
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rofr  man — ^think  of  that !     Sure  I  once  heard  him  call 
a  priest  his  christian  brother." 

^(m  this  ^d  not  appear  at  all  monstrous  or  im- 
inper  to  Edward,  though  it  was  followed  bj  a  laugh, 
od  a  ''No,  no,  no**  from  many  a  lip. 

'^HiaVs  what  he  gets  by  his  English  liberalism; 

Aink  of  Father  O'Haj  being  the  dean's   '  christian 

kother  I'    Oh,  Mr.  Spencer,"  he  continued,  after  ano* 

Aer  roaring  laugh  at  his  own  words,  ''if  your  axmt 

iri  heard  him  say  that,  I  give  ye  my  honour  it  would 

We  IdDed  her;  though  the  best  of  the  joke  is  he  did 

H^  something — ^poor  dear  woman ! — almost  as  bad  at 

ierfimend,  when  he  had  us  all  praying  for  the  skirling 

^lerib  that  poured  over  the  hills  and  did  us  out  of  the 

fiat  earth.    It  was  a  cowardly  thing  of  Richards  to 

five  ind  run  that  day !    But  don't  mind  the  dean,  Mr. 

Spencer — look — ^I  give  you  my  honour,  this  blessed 

xxmiite,  if  he  was  turned  out  into  the  street  of  Macroom, 

tbe  mob,  that  he's  always  temporizing  with,  would  cut 

liim  into  smithereens ;  and  if  it  wasn't  out  of  respect  for 

lusdoth,  we'd  cut  him  up  in  another  way;  Sir,  he  hasn't 

as  strong  *  a  back'  in  the  country  as  a  field-mouse." 

The  dean  smiled  his  usual  placid  smile  at  this  charge, 
"^J^de  half  in  jest,  half  in  earnest,  and  the  Master  of 
^fccroom  Castle  said  he  was  certain  Mr.  Spencer  had 
^'^vcr  heard  of  the  memorable  funeral,  and  had  no  idea 
^>at  was  meant  by  a  "  strong  back." 

Two  or  three  gentlemen  whose  manners  were  courtly 
*  courteous,  men  of  polished  address  and  admirable 
"^"Beding,  now  suggested  to  the  master  of  the  house 
^t,  as  Mr.  Spencer  was  a  stranger,  and  seemed  very 
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nil  to-morrow;    one  can't 
after  dinner,  like  a  Dublin 

In  a  few  minutes  the 
something  like  form.     The 
square  tower  of  the  once  € 
termed — dtting  on  a  magi 
upper  end  of  the  table.    Tl 
business,  but  a  dashing  ya 
the  stable,  and  habited  in  a 
cravat,  xmdertook  his  offic 
examinations  with  a  pen  ax 
Before  he  had  time  (as  he  w< 
it,"  "  Peter  the  Peeler,"   a 
hated  spj,  was  ushered  int 
pro  tern,  giving  Edward  a 
elbow,  followed  bj  the  obsei 
have  a  regukr  run." 

He  was  a  slight  but  muse 
r^ular  Cork  fitshion  (so  dii 
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pdj  tenninated.  His  long  £riczc  coat  was  thrown 
,  and  in  the  belt  that  girdled  his  waist  beneath  the 
[  ooatt"  were  a  brace  of  pistols  and  a  cutlass.  The 
she  cast  round  the  room  was  sudden,  and  stealthy 
at's.  It  was  evident  that  he  at  once  saw  all  who 
present;  the  only  person  he  looked  at  a  second 
was  Edward  Spencer. 

RTeU,  Pether,  honest  boy,  how  are  ye?*'  said  Mr. 
inoU,  taking  off  his  spectacles  and  wiping  them 
0  cuff  of  his  coat^  *'  how's  every  bit  of  ye  that's 
?  Here's  a  strange  gentleman,  Pether,"  and  he 
ed  at  the  company,  ^'here's  a  strange  gentleman, 
er,thatwiUbegkdof  aUttlehelp  from  you  in  a 
.  matter;  he's  an  honourable  man,  Pether,  and 
^  want  you  to  nn  your  soul^  in  any  very  bad  way; 
oil  let  him  off  moderately— ehf  Pether?" 
ih,  Mr.  O'DriscoU,  Sir,  you  ever  and  always  have 
joke;  ye  never  can  let  a  poor  boy  like  myself 
•■ 

?ether,  ye  never  got  your  snug  little  place,  nor 
Ugcoat,  or  boots  instead  of  brogues,  nor  that  fine 
new  beaver,  that  his  honour  of  Macroom  needn't 
iiamed  to  wear  of  a  Sunday — by  being  let  alone, 
err 

Ah,  ycr  honour's  mighty  pleasant,  I'll  say  that  for 
"  replied  the  "  peeler." 

Have  ye  seen  any  of  the  ghosts  of  the  boys  we  sent 
Ear  the  benefit  of  their  education,  Pether?" 
Sctra  a  one,  yer  honour." 
Now,  'pon  your  word,"  inquired  the  young  gentle- 
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man  who  had  been  sketching  the  gallows,  "  did  yom 
never  see  a  ghost?" 

«*  Misther  John,"  said  Pether,  "not  to  be  mJiig 
you  an  ill  answer,  I  don't  see  what  bosinen  it  k  of 
yours  whether  I  did  or  not.  Tm  too  Inuy  wxthAs 
living  to  think  much  of  the  dead." 

'^  Bravo,  Pether,  spoken  like  a  man,"  pernsted  Ut 
O'Diiscoll,  who  imagined  he  was  doing  Mr.  Spenoeri 
favour  by  drawing  out  the  informer,  whom,  like  soM  \ 
otliers  of  the  party,  he  used  and  despised.  **  SoaUdnfc 
little  story  of  Mary  Malloy,  whose  husband  was  hun; 
by  mistake,  was  an  invention — eh,  my  Pether  ?" 

The  man's  red  complexion  instantly  sunk  into  a  ixAj 
yellow.  He  seized,  with  both  his  hands,  the  top  laflof 
a  high  chair  behind  which  he  stood,  opened  his  moadi 
and  gasped  at  the  air  convulsively; — it  was  like  theez- 
piring  breathing  of  a  stranded  shark,  into  whose  viteb 
a  harpoon  had  been  deeply  struck.  He  raised  his  hoi 
to  his  throat,  and  after  a  struggle,  though  the  woidf 
gurgled  and  faltered  on  his  white  lips,  he  was  heaid 
to  say,  "Don't,  Sir,  asy — a^  wid  me,  for  the  loveo* 
God.  I  thought.  Sir — ^I  hoped  he  was  guilty;  and,  Sir, 
BUTQ  if  he  wasn't — if  he  wasn't,  gintlemen — there's 
many  a  one  sent  out  of  the  world  innocent,  as  well  is 
him.  Many  a  one,  as  you  know  yerself,  Mr.  Dnscdlf 
Sir;  and  if  it  was  the  last  word  I  had  to  spake — ^" 

'*  There — ^weTl  speak  no  more  about  it,"  said  the 
master  of  the  castle. 

**  Best  way !"  observed  Mr.  O'DriscoU,  putting  on 
his  spectacles,  apparently  without  noticing  the  emotion 
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tf  the  wretched  man,  ''  there's  no  use  in  crying  after 
ipit  milk,  is  there,  my  Pether?' 

''It  was  blood.  Sir — bpilt  blood — ^woman  and 
dnldre'  too !  I  beg  ycr  honour's  pardon,"  continued 
Ae  Bian,  addiesing  the  master,  ^'  but  woidd  you  order 
■eaglaaBof  whiskey;  there's  something  gripping  mee 
Anxit,  and  it's  only  the  whiskey  washes  it  down." 

He  eagerly  drank  off  the  liquid  poison,  that  was 
feedily  procmed,  and  then  bowing  respcctfolly  to  Ed- 
wd,  inquired  in  a  changed  tone,  ^^What  he  could 
kie  the  pleaenre  to  do  for  his  honour  ?' 

The  master  of  the  house  having  looked  over  the 
fcv  notes  that  Edward  had  made  in  the  morning,  asked 
Peter,  if  he  had  been  out  with  the  military. 

"I  was." 

"And  where  did  you  take  them?" 

"Not  very  far.     We  went  out  about  two  in  the 

I 

Bonimg,  for  a  rason  I  had,  that  one  who  knew  about 
&e  post-boy  was  in  a  place  near  Eilcrca." 

"And  did  you  find  him?" 

"We  did  not" 

"Any  trace?" 

"Soiiaatrace,  except  a  pair  of  big  brogues  in  the 
wtte,  and  the  marks  of  the  bare  feet  that  fitted  them 
blithe  bog  at  the  back  of  the  pigsty." 

"  Did  you  follow  the  track  ?" 

**A8  far  as  it  would  go.  They  said  in  the  house 
*%  were  all  down  with  the  feaver,  and  the  soldiers, 
^0  fear  the  sickness  more  than  powder  or  shot,  wouldn't 
*om  into  it." 

**And  what  then,  Pether?'  interrogated  Mr.  O'Dris- 

b2 
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coll,  who  kept  swajring  about  until  he  impelled 
chair  close  to  the   table,  upon  which  he  rested 
elbows,  "  What  then?  you're  not  one  to  take  the  i 
diers  out  for  nothing." 

'^  It  discourages  them.  Sir,  if  one  takes  them  out 
no  good,"  he  answered,  « and  so  we  went  hunt 
afther  arrms." 

"  Did  you  find  any?" 

**•  Troth  we  did,  in  a  bam,  under  the  thraahing  flc 
We  got  a  fowling-piece  and  two  horse-pistols  at  J 
M'Swiney's,  close  to  Inchira  Hill — Crookstown  ti 
call  it  now — and  from  what  I  hear  there  was  more 
the  same  sort  thrown  into  ^  the  Bride.'  I  wouldn't 
bail  but  some  of  the  arrms  taken  out  of  Mr.  Townsen 
house,  had  a  dip  in  that  purty  strame,  and  are  lyi 
there  still." 

^'Had  you  any  disturbance  with    the    people 
M*Swiney's?" 

'*  No  ;  there  war  no  men  in  it,  at  all.  Sir,  only  1 
women  and  childre' ;  and  they  all  swore  they  kn 
nothing  about  the  arrms,  or  any  thing  else.  They  i 
all  bad  in  the  fcaver  too.  One  girl  said  some  Strang 
laid  the  arrms  there  when  the  ould  man  drove  hia  p 
to  Cork — ^you  never  can  get  the  truth  out  of  the 
The  arrms  arc  outside,  your  honour." 

"  Very  good,  Pether.  Then  what  road  did  you  co: 
home?" 

"Wliat  road?  by  Coolomer;  where  I  had  gc 
rason  to  think  I'd  Ught  upon  another  bird's  nest" 

'^In  whose  little  place?"  demanded  the  gentlem 
who  was  annoyed  at  his  tenants  being  molested. 
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"In  Ignatiiis  Doyle's,  plase  ycr  honour." 
"I  thought,  Peter,"  said  the  gentleman,  advancing, 
"I  gave  you  fair  warning  before,  not  to  meddle  or 
male  with  any  of  my  tenants?' 

**You  did  so,  your  honour;  but  it  wasn't  only  the 
Anfle  of  amns — ^I  had  good  rason  to  believe  that 
Dojle  was  one  of  the  first  and  foremost  in  the  burning 
below  Macroom,  at  Mr.  Richards;  and  it's  well  known 
^  some  of  the  boys  who  was  at  that,  have  papers 
ftal,  if  we  could  only  get  hoult  of,  would  let  us  into 
^  rights  of  whose  in,  and  whose  out,  through  the 
^le  counthry.    It's  well  known  to  your  honours  that 
^  head  and  strength  of  the  Whiteboys  isn't  in  the 
poor  cabin  keepers  and  mountain  runners — ^not  it  in- 
deed!   Ignatius  is  a  well-lamed  boy,  and  has  a  first- 
couam  housemaid  at  Spencer  Court,  and  another  tra- 
velling the  world  as  child's  maid  with  a  lady;  in  troth, 
here's  some  brother,  or  sister,  or  cousin  of  Igg  Doyle's 
^   every  Protestant  house    in  the  coimtry.     Igg  is 
**Ughty  well  lamed." 

•*  fFaSy  you  mean,  for  he  is  dead,"  said  the  land- 
■^>icl,  looking  steadily  at  Peter. 

'^Mushal  yer  honour  don't  say  so,"  answered  Peter, 
^^th  a  weU-feigned  look  of  astonishment;  "  they  war 
•crimigen  widin  the  litde  place,  himself  and  two  of 
**^  solders — and  I  had  no  mind  to  go  in." 

**I  suppose,"  said  the  landlord  of  the  unfortunate 
*gnadu8,  **  you  were  afraid  of  the  fever  then." 

^'Musha,  then  God  knows  I  was  not.  I  went  in 
^  the  sargeant  first,  and  Igg  was  laying  on  the  bed — 
^^  praskeen  about  his  head — and  I  pointed  him  out, 
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and  his  wife  began  sclireeming  and  roaring,  and  twate 
he  was  dying;  and  they  lifted  him  on  to  the  floor,  and 
searched  the  house,  and  never  a  skieed  or  scrap  dtaj 
thing,  written  or  plain,  could  they  find;  and  thenltt 
began  aggravating  the  soldiers,  and  I  come  out— imd 
80 — that's  all  I  know  about  it." 

**  And  you  heard  no  screams^  no  entieatiefl  fix 
mercy?'  said  Mr.  Spencer,  in  a  tone  of  inquiry. 

"  Oh,  bedad,  Sir,  wherever  there's  a  soldier  Fm  mat 
to  hear  the  screams.  They'd  as  soon  see  a  fire  enftec 
the  house  as  a  soldier." 

"You  remember  tHs,"  persisted  the  gwittena^ 
"  you  entered  my  tenant's  house,  you  find  him  ill  i 
bed—" 

*'  I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir — ^but  it's  my  thinking  t 
was  wounded  in  some  of  the  night  skrimmiges,"  said  tfc 
informer. 

"  No  doubt;  and  died  of  his  wound  wliile  you  ai3 
the  soldiers  were  there.     I'm  quite  up  to  you,  you  Bern 

"Oh,  Sir,  I've  nothing  to  do  with  it.  I  can  sho^ 
my  employers  part  of  the  information  I  received, 
did  my  duty  in  taking  the  military  there;  and  am  n* 
accountable  for  any  thing  that  tuck  place  betfris 
them.  I've  seen  half-a-dozen  men  shot  of  a  mominj 
without  such  a  bother  about  the  blaguards." 

The  latter  part  of  his  explanation  was  given  in 
tone  of  testy  insolence,  that  provoked  a  reproof  fi:t>'' 
the  presiding  magistrate — a  sharp  and  keen  reproc: 
which  had  an  admirable  effect  upon  the  party,  who  sb> 
that  "  the  master"  was  in  earnest ;  and  when  this  w^ 
the  case,  no  one  chose  to  trifle.     Even  Mr.  O'DrisooU 
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)  Homns-like  ooontenance  assumed  a  steady  and 

Ig^ilfiil  aspect;  and  the  clerk  pro  tern,  mended  his 

and  wrote  Tigoioaslj.      The   landlord  and  Mr. 

fieer  (to  whom  much  courtesy  was  shown)  agreed 

t  the  soldiers  should  be  examined,  and  Peter  was 

kred  into  a  separate  room  while  the  examination 

aoeeded.    They  fidled,  however,  in  maldng  out  a 

m  against  the  men.    They  all  declared  that  the  man 

H  dying  when  they  entered;  that  they  only  used 

BBoessazy  violence**  towards  those  who  endeavotired 

o  prevent  their  searching  the  cabin,  and  removing 

IXyjffe  fiom  where  they  imagined,  from  his  clinging  to 

file  spot,  papers  or  arms  were  concealed;  that  a  pistol 

We&t  off  in  the  struggle,  but  with  no  intent  on  their 

part  to  fire.    And  Mr.  O'Driscoll,  and  several  other 

supporters  of  the  principle  that 

''Tbej  shall  keep  who  hare  the  power,** 
to  think  it  a  most  wonderful  and  praiseworthy 
<KitBtietGhing  of  the  hands  of  Justice  towards  her  sister 
Kocy,  that  the  commanding  officer  was  boimd  to  be 
^vwerable  for  the  appearance  of  his  men,  if  any  pro- 
^seedmgs  were  instituted  against  them  by  the  relatives 
cf  the  late  Ignatius  Doyle. 

Edward  was  marvellously  perplexed  and  pained.  He 
fit  that  "Irish  justice"  and  "justice  to  the  Irish"  meant 
iK)t  one  and  the  same  thing.  He  had  seldom,  perhaps 
i^c^ver,  been  in  an  assembly  of  finer  specimens  of  his 

fiW-men;  there  was  a  frankness,  a  spirit,  a  boisterous 

• 

J^^yoQsness,  about  them,  that,  under  other  circum- 
^•Dccs,  would  have  stirred  his  spirit,  and  warmed  his 
^^  heart;  but  without,  were  a  starving  and  disafiEected 


n:;  .j 


u.Lx^L   cuiiipanng,  and  was  m 
think,  tluui  to  act.    ''  li'tlu-se," 
tlcmcn  of  the  country,  I  do  nc 
— at  least  with  them  all."     -A 
they  were  seen  under  peculiar 
ment;  he  recalled  with  plea 
*'  the  master*'  saj;  and  began 
high  breeding  even  of"  the  clei 
an  instant  how  unfortunate  tha 
in  prejudice,  and  fed  with  the 
and  when  his  eyes  met  those  of 
one  look  his  spirit  drank  in  so 
and  charity^  that  he  recalled 
soothing  sound  of  the  billows, 
good  man  entreating  him  to  pa 
It  would  seem  that  youth  and  a 
each  other;  there  was  between 
80  great,  that  without  the  dist 
interpreted  each  other's  thougl 
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B,  toin  suspiciously  away  from  the  open,  honest 
;  the  troe  heart  feels  for  heart  as  true — although 
aoe  may  not  have  been  yet  brought  to  test  it. 
lie  some  in  this  wide  world  whom  it  is  a  down- 
snesy  to  doubt;  there  are  others,  from  whom  all 
instincts  turn  loathingly  away.  Cheered  and 
by  the  Idnd  looks  of  his  reverend  friend,  £d- 
as  disturbed  by  the  announcement,  that  it  would 
well  to  take  the  depositions  of  Mr.  Richards. 


Iv  ..-i., 


chapte; 


THE  MIDDLEMAN 


Abel  Richabds  was  posse 

matlc  talent.    He  dressed  to 

wished  to  appear;  and  though 

sions  frequently  disturbed  the 

sion  of  his  countenance,  yet  iti 

he  entered  the  well-filled  room 

perfection  itself.     His  hands  we 

bent,  his  eyes  were  half  close 

aspect  of  one  who,  during  the 

ted  to  the  scourge  and  the  cor 

of  the  breast,  and  resolved  to 

society,  and  descant  upon  them 

fortune. 

And  here  again  was  anothei 
^1 
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iPKHleman  ave  as  a  necessaiy  whipper-up  of  acres  and 
fteotnts,  nodded  to  him  enoooraginglyy  and  such  saluta- 
tknslie  letomed  most  lespcctfiillj,  for  they  were  made 
lij'^tlie  first  men  in  the  coimtj."  Others,  believing 
Aitbe  was  what  he  desired  to  be  considered — ^the  vic- 
imot  a  persecution  arising  from  his  change  of  faith — 
icbanced  kindly,  but  still  with  an  air  of  superiority, 
ndshook  him  by  the  hand.  In  return  for  these  salu- 
ti&ms  he  muttered  a  few  sentences,  of  which  Mr. 
%aicer  could  only  hear  the  words,  *^  brand  from  the 
fcBning" — "^  highly  favoured" — ^**  mezciful  providence" 
—^humble  martyr" — ^'*deep  gratitude" — **  christian 
fertitude" — "butcherly  papists."  Others,  again— of 
*]iam  Idr.  ODriscoU  was  the  leader — threw  at  the 
Bia  a  sort  of  taUyhoing  welcome,  which  resembled 
be  salutation  of  a  pack  of  yoimg  hounds  to  an  old 
IX,  from  whom  they  expect  **  sport,"  and  whose  escape 
ley  are  consequently  determined  to  prevent.  This 
leeting  he  accepted  with  a  hideous  attempt  at  an 
ndixring  smile;  but  met  the  eye  of  the  dean  in  a  far 
dferent  manner  as  he  extricated  his  hand  from  the 
tttBuie  of  Mr.  O'Driscoll's,  who  had  the  usual  county 
wpcnsity  for  dislocating  fingers  with  an  hospitable 
tulce.  His  hesitation  of  manner — not  exactly  know- 
Bg  whether  to  advance  or  retreat — ^betrayed  that  he 
at  lis  eqtdvocal  position  more  deeply  than  might  have 
^supposed. 

**  I  am  very  glad,  Mr.  Richards,  you  were  preserved," 
^  the  clergyman,  advancing  towards  him,  *^  it  was  a 
^  mercy— one  not  to  be  forgotten." 
^  Never,  Sir,  never !"  he  replied,  "  never  to  be  for- 
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gotten.  Ah,  Mr.  Spencer,  Sir,  your  lot  is  cast  in 
troublous  times;  you  remember  my  warning,  Sir,m 
Cork,  wbcn  I  had  the  holy  happiness  of  laying  mylitde 
tributes  before  you.  Ah,  Sir !  I  did  not  then  think 
how  nearly  I  was  being  made  a  brand  for  the  burnings 
but  the  hand,  THE  HAND  was  outstretched  I  If  in 
accident,  which  I  thought  in  the  blindness  of  my 
carnal  nature  was  injurious  to  my  worldly  interests,  and 
disturbed  my  poor  narrow  plans,  had  not  occuned, 
and  detained  me — and  that  too,  privately,  at  Inchegedi, 
I  should  have  been  in  my  own  home.  I  came  rsfoa 
it  when  it  was  consuming,  and  mercifully,  Sir,  found 
shelter  beneath  the  roof  of  Spencer  Court** 

"  Come  tell  us  all,  Aby — how  was  it?"  inquired 
Mr.  O'DriscoU,  "  did  you  pass  through  the  scoun- 
drels?" 

''No,  Sir,  I  give  thanks,  not  through  them,  I  skirted 
them;  I  heard  the  moans  of  the  perishing  animals;  I 
heard  the  taimts,  and  the  jibes,  and  the  insults  thej  ad* 
dressed  to  me;  I  even  looked  in  the  faces  of  some  ^ 
gazed  only  on  the  fire,  and — ^whom — ^I  can  identify." 

"Oh,  to  be  sure,  you  can!"  interrupted  the  ever 
jovial  O'DriscoU.  **  I  hope  some  of  my  devilish  bad 
tenants  were  among  them.  Now,  'pon  your  honour, 
weren't  some  of  my  SHbberecn  boys,  who  never  pay  s 
farthing,  and  whom  I  daren't  eject,  in  the  tMck  of  it? 
Look !  Ill  give  you  as  fine  a  mare  as  any  in  the  coon^ 
equal  to  sixteen  stone — ^ten  poimd  better  than  the  giAj 
seventeen  hand  ould  stager  that's  burnt — ^if  youll  pQ^ 
into  the  black  list  three  names  that  FU  give  you.  Andf 
Aby,  it  will  be  a  national  benefit — ^it  will  be  a  blessing 
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0 the  country  to  be  rid  of  them;  it  will  stand  against 
fl  the  lies — ^I  mean  all  the  truths  jou  tould  these  six 
lODths.^* 

''Oh,  Sir,  may  the  Lord  forgive  you!"  replied 
jchaids,  casting  up  his  eyes,  ^'  but  you  are  only  in 
St,  Sir,  nothing  more;  yet  it's  awful  jesting — ^it's 
irfiil,  Sir,  uncommon  awful,  imder  the  circumstances. 
IxMe  I  can  identify  I  will  identify,  that's  aU;  though 
xmer  or  later  I  shall  be  the  sui&rer — ^I  know  that.  But 
hive  been — ^" 

"A  brand  plucked  from  the  burning,   isn^t  that 

\T  laughed  O'DriscoU.     *^  I'm  sure  you  must  have 

ee&  a  pile  of  brands,  for  I  have  heard  you  brand  your- 

^  after  this  fashion  fifly  times  a  year  at  least  I" 

"Pleasant,  Sir,  always  pleasant!     You  have  much 

>be  thankful  for  in  that  charming  flow   of  spirits. 

Gglty  pleasant,"  muttered  Mr.  Richards. 

"But  here's  Mr.  Spencer,  dying  to  know  how  it 

ittnced  that  you  ran  to  earth  at  Spencer  Court." 

"I should  be  glad,  indeed,  to  hear  it,"  said  Edward; 

hot  did  not  like  to  intrude  my  inquiries  when  I 

ttderstood  Mr.  Richards  had  to  make  depositions." 

^  Faith,  that's  not  bad — ^that  just  chimes  in  with  the 

ttster — who  looks  pistols  and  bullets  at  mc,  whenever 

disturb  the  gravity  of  an  investigation.    We  manage 

I  Ireland   to  mingle    law  and  love,    and  jest  and 

imder,  abduction  and  reduction,  whiskey  and  pistols, 

^"Qftahip  and  matrimony,   wit  and  starvation,   most 

^^ly  together.    There's  a  spice,  a  zest,  a  flow;  a 

^'x^oing  fire  of  all  things — ^in  and  out,  round  and  about 


f 
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reli^ons  or  your  politics." 

*'  No,  no !  Wc  do  not  wai 
the  reply;  they  were  the  oil 
Mr.  O'DriscoU  had  spoken. 

The  single  sentence  utten 
produced  a  sensatioii  through 
he  was  perfectly  unconscious; 
that  &om  those  few  true  wore 
arise,  and  much  doubt  be  ezcii 
the  young  Englishman's  opini 
ever,  no  time  for  speculation 
topic — ^partly  firom  a  desire  to 
and  partly  from  a  knowledge  c 
straws  over  which  Irish  society 
The  master  set  to  in  good  eai^ 
who  commenced  his  narrative  i 
cant;  but  as  he  warmed  to  hii 
sionally  at  his  *'  past  persecute 
suspicions  and  hatreds  of  varioi 
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— nd  iMnds  clenched  ivith  the  craelest  determination 
-rpoffiDg  the  deadly  natoie  of  his  feelings — he  de- 
MDced  Lawxence  Macarthy  as  the  gieat  fire-brand — 
Attiich  oanspixator — the  chiefest  amongst  them  all. 
Be  Mated  his  firm  belief  that  Lawxence  was  the  one, 
ihe  xavisible.  Captain  Bock; — the  unseen,  unknown 
igot,  principal  moTer — every  thing,  in  &ct  Nerved 
iolo  ^length  of  declamation  by  his  bitterness  towards 
kyoong  man,  whom  he  himself  had  nearly  murdered, 
fcecontJnned  to  pour  forth  his  violence,  until,  forgetfid 
of  lug  a^9t^vnt»A  character,  he  sealed  all  with  an  oath, 
B  deep  and  dreadfiil,  that  some,  albeit  not  over 
anpolous  in  asseverations,  shuddered,  while  the  laugh* 
BgooloflBUS,  extending  his  heavy  arm  across  the  table, 
■oiited, 

'^ Capital! — ^thank  you  for  that,  Aby; — ^there  you 
ioe  yourself,  my  fine  fellow !  Never  turn  the  whites 
t  joui  eyes  again  on  me  for  my  light  oaths,  which 
^  as  gossamer  to  this !  Why,  what  a  revengeful  re- 
lobate  you  are!  The  old  leaven — ^the  old  leaven, 
bat's  it,  isn't  it?  I  say,  you  must  turn  monk;  tliere  is 
ofthing  but  the  round  dozens  and  hard  work  at 
vQQgane-barra,  or  Rome  itself,  to  rub  out  such  black- 
fisl  That  tau  an  oath !  Swear  it  again,  Aby,  I'll 
^Te  ye  ten  poimds  if  you'll  only  swear  it  again !" 

But  Richards  did  "  turn  the  whites  of  his  eyes,"  and 
^  his  hands,  and  mutter  about  the  *'  weakness  of 
^  flesh," — going  so  far  as  to  hint  that  he  wished 
o  retire  for  the  soothing  comfort  of  private  prayer. 
^  then,  recalled  to  his  real  nature  by  a  question 
^  Dean  Crraves,  he. answered  that  as  the  country 


An   uilifcr,    who    was    ] 

belief  that  the  Wliiteboya 

been  aubjectcd  to  a  much  m 

organiBed  militBij  tutelag 

them  before;  and  added  tl 

strongljr  to  doubt  Jfc.  Ri( 

carth;r  waa  their  leader-inn 

man,  utterly  ignorant  of  the 

movements,  who  at  the  vei 

in  his  own  perecai  s  gueril 

fare,  shooting  from  behind 

untenable  poation,  a  party 

waa,  he  continued,  known 

with  an  old  family,  had  all 

months,  perhaps  more  than 

stances  led  more  than  one  j 

believe  that  his  wild  nature 

ployment  amongst  tho  A;^,^^ 
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not  heard  the  Peeler^s  evidence),"  the  voices  of  several 
otben  (he  gave  their  names) ;  but  he  had  proof,  cer- 
tun  as  life  or  death,  that  Lawrence  Macartliy  was  the 
diief  causer  of  the  destruction  that  fell  upon  his  pro- 
perty, and  that  papers  of  the  utmost  importance  had 
ken  in  his  poesession. 

^  He  knew,"  he  said, — '*  at  least,  he  had  seen  them  pass 
fiomMacarthy's  hands  into  the  hands  of  another  person." 

"  Who  was  that  person  ?' 

He  looked  fixedly  at  the  dean  for  a  minute,  and 
Aen  glanced  at  Edward  Spencer. 

"  It  was  a  person — a  woman — a  girl — ^in  fact  a  yoimg 
Uy;  he  did  not  know  if  it  would  be  agreeable  to  Mr. 
^«ncer  to  have  it  spoken  of,  but  she  was  generally  con- 
ndered  a  relative  or  connexion  of  Mr.  Spencer's ;  he 
law  them  transferred  from  the  hands  of  Lawrence  Ma- 
ttrthy  into  those  of  Ellen  Macdonnel."  Upon  this 
*Wement,  both  the  dean  and  Mr.  Spencer  rose. 

"It  has  so  happened,"  said  the  young  Englishman, 
"that  1  have  never  seen  my  kinswoman,  Miss  Macdon- 
Jrf;  nor  did  I  till  this  moment  consider  what  has  sud- 
^ealy  occurred  to  me,  that  the  Macarthy  of  whom  you 
•ptic  is  unfortunately  her  half-brother;  but  from  all  I 
iave  heard,  from  all  I  believe  of  this  yoimg  lady,  she  is 
perfectly  incapable  of  acting  in  concert  with  any  one 
^^ppoeed  to  her  faith  or  her  allegiance.  I  shall  sec  her 
"Witlun  a  few  hours,  and  am  assured  I  shall  be  able  to 
pwve  to  the  Master  of  Macroom  Castle  and  the  present 
^^pany,  that  Mr.  Richards  is  labouring  imder  an  illu- 

**I  am  very  certain,  Sir,  that  you  will  not  see  the 
Vol.  I.  8 


♦tao  tiiu  rupiy. 

*•  And  clicl   y(3U  claiv,  luil 
tute  a  search  of  my  house,  tu 
tlve  concealed  illegal  papers  tl 
his  cheeks  flushing,  his  eyes  i 
f ul  figure  expanding  with  inc 
Several  of  the  gentlemen  i 
^  Bravo !"  that  shook  the  ceilin 
"order:"  it  was  faintly  though 
no  one  in  the  room  who  more 
spirited  bearing  of  the  Engli 
young  men  clapped  their  hands 
other  in  dismal  tones,  that  i 
hadn't  the  "  pluck"  to  draw  a 
he  a  jest  to  these  youngsters,  i 
ward.     "  K,"  he  added,  "  you 
this  slander  upon  a  lady,  you 
xepresentative  of  her  nearest  I 
my  duty  to  protect  her." 


IL  T 
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^Aj,  riddle  us  that  Wliat  were  you  doing,  my 
Attjf  wbm  the  young  rebel  gave  his  sister  the  papers?*' 
h/pirei  Mr.  O'DriscolL 

"I— I,"  stammered  Abel  Richards,  "  I — I  was  look- 
ay  on,  and  praying  to  the  Lord !" 

The  dean  cast  upon  him  a  look  of  withering  indig- 
oatiOD,  it  could  hardly  liavc  been  believed  that  so  gen- 
tle and  benevolent  a  face  could  have  given  expression 
tonch  deep  scorn  at  the  man's  hypocrisy. 

»Po«:hing  on  my  friend  Pether's  ground— spying— ? 
di,  my  Aby?  Was  it  through  the  architecture  of  a 
tozf  rick  you  looked,  or  out  of  a  potato  pit,  or  with 
J«r  eje  stuck  in  a  crevice?  You  had  always  a  sort  of 
neond  sight,  and  coidd  see  what  no  one  else  could, 
m  flay  that  for  you." 

"A  truce  to  this,"  interrupted  the  Master.  "Mr. 
Kichards  mutt  inform  us  how  he  came  to  witness  this 
Qtraordinary  transfer." 

Very  tmwillingly,  and  with  sundry  ditours  from  the 
buth  was  the  statement  made.  "  How,  escaping  from 
^  brightness  of  the  flames  that  would  have  betrayed 
lom,  he  forded  the  river  and  found  himself  in  a  state  of 
extreme  exhaustion  and  dismay  beneath  the  shadow  of 
opencer  Court;  that,  knowing  the  evil  inclinations  of 
lU therein  towards  him,  he  dared  not  enter;  tliat  he  crept 
to  where  the  moon  threw  the  shadows  darkest,  but 
hoovered  that  every  point  except  the  one  where  he  had 
^'OflBed  was  guarded,  as  the  Wtiteboys  had  posted  scouts 
to  prevent  escape  at  each  comer  of  the  building;  he  had 
*en  two  whispering  within  a  yard  of  where  he  stood, 
^  tliat  had  he  not  crouched  into  a  recess  caused 

s2 


'■  tilic  concealed  inc," 

breath,  "and  I  hardly  k 

(though,  craving  JVfc.  Sp 

his  house,  aa  I  discovereo 

"  Permit  me.  Sir,  agai 

cited  Edward.     '<  They  i 

uncle  faithfully  for  a  nuni 

the  goodness  to  remembe 

donncl  gave  this  person 

though,  if  I  understand  I 

sonally  offensive  to  her." 

"  She  certainly  stowed 

caitiff,  "  where  had  there  ] 

ing   for   breathing   I   mm 

prayed  fervently,  and  her 

and  continual  terror  of  mj 

ping  wet,  and  I  had  no  ere 

"  Excfint  nmlwfl^n    C:» 
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fSxt  to  get  him  out  of  the  room,  for  slic  did  not  wish 

me  to  hear  his  words." 

Edward,  who  had  resumed  his  scat,  rose,  and  re- 
fuestmg  the  chairman's  pardon,  begged  to  observe  that 
lie  did  not  think  Mr.  Richards  had  any  right  to  allude 
to  what  Miss  Macdonnel  thought^  which  he  could  not 
posiblj  understand,  that  he  was  very  certain  she  could 
lever  (supposing  Mr.  Richards*  statement  to  be  true) 
kre  believed  that  any  human  being  would  have  been  so 
bneas  to  owe  his  life  to  her,  and  then  inform  as  to  what 
imed  in  the  sanctuary  wherein  that  life  was  saved. 

Bichards  also  rose,  and  bowing  round  the  circle  ap- 
pealed to  them,  whether  a  sense  of  "  public  duty"  should 
not  compel  a  man  to  a  task,  which  else  would  be  be- 
yond all  endurance;  adding,  he  would  sooner  have  died 
ftan  implicate  a  lady;  and  then  he  stammered  and 
keatatcd,  receiving  no  returning  smiles,  until  the  "  go 
on,  Sir,"  of  the  chairman  forced  him  back,  when  he 
kiefly  related  what  is  already  known  to  us.  He  made 
fte  case  as  "violent  and  as  bad  against  Lawrence  Macar- 
4y  as  he  possibly  could,  for  the  evident  purpose  of 
exculpating  himself  as  much  as  possible  by  showing  a 
•necessity  for  his  treachery;  he  pictured  his  own  indi- 
vidual agony,  his  '*  wrestling  with  himself,"  his  burning 
leaie  when  he  saw  the  papers  marked  witli  the  life- 
blood  of  so  many  whom  he  loved,  to  %vrest  them  from 
4ft  "V^Tiiteboy's  hand;  but  then  "  the  weakness  of  the 

Itth"  restrained  him.     He  even  related  -wath  fiend-like 

• 

|oy  Lawrence's  determination  to  speak  loud  when  his 
'^r  entreated  him  to  speak  low;  and  he  told  this 
*Wiout  one  remembrance  of  a  grateful  nature  towards 


tnio  hli  bands;  he  coold  h. 

"  Bat  what  Rftnioed  ja 

"  Tlie  Lord's  time  w 
AW  BiclHids,  "  taA  Ina  ■ 
her  kp — and  her  ^ra  upon 
iratched  with  her-" 

"  Hypoar,  poor  EDenr  i 
■he  must  have  endnied  if  an! 

"I  give  you  my  hoaau 
mighty  qnue;  let's  get  to  1 
joQ  m  J  midi,  my  Aby." 

"  Hie  end  ctMneth,"  qnol 
airoke,  and  went  his  way  in  } 
been  gone,  sauntering — as  he 
on  nothing  but  innocent  divei 
when  I  heard  the  loll  of  a  * 
shots,  and  mw  'k«»"-'  —  ' 
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id  befero  ipoken;  ^^  but  I  think,  if  I  mistake  not 
wkt  I  heard  this  moming,  that  you  woidd  immc- 
iutdj  hove  xetumed  there,  but  that  knowing  it  was 
ikzendenoe  of  an  Engliah  Protestant  gentleman,  it 
mnme  time  before  you  could  make  the  necessary 
ifEdsrit  to  wanant  a  search." 

*^AhI  perhaps  so,"  said  the  pliant  Abel;  ''my 
fxa  head  wandenn-the  deky  was  fatal — ^the  yoimg 
kjy  and  the  papers  disappeared.  I  think,  Sir,"  to 
Hr.  O'DnscoU,  ^^  you  were  so  kind  as  to  say  you 
vould  give  me  the  advantage  of  your  opinion." 

'*Ay,  that  I  will,"  said  the  colossus,  ''and  I  only 
viib  that  my  heart  was  roimd  your  neck  this  minute, 
Writ's  as  heavy  as  a  mill-stone." 

An  instant  '^  buzz"  went  round  the  room.    The  cx- 

taordinary  elocution  of  the  uneducated  but  Avell-bom 

**Mun8tcr  giant,"  was  generally   followed  by  shouts 

rf  laughter.     But  there  were  times  when  no  one  dared 

k^h  at  what  he  said,  however  strange  might  be  his 

'wds.    The  fire  of  his  eyes — the  iron-like  clenching 

tf  liis  fists — ^his  wcll-knoYim  violence — restrained  the 

>>ave,  thoughtless,  and  reckless  fox-hunters  of  Cork  and 

Keny.    After  he  had  expressed  this  extraordinary  wish, 

W  which  Abel  shrank,  he  slowly  unbuttoned  the  old- 

^oned  cufis  of  his  coat,  and  turned  them  back,  so  that 

^  bony  wrists  and  tlie  cord-like  veins  of  his  hands,  were 

^y  exposed.     Ho  then  seized  the  collar  of  his  coat, 

•^3,  as  it  were,  shook  himself  into  it.     He  was  posi- 

^^dy  agitated,   trembled,  and  then  drawing  himself 

^p,  he  prepared  to  speak,  amid  silence  rendered  breath- 

^  by  these  strange  preparations. 


UMl  the  whitcbot; 

'^Thcie^s  none  of  you  gentlemen  heie  but 
principles.    I'd  cany  fire  and  sword — batde- 
murder,  and  sudden  death  through  the  coi 
the  sake  of  my  principles.    Tm  Saxon  to  the 
barring  my  name;  and  yet  lam  as  proud  of  n 
lamofmyprinciplcs.    I'm  no  great  speaker, : 
rather  any  day  knock  a  man  down  than  a 
him.    But  there  are  some  things  I  must 
knew  that  girl's  mother,^'  he  paused — ^he 
forefinger  into  the  ample  folds  of  his  cravat, 
rent  at  once,  and  the  swelling  of  his  throat, 
pletely  exposed^  proved  that  some  violent  en 
raging  within  him — ^^  I  knew  Annie  Cumn 
his  voice  sank  while  he  added,  **  I  never  1 
IVe  checked  my  horse  in  many  a  day's  coun 
she  was  dead  and  gone,  to  listen  to  the  wi 
of  her  child,  or  to  see  her  bright  smile  as  si 
along  the  mountain  road,  to  my  friend  the  c 
there.    I've  looked  in  her  face  as  she  gre> 
womanhood,  until  I  dreamt  her  mother  i 
me.     I've  watched  her  charities,  and  blessc 
them,  though  she  did  them  to  Papists.     C 
you  who  know  my  principles,  will  underst 
feel  to  have  Annie  Cumming's  child  set 
wolf  as  that    Now  easy,  boys,  and  stand  fi 
me,  to  give  me  breath." 

"  I  am  certain,"  said  Edward  Spencer,  " 
fabrication  from  first  to  last." 

**No — no!"  exclaimed  half-a-dozen,   and 
tinued,  immindful  of  his  blunder,   *'  Lawi 
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cutlij  is  well  known —- rebel  blood  has  ran  in  his 

mAikne  kundred  years  r 
His  not  Mo/,"  resumed  Mr.  O'Driscoll;  "  I  don't 

COB  if  his  head  was  over  the  court-house  to .  night, 

lietxic  to-morrow,  just  for  his  father's  sake;  but  haven't 
joa  the  hearts  of  Irishmen  in  your  bosoms,  to  feel  what 
IBS  did?  Why,  that  young  Irish  maiden  performed 
ideed  of  honour  which  you  can't  match  in  your  col- 
lege books.  I  see  it  all;  eveiy  soul  in  that  house 
would  have  sent  him,  crouching  there,  to  blazes,  if 
ie  had  but  raised  her  finger  towards  his  hiding-hole, 
fet  she  preferred  endangering  her  own  and  her  bro- 
lier^B  life  to  a  breach  of  hospitality,  or  a  forfeiture  of 
li»  word.  Glory !  is  there  no  shout  in  yer  throats 
hrsach  a  girl  as  that?" 

The  electric  spark  kindled,  and  in  that  very  room 
» irild  hurrah  and  a  clapping  of  hands  was  raised  for 
W— 90  loud  as  to  be  heard  by  the  people  outside  the 
gWe.  It  was  a  burst  of  national  generosity  and  gal- 
Itttiy  sweeping  away  all  petty  feeling  for  the  moment ; 
*  was  the  generous  impulse  of  generous  nature.  The 
Master  of  Macroom  called  "  Order — order,"  while  he 
'^iped  his  eyes,  and  vehemently  reproved  the  temporary 
^k,  who  had  shouted  louder  than  any,  and  who, 
*^ht  in  the  irreverent  fact,  sat  down  to  plimgc  his 
P^  in  the  ink  with  greater  diligence  than  ever. 

**  Afther  that,"  said  O'Driscoll,  quite  comforted  and 
*loied  by  an  ebullition  of  feeling  wliich  might  have 
*Used  the  walls  of  a  modem  mansion  to  tremble  as 
^th  an  earthquake;  *' Afther  that,  I'll  tcU  Aby 
*ichards  what  I  think  of  him." 


*  •     *A^a 


'     .1 


liunt  lilm,  so  decided  a  smell  of  roa 
dishes  entered,  that  an  universal  I'c 
a  good  day's  work  had  been  acco 
could  determine  what  steps  should 
jusdce  those  who  were  really  inipl 
the  discoveij  of  the  popen — after  di 
lunteered  to  find  Ellen  Macdonnel; 
a  GGnviction  that  they  should  be 
means  of  enforcing  subjection,  an 
country  befolie  the  next  morning ; 
thinlring  men,  shook  their  heads,  a 
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CHAPTER  XVL 

THE   FBEPABATIONS. 

A  DINKB&  of  any  kind,  but  an  Iii^  dinner  in  par* 

tKular,  is  at  open  war  with  thought ;  and  as  the  claret 

>od  wliiskey  punch  circulated  freely,  and  each  man  was 

cipeeted,  if  not  obliged  to  fill  his  glass,  there  was  little 

BiQefar  reflection.    Edward  greatly  wished  to  arrive  at 

Spencer  Court,  but  found  his  "  leaving"  would  have  been 

^^dered  a  direct  insult  to  the  most  hospitable  house 

^  Mimster.     Dean  Graves  told  him,  that  his  presence 

^'^ete  might  be  useful;  and  when  those  who  had  doubted 

^  young  Enghshman's  "  principles,"  saw  liim  toss  off 

•bumper  to  the  "glorious,  pious,  and  immortal  memory 

^^  the  great  and  good  King  WilHam,"  they  became 

^ojivinced  he  was  "  one  of  them."     Tlius  was  he  imcon- 

•cioudy  pledged    to  the  two   opposing  parties  ;    at 

-Niamey,  he  had  drunk  a  toast  he  did  not  imderstand ; 

•^d  at  Macroom,  he  was  not  aware  that  drinking  the 

*^c^  of  acool-headed  ruler,  agreat — ^if  not  agood — man, 

Could  be  any  thing  beyond  a  tribute  to  a  memory  which 

^^cited  his  admiration  without  inducing  his  sympathy. 

-^^  evening  waned  on;  toasts  were  proposed  and  songs 


Bari'v'.-'  groat  excellence  1: 
punch  than  any  of  his  frici 
enough),  in  directing  his  wi 
to  "  mix  him"  a  gallon  jug  • 
— as  people 'in  modem  timi 
irateT.     Edward  had  no  tas 
seeing  that  tlic  dean,  and  se* 
steady  of  the  company  bad  n 
Master  himself,  pleading  urgei 
"quick  return,"  had  absented! 
remained  were  drawing  more  c 
mis^ng  claret  as  "  too  slow,"  ai 
hot  water,  and  fresh  tumblers — 
and  half  opened  the  door  of  the 
the  morning :  but  seeing  "  tlie  Sd 
there  in  earnest  conversation, 
before  he  had  caught  sight 
erect  than  usual,  which  he  tl 
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le  inquired  of  a  servant  "  if  there  was  another  sitting- 
room?" 

The  man  looked  somewhat  offended.     **  To  be  sure 
there  is,  yer  honour,  plenty  of  sitting,  and  sleeping 
rooms  too— only  when  we  have  cdl  the  county  here,  we 
loake  bould  to  put  up  a  few  beds,  shake  downs,  or  any 
litde  convanyinees  that  way,   for  the  quality.     Oh, 
liedad!  it's  in  Macroom  Castle,  long  life  to  his  honour ! 
f      that  there  is  full  and  plenty  of  sitting-rooms,  Sir — only 
tkcse  two,  laid  out  for  sitting  in,  just  now,   Sir,  for 
the  lasons  I  have  explained  to  your  honoiu*!     God 
Mess  you.  Sir,  though  the  castle  is  big  enough  for  a 
troop  of  horse,  we've  every  bed  in   the  town  taken 
for  our  company,  borrowed  or  bought,  yet  a  quarter 
of  the  gentlemen,  the  yoimg  pleasant  ones,  won't  look 
for  a  bed  at  all — find  one  under  the  table,  or  out  on 
the  grass — and  then  a  dip  in  the  river,  and  they're  up 
to  any  thing." 

"You  must  be  very  tired,"  observed  the  young 
Englishman,  moved  by  the  memory  of  the  grumblings 
^4  black  looks  of  the  servants  in  Berkshire,  that  suc- 
^*eded  a  ball  or  a  himting  breakfast." 

**  Oh,  Lord,  no,  Sir,"  answered  the  broad,  grinning 
Munstcr  face.  "  Oh,  Lord,  no,  Sir!  the  poor  master 
^o  be  tired  sometimes — and  more's  the  pity;  but  no  such 
place  in  the  county  as  this.  Sir,  for  man  or  beast,  or 
^varshin — full  and  plenty;  and  if  we  die  in  the  ser- 
"^ce,  lashings  of  pipes  and  tobacco  at  the  wake,  and  his 
honour's  self  lading  the  head  to  the  grave !  No  wonder 
^^'i  lay  down  our  life  for  him — the  Lord  make  his 
^^  in  heaven,  I  pray  on  my  bended  knees  day  and 


Hi 


DC  ica  ro  tmnK  tnat  sucn  lanaiords 
the  run  of  the  oountrv — tlieyVe  i 
honour's  own  schoolmaster,  says,  / 
rule.  And  it's  true  for  him — th< 
body  may  say,  have  the  blood  and 
in  them." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  one  of  y< 
bravely  for  the  landlords/*  said  Ec 

"There  are  good  landlords  al 
continued  the  man;  "  and  I've  tra* 
my  own  country,  as  well  as  in 
Master,  and  known  many  fine,  g 
keep  at  home — God  bless  them  ft 
see  with  their  own  ears  and  eyes;  1 
is,  that  one  bad  man  makes  mare  m 
ttoenty  good  ones ;  and  when  once 
hold  of  it,  and  shout  it  on.  Wh 
like  a  king  among  'em.  Never  a 
on  the  castle  since  I  was  bom,  or  i 
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duDch  on  a  Sundayy  as  long  as  we  did  go,  and  kept 

tie  day  quiet  and  holy;  only  if  any  suspicion  was  out 
igiinst  mil  send  for  the  priest,  and  inquire  into  it — and 
fiieodly  he  has  always  been  with  liis  reverence,  a  rale 
pest,  whoee  Testments  were  made  in  the  foreign 
ooontrics  where  he  got  his  learning.  Oh,  sure  if  there 
iHa't  good  landlords  in  it,  Ireland  couldn't  have  held 
out  80  kmg — the  middlemen  are  the  worst,  that  have 
i»8take  in  the  countiy,  only  make  all  for  themselves — 
od  those  that  never  look  on  us  can't  love  us." 

"Tou  axe  not  in  a  very  loveable  state,  just  now/' 
ftid  Mr.  Spencer,  half  smiling. 

"  God  knows  that's  a  true  word  for  a  stranger;  but 
it  never  holds  on  long,  Sir.  We'll  be  asy  enough 
80Qft--some  of  us  too  asy." 

**  Suppose,"  said  Mr.  Spencer,  "  that  your  Master 
^m  to  distrain  upon  a  man  who  would  not  pay." 

**  Every  poor  fellow  pays  the  Master  that  can.  His 
land  is  not  let  more  than  half  up  to  its  value,  so  that 
thqr  make  their  own  of  it.  Well,  nothing  hinders  the 
paying  of  his  honour's  rents  but  the  sickness,  or  if  the 
toant  gets  into  any  of  the  troubles  that  do  be  running 
Anmgh  the  country." 

"Well,  suppose  he  distrained  imder  these  circum* 
«tances?" 

**  But  he  would  not,  Sir.  Sure  I  told  your  honour 
^yruB  one  of  the  good  landlords;  and  did  any  ono 
^^  hear  of  a  good  kndlord  distraining  upon  a  poor 
feature  because  he  had  no  power  to  pay,  and  turning 
^  on  the  cold  stones  of  tlie  world's  high  road  for 
''^at  was  his  misfortune?" 


t 


b::. '  inierruptod  the  servant. 
as  well  liked  as  the  Master,  and 
RidiaidSf  who's  not  his  way 
don*t  get  their  roit,  why  they  U 
and  wQn*t  Usten  to  leaaon.** 

''  And  whiU  foUows?* 

^"  Why  they  talk  again,  and  tl 

^*  And  what  then?* 

''  (%,  bedad,  I  d<m't  know,  i 
the  threatening;  and  aie  might 
debt  inczease,  and  the  like  of  thi 

•*  WeUr 

^'Well,  Sir,  they  threaten  i 
but  ii*  they're  any  mind  to  lema 
to  be  easy  and  comfortable,  they 
tkanAatr 

*^  I  understand,"  said  Edward. 


**  or  iHm 
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oe  or  two  bad  ones  upset  the  whole  place — and 
.  name  sticks  to  many  that  don't  deserve  it. 
rod  bless  you  too,  Sir,"  he  added — ^while  find- 
I  hat  for  Edward,  who  said  he  would  take  a 
a  the  moonlight — "  your  servants  say  you're  a 
naster.  It  was  mighty  lucky  yer  getting  rid 
1  English,  Sir,  in  Cork:  didn't  imderstand  the 
ry,  Sir.  lask  yer  honour^s  pardon,"  he  continued, 
ig  Edward  to  the  door,  ^'  but  if  ye  turn  that 
3II  see  a  raal  Irish  jig  danced:  there's  a  piper 
Mum  divartin'  the  servants  and  followers  with  the 

incing !"  exclaimed  Edward,  "  and  the  country 
nartial  law,  and  the  town  full  of  troops,  and  all 
ance." 

I,  Sir,"  answered  the  man,  as  he  brushed  the  hat 
be  cuff  of  his  coat,  *'  sure  if  wc  waited  till  the 
f  was  quiet,   Sir,  we'd  forget  the  sound  of  tlie 
Qd  every  step  we  had  in  the  world  long  ago." 
room  Castle  is  any  thing  but  a  handsome  or  pic- 
le  castle.     Patched  and  added  to,  at  different 
I,  weather-slated  in  some  places,  and  overgrown 
rj  in  others,  it  has  a  certain  air  of  Irish  negli- 
Iiish  strength  and  Irish  mismanagement  about 
liar  to  that  which,  with  few  exceptions,  is  ap- 
to  strangers  in  most  of  the  still  inhabited  dwell- 
'.  its  class.     The  moon  shone  full  upon  the  square 
e  building,  and  the  lights  within  gleaming  and 
bag  £rom  amid  the  deep  green  shining  ivy,  or  out 
blue  slates,  had  a  strange  appearance  to  Edward 
er;  particularly  when,  directed  by  the  rippling  of  the 
-.1.  T 
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Sclime  c  2  biais  orcdniw  wxdi  noUe  trees,  h^ 
biLik  cni  Tieved  dlie  cKde  through  the  boog^  nd 
Si?  cc  me  -  1%  lidtmeaB."    At  inkerabthebnas 

?  ibf  isdve  soai  of  the  ^  umaa  pipeiy"  to  iri^ 

nzcsaztd  retaznen  were  dandnginwe  | 
&&:  vniLe  through  the  open  windows  of 
ibe  bti;^ra*g3gja3  cuoe  the  scnig— only  half  aztici' 
kre — tK  villi  ^socs  at  some  fikToimte  toast,  and  d» 
v{j&r  ks^tss.  There  was  no  sound  from  the  tomi' 
ex.<wc  ciace.  when  the  Uast  of  a  bogie  caused  sefoil 
wi2«iows  to  le  thzown  weiu  and  questions  asked;  Ed* 
ivij-i  irs5  cersiia  they  were  questions  finom  their  tODO^  ] 
bcT  he  cocld heirs!>3  woidsL 

The  nxer  was  nmnine  cafanly  at  his  feet;  catdiiog    ' 

cvvasfcsdilly  :he  rei-ecdon  of  a  distant  light,  and  imO' 

muring.  a5  it  pased.   to  the  reeds  and  sedges  diit 

lEi^^ed  ir?  pic^rreasL    The  diadows  of  the  moon  aA 

as  osLpric£ou5  as  a  maiden's  first  smiles  of  love;  nowaB 

li^ht.  anon  all  darkness— blackness,  in  truth,  at  times; 

then  coming  out  more  blandly  and  sweetly  than  efSff 

full  of  jrracicus  and  <rentle  loveliness — and  even  tl* 

more  piized  for  their  uncertainty.    Lovers  have  written 

sonnets  to  her  midnight  majesty  time  out  of  mind,  sod 

before  then,  Eldward  Spencer  had  perpetrated  veise, 

K^lieving  Mary  the  most  poetical  of  all  nanie»-*h® 

^U7i</ of  all  dearest  to  his  ear:  nomuacwa8ever8osw<e6t 

to  liim  as  the  muac  of  that  gentle  name.    And  jettlie 

Mary  of  his  afiections  wus  not  so  very  gentle;  the 

vigour  and  earnestness  of  her  nature  had  m<He  of  tta 

spirit  of  the  eagle,  than  the  wooing  of  the  dore^ 

and  so  he  thousrht  was  more  suited  to  his  taste:  ^ 
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tint  did  that  signify?  Surely  moonlight  is  to  lovers 
4  heutr^dang  light;  or  instead  of  this  fancying  and 
ncdfing,  and  almost  hopelessly  speculating  on  the  fu- 
tme,  be  would  have  dwelt  upon  the  stirring  events  of  the 
hr  past  houxB.  At  last,  his  poor  cousin  took  posses- 
ion of  his  thoughts,  and  he  blamed  himself  for  having 
Mnnitted  her  to  remain  so  long  in  a  state  of  uncertainty 
i  to  her  af^  prospects.  He  felt  that  if  she  had  been 
imwn  into  this  dilemma  it  was  in  a  great  degree  his 
nit  He  ahould  at  once,  as  his  imcle's  representative, 
wue  seen  that  she  was  properly  placed,  away  from  all 
Modadons  that  would  have  harmed  or  degraded  her. 
Belonged  to  speak  with  the  dean,  and  learn  more  about 
Qie  child  of  Annie  Gumming:  of  that  **  Annie  Gum- 
imig^  who  had  had  the  power  of  transforming  the 
Qnm  into  the  faithful  lover,  whose  rugged  nature  was 
80  softened  even  by  a  memory  long  past — a  memory  of 
QBe  80  completely  sacrificed,  as  hundreds  have  been,  to 
pntj  purposes  —  party  animosities  —  party  disputes. 
Tbea.  his  mind  wandered  to  the  scenes  of  the  day.  Turn 
Ae  matter  over  which  way  he  would,  he  could  not 
vodeDtand  why  of  necessity  the  Protestant  must  hate 
the  Catholic,  and  the  Gatholic  the  Protestant.  Abroad, 
k  had  seen  them  live  together  with  the  utmost  love 
tod  teodexness — in  England,  they  were  friends;  but  he 
ttd  ohserved  enough  to  prove  to  him  tlie  intense  bitter- 
^Oi  with  whichj  singly  and  in  masses,  they  regarded 
C8ch  other  in  Ireland.  He  hoped  Ellen  was  a  Protestant ; 
Ae  hoped  her  brother  had  not  attained  a  religious  as 
vdlas  a  political  ascendency  over  her  mind; — and  he 
'hvM  hoped  that  the  tale  of  Abel  Richards  was  a  fabri- 

t2 


Spencer  was  fastidious;  his  idea 
being  cuniit'ctcd  with  exotics — rei 
and,  above  all,  small  white  hand 
creatures  of  feeling,  and  sentimeii 
than  constituted  as  women  too 
to  do,  and  to  suffer."  No,  Ellen 
but  she  ought  to  have  been  can 
ashamed  to  think  she  had  not  b 
where  was  she  now?  the  dean  1: 
her;  her  absence  looked  like  fea 
Abel  Richards  had  acquired. 

His  train  of  thought  or  revei 
half  dreaming,  was  disturbed  b 
trail  through  the  waters,  a  little 
which  he  reclined.  At  first  he  i 
swan  he  had  aroused,  but  he  rei 
lesslj  the  bird  floats.  Some  wild 
otter  next  occurred  to  him,  an 
towards  the  noise,  only,  however, 
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»8are-0eekcr.    "  Can  you  tell  me  if  his  reverence 
le  place  still?' 

raid  at  once  recognised  him,  and  the  poor  fellow 
noet  wild  with  joy. 

ne  got  it,  your  honour — ^IVe  got  it  now.  My 
as  full  of  the  one  thing.  I  trod  on  a  four-leaved 
ck  this  morning — ^here  it  is — as  I  was  on  my 
sre,  and  knew  I'd  be  sure  to  find  a  treasure; 
e  a  blinded  mole,  I  thought  but  of  the  treasures 
beneath  stones  and  under  waters — ^not  of  a 
ewel — and  Tve  been  raking  the  river  since  the 
at  down,  thinking  of  the  dean;  and  at  last  I  got 
ething  so  heavy,  and  it  was  but  an  old  hat,  with 
in  it.  I  hate  eels.  Saint  Patrick  turned  the 
3  into  eels,  they  say.  It's  a  Popish  superstition, 
re's  truth  in  it — 

*  Eels  of  a  morning, 

Are  a  dead  man*8  warning.' 

G  shamrock  brought  me  to  you — God  bless 

poke  in  his  usual  tone,  which  seemed  but  the 
a  voice,  so  low  and  chime-like  were  its  intona- 
ind  his  face  was  more  like  a  shadow  than  a  sub- 
beneath  the  tree — ^it  was  so  white  and  spectral. 
ird  oflfered  to  find  the  dean,  concluding  that 
Matt  brought  some  tidings  from  Ellen,  and 
iced  questioning  the  schoolmaster  closely,  but  it 
less — his  perceptions  seemed  quickened  by  her 
"There  had  been,"  he  said  **sad  doings  at 
•  Court — soldiers  and  disturbance.  If  the  young 
lad  been  there  it  could  not  have  happened;  but 


22 "T"?  wvr*?  tom^io 

*'•  Mrs.  Mvler  c.xild  no:  tell." 

*^  Could  her 

The  schoolmasler  panaed^  An 
nmmoi  tdl  joa — joa  mi] 
for  Ton  haye  never  seen  her — Gg 

Edward  turned  towaids  the  cas 
MasterMalt  lliejr met  the  de 
seek  Edward  Spencer;  the  jomij 
master  and  the  dergyman  toge 
watch  the  moonbeams  playing 
Sullane,  and  to  muse  on  the  pat 
the  futore. 

Hie  lights  were  disappearing 
castle,  and  the  noise  if  not  as 
violent  at  interrab— exjnring,  il 
aoos.  Presently  ihe  schoolmaster, 
passed  him,  and  he  could  not  \ 
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iin  and  keep  your  thoughts  fixed  on  the  duty 

[  imdertakeii?*' 

!j  will  wander/'  was  the  reply,  as  he  clasped  his 

n  his  forehead.    **  I  tell  them  to  keep  quiet, 

lame,  but  they  will  leave  me.    I  pinned  it  in 

Dm  of  my  coat  with  a  silver  bodkin,  a  rare 

',  and  buttoned  it  tight  and  kept  it  dose  ALL  the 

d,  but  in  stretching  the  rake  I  burst  the  coat, 

;ot  my  darling's  letter  which  she  charged  me  to 

>  no  hand  but  yours,  and  that  privily  and  with- 

k" 

iter  had  fallen  upon  the  tide  it  was  of  course 

Lward  by  the  stream  and  gone  irrevocably;  but 

to  the  dean's  entreaties  to  be  told  where  Ellen 

1  how  she  was  situated,  the  master  would  only 

Ihe  told  it  to  yer  reverence  all  in  the  letter,  and 

Bs  to  speak  no  word." 

!  in  vain  the  dean  entreated  him  to  judge  for 

ir  reverence,"  he  said,  "  knows  that  I  have  no 
it,  that  it  has  pleased  the  Almighty  to  take 
;  that  I  comprehend  feebly  like  a  child,  and 
nd  only  as  a  child — ^I  cannot  judge.  She  told 
)eak  no  word  about  me — ^but  give  this — and 

answer  as  you  know  how.'  I  will  speak  no 
K)ut  the  child;  it  may  bring  her  evil;  the 
c  was  not  for  good." 

Graves  knew  that  all  argimient  was  useless,  for 
r  spoke  the  truth — ^he  had  no  reasoning  powers 
8  poured  down  his  forlorn  face,  and  he  sobbed 

At  last  the  dean  said: 


SSO  TKEWHITEBOT; 

**  Go  whence  vou  came,  or  where  you  knowy  tnd 
the  truth,  toll  her  also,  she  has  friends.** 

The  schoolmaster  s  &ce  brightened.  ^*  I  know  i 
ho  sadJL  and  suddenly  outstretching  his  arms  upw 
ho  s^nk  on  his  knees,  and  in  a  tone  of  deep  pathoB 
"  God  and  his  anseis  are  her  friends  I" 

Edwaid  hoaid  and  saw  this  for  he  had  joined  1 
and  it  stung  as  a  liesh  reproach  into  his  heart:— 
she  h;[id  had  no  otheis. 

**  Tell  her«  my  dear  Matthew,**  said  the  dergj 
while  he  piessed  the  chilled  hands  of  the  schodo 
within  his  own«  **  not  to  fear,  but  to  come  to  me  1 
Glebe  as  soon  as  she  can." 

••  Yofs"  ho  said  *'  that  I  will;"  and  eager  as  a 
after  a  new  employment,  forgetting,  or  at  least  1 
the  bitterness  of  his  past  regret,  he  girded  himse 
ilio  journey  and  left  the  domain  of  Macroom  CaJ 
how,  Edwaid  did  not  understand;  the  dean  seemed 
troubled  with  apprehension  tliat  Ellen's  letter  i 
contain  soraethinjx  which  in  the  excited  state  c 
countrv  he  should  not  like  to  fall  into  the  hai 
any  party,  but  more  particularly  their  own — ^and 
talked  the  matter  over  imtil  a  servant  told  the  c 
man  that  "  the  Master"  wanted  to  speak  a  few 
to  him,  in  his  own  room. 

Edward  ^vas  again  alone;  sometimes  three  or  t 
the  company  came  to  the  door,  and  stood  and  i 
and  laughed,  but  the  revel  and  the  riot,  the  hot  < 
and  the  wild  soncr.  liad  more  fascination  for  then 
the  holy  light  of  the  waning  moon;  the  night  in 
was  past,  and  the  damp  and  shroud-like  air  clung 
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tnxmd  bim;  the  liyer  was  more  distinctly  seen  and  a 
mis;  hung  above— a  gray  tliin  mist — and  Edward  turned 
over  the  large  water-lily  leaves,  and  looked  into  the 
stzeim  hoping  to  £nd  that  which  had  been  so  carelessly 
lost  The  blackbird,  whose  shrill  reveiUk  sounds  £rom 
liB  golden  throat  before  the  sun  arises,  or  the  other 
wood-birds  shake  the  globules  of  dew  &om  their  feathers 
-^he  "royal  blackbird"  was  stirring  among  the  boughs, 
thinking  of  waking,  and  watching  with  half  open  eye 
the  coming  light — ^it  will  not  be  long  before  he  meets 
•nd  greets  it  so  as  to  woo  it  to  greater  speed  I 

There  was  an  increase  of  existence  as  the  morning  ad- 
tknoed — a  murmuring  of  young  life — a  whispering 
andd  the  insect  world — a  humming,  mysterious  voice 
fiom  beneath  broad  leaves,  and  out  of  deep-mouthed 
flowers.  If  the  blackbird  led  the  wcod  chorus,  there 
ireie  many  birds  to  follow;  the  thrush  burst  into  his 
doquent  music,  and  the  gray  wood-pigeons  cooed — ^not 
loodly,  as  at  mid-day — ^but  lowly  muttcrings  of  love  to 
Aeir  fledged,  but  attending,  broods.  Still  the  air  was 
drill;  and  Edward,  really  fatigued,  resolved  to  inquire 
fc  his  room,  or  bed,  or  whatever  sleeping  provision 
^  been  made  for  him. 

He  was  returning  to  the  castle,  when  he  started  at 
liearing  his  name  called  from  out  of  one  of  those  huge 
^■"■^ssBes  of  Portugal  laurel,  with  which  Irish  gentlemen's 
fenains  abound.  He  had  not  time  to  inquire  who  this 
^  or  what  the  new  mystery  might  be,  when,  after  a 
pidiminary  "Whisht,"  which  he  had  learned  meant 
*fieiice,"  he  heard:  "Mr.  Spencer,  ycr  honour — 
^•l^t— will  yer  honour  whisht !— ^top,  and  good  luck 


■  ^ 
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to  ye.  Seem  to  be  singing  a  song,  minding  nodnag. 
They  seen  me  in  the  kitchen;  but  they  didn't  knov 
I  had  a  little  private  bnsineas  wid  yoo.  Sir,  TmJMfji 
that  provided  your  honour  with  a  pofit-boy  of  the  zi^ 
sort — a  devil  for  driving,  and  a  rock  of  seufle.  hd 
divart  yersdf  with  a  bit  of  a  tune,  or  any  thing  that  mjt 
till  ye  get  below  the  great  tree  that  bends  ao  oradM 
path  that  you  can't  get  past,  but  aie  fiiroedto  go  imi 
it    Do,  Sir — and  Grod  bless  you — and  be  quick." 

Edward  smiled  as  he  obeyed  the  command,  Lii 
few  minutes  he  had  gone  round  the  bon^  that, ashe 
had  been  told,  he  could  not  pass,  and  found  himsdf  int 
miniature  jungle  of  brush-wood,  fiom  which  Dvbf 
emerged. 

"  My  heart's  light  to  see  ycr  honour — and  God  UeB 
you;  but  my  heart's  heavy  for  all  that.  My  poor 
cousin  Sir,  Ignatius  Doyle,  you  know — and  you  » 
good  as  to  stop,  and  give  them  money — Grod  reinttd 
you,  and  prepare  a  bed  for  you  in  heaven."  The  pool 
fellow  turned  aside,  and  sobbed  heavily. 

"  Was  it  your  cousin  who  was  killed  in  some  ^Jt 
that  does  not  clearly  appear?' 

*'  Faith,  Sir,  it  was,"  answered  the  man.  "  I  knew 
if  any  one  could  find  the  truth,  it  would  be  yer  honour; 
and  some  other  time  TU  inscnsc  you  into  the  rights  of 
it.  '  It's  the  way  we're  all  murdered — but  it's  not  betf^ 
able  for  me  to  be  taking  up  yer  attintion.  Heatefl 
above  knows  he  was  as  innocent  as  a  new-bom  babby 
of  any  harm  to  any  one.  If  they  massacray  all  tW 
have  a  mind  to  stand  up  for  themselves,  th^ll  dms* 
sacray  the  whole  coimtry.    But  our  time  will  come  yet 
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Hk  cause  of  my  troubling  yer  honour  is — ^that  I  have 
a  lit  of  a  letter  fiom  one  you  know,  and  one  all  the 
wodd  bkeseB;  and  I  want  yer  honour  to  cast  yer  eye 
om  it  just  at  once. 

Edward  thought  it  was  more  than  probable  the 
letter  was  of  the  same  nature  as  the  last  brought  to 
Um  by  this  volunteer  post-man,  and  said,  crushing  it 
nitliin  his  hand,  **'  Very  well,  Darby^  I'll  read  it  when 
I  cm  see — it  is  impossible  to  read  any  thing  by  this 
gayhght" 

"Fll  settle  that  in  a  minute,"  was  the  ready  re- 
joinder. *^  There's  always  a  live  coal  in  my  pipe,  and 
anliisp,  or  a  dry  stalk  of  hemlock,  is  bright  by  night — 
but  I  won't  have  the  hemlock,"  he  continued,  tossing 
cue  of  its  over-grown  and  sapless  stems  inV>  the  water, 
''ike  dead  pine  is  ready  to  bkze  at  a  spark — and  hem* 
lock  has  an  ugly  name  to  read  a  lady's  letter  by." 

No  sooner  said  than  done.  *^The  live  coal"  was 
Uown  into  a  flame,  and  a  bough  of  a  pine,  which  had 
kea  smitten  by  lightning  or  decay,  and  himg  from  the 
tee,  broken  and  kindled  within  the  same  moment. 
Hke  efiect  was  such  as  a  painter  might  envy  to  see — 
Ac  deep  and  rapidly-rolling  river,  the  gray  mist,  half 
Anrading  a  landscape  where,  through  the  dimness,  the 
tecs  stood  out  in  quaint  unearthly  forms;  the  wild 
•ttious  look  of  poor  Darby,  bending  forward  with  the 
Itting  torch;  while  Edward,  turned  more  than  half 
^,  Baying, 

**  I  am  worn  and  weary,  and  will  look  at  it  after  I 
We  had  some  sleep." 

"  And  is  that  the  message  I  am  to  take  back,  yer 
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acixi?ur.  xsher  -weajzns  creir  lag  o[  dan  off  znj  feel) 
iati  jni!ikfznr  nirruan.  tt>  be  inmiie;  andnotstoppng 
It  iiY  J""^^  3icaer'«  aster's  son's  wake  to  diaw  a  pipe^ 
:r  :akL'  3icr.*  diaii*jne  glaaof  whiskey  irith  them  lliiA 
so  :xi.':Lr  ind  Lar  Lo  my  heart's  blood?  Is  that  the 
aieauL?.'  p^  ojcncnr  giTes  me  to  take  back  to  her  kdj* 

-  Wiose  juiTHiip?'  inquired  Edward. 

••  Lilly  iLirj  CTBnffl  her  own  self,"  was  the  reply. 

•*•  A:iii  ^j  die  jon  not  ttll  me  that  before?"  he  in^ 
^uii^c  imrocendj.  nniblding  the  cnxmpled  paper,  and 
kTem-^Lia^  widi  inipanence- 

*'  Y-^r  zcncur  never  axed  me,  and  more  betoken 
wi^n  I  jT^ve  it  Ti?u.  Tiju  semnched  it,  as  if  the  taste  of 
iit:r  £z^:r!5  ciui  scv^r  been  on  it.  Sure  it  wasn't  in 
E^iri^r:  :c  scppcse  Iiere  Fd  be,  and  my  own  flesh  and 
bicco  in*!  bcntfs  mxirdered  beyant,  unless  I  had  strong 
r±5c:i.  WelL  glory  bo  lo  God  I  one  wants  grate  6ith 
inur^^Iv  to  siim  the  nolv  sisri  of  the  cross  on  oneS 
K«som«  and  say  •  God's  will  be  done,*  afther  all  one  haj 
l^?ne  tIirou:ca  laL?  bleseed  dav." 

Djrby  talked  on,  half  articiilating,  half  mutteiing] 
but  Mr.  Spencer  heeded  him  not.  His  attention  was 
livened  on  the  note :  and  vet  its  words  were  but  few^ 
ii  said: 

'"  I  am  more  than  half  distracted.  After  you  left 
this  yesterday,  I  received  intelligence  which  makes  the 
movements  of  the  military  now  at  Macroom  a  matter 
of  i-ital  importance  to  one  very,  very  dear  to  me. 

'*  I  am  certain  you  will  be  stopped  on  your  way  to 
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Spencer  Court  at  Macroom  Gistle;  they  will  be  but  too 
gbd  to  have  you  amongst  them — at  least  I  cling  to  the 
lupe  that  such  ifl  the  case.  Kthe  dean  should  be  one,  so 
imdi  the  better;  try  and  interest  him  in  preventing 
aj  pordon  of  the  troops  from  searching  Glen  Flesk. 
[  do  entreat  this  en  my  knees^  and  if  you  can  direct,  or 
ud  in  directing,  them  anywhere  else,  I  will  never  for- 
pt  it  I  would  not  have  my  father  know  my  anguish 
Gorwodds. 

"  In  the  deepest  anxiety,  yours." 

A  litde  below  vnifi  added  in  a  still  more  tremulous 
haod- 

'*  I  hardly  dare  confide  in  the  dean.  Oh,  that  I  had 
but  hope! — ^I  am  sure  you  will  forgive  me.  Do  you 
bow  where  Ellen  Macdonnel  is?' 

Edward  was  overwhelmed  with  contending  feelings 
— pmgs  of  the  bitterest  jealousy  shot  through  his  heart. 
Could  it  be  possible  that  Lady  Mary  had  so  deep  an 
Bteest  in  any  one  of  those  misguided  men  who  were 
<^Iiged  to  seek  shelter  in  the  mountain  fastnesses  of  the 
coimtry?  But  to  do  him  justice  he  was  stirred  by  a 
fii  higher  and  better  feeling.  His  nature  was  as  chi- 
'•hous  as  sensitive,  and  he  felt  proud  at  having  been 
^  trusted  by  one  he  dearly  loved.  He  thrust  the  letter 
^to  his  bosom  and  strode  hastily  towards  the  castle 
''^out  remembering  his  torch-bearer. 

** Yer  honour,  what  will  I  tell  her  honour?'  inquired 
^y,  following. 

**  That  her  bidding  shall  be  done,"  was  the  emphatic 
^ly;  "  but  I  will  write." 


or  J  iLiwi'i  tor  djugcr,  or  i 
honour's  in  all  sacrets,  and  1 
than  the  poor  car  boy.  'V 
the  miletaiy  pas  wrads?* 

Saddenlj  the  not  tcxj  d 
diaip  and  quick  renoSe,  Mu 
Darby. 

"  Bad  luck  to  jcr  noi^  n 
dirty  din!  Toa're  all  noa 
Darby,  skulking,  at  the  aai 
eve^reais;  for  Beraal  pet^ 
trements  of  one  w  two  soldi 
pasBuiE  and  rCTassnf  in  Iioe 

"  Are  you  on  the  move?" 
poial  who  stood  at  the  entni 

"Tea,  Sir." 

"  Where  to?'  he  said. 

"  J)on't  at  all  Vmnw    SI-  « 
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MpoflBeaeiioa  of  their  Tigaar  and  spirits.  He  mingled 
with  them,  and  saw  the  Master  of  the  Castle,  with  un- 
Smmed  eyes,  and  renewed  energy,  talking  with  his 
mal  animadon  to  an  officer  and  one  or  two  other  gen- 
iaoesu  The  words  "  Glen  Flesk"  struck  upon  his 
sr-Hqxm  his  heart — and  he  could  not  forbear  in- 
pndng  what  they  meant. 

^  Some  of  our  Mends  are  on  the  road  to  that  glen  of 
Jbe  oadaw,"  was  the  answer;  *^  there  will  be  warm 
wA  there  before  noon,  I  think.  We  shall  imearth 
Boie  than  one  fox,  and  shoot  more  than  one  traitor." 
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CHAPTER    XVII. 

THE  TEMPTATION. 

The  information  communicated  to  Lawience  Macu^ 
thy  by  liis  sister,  after  the  lapse  of  some  hours  from  the 
time  of  his  leaving  Spencer  Court,  was  of  such  a  nature 
that  he  did  not  feel  safe  in  the  neighbourhood  of  hi 
own  dwelling.  Month  after  month,  he  had  been  growing 
wild  and  reckless;  (ha'V'ing  nothing  to  lose  except  a  life 
of  which  youth  is  so  much  more  careless  than  age);  and 
if  there  chanced  any  outbreak — such  as  that  organized 
and  hoped  for  by  tlie  friend  he  had  conmiitted  to 
Jlurtogh's  care — he  had  all  hope  of  gain.  Still  such 
was  his  respect  for  the  honours  of  hospitality,  that 
when  his  first  burst  of  astonishment  and  dismay,  at 
being  so  completely  in  the  power  of  Richards,  had  sub- 
sided, he  kissed  the  pale  cheek  over  which,  tears  were 
streaming,  with  more  tenderness  and  brotherly  aflfec* 
tion  than  he  had  ever  evinced  towards  her  before. 

"  Villain  as  he  is,"  exclaimed  the  youth,  "  I  would 
not  have  liad  him  given  an  easy  prey  into  my  hands  by 
a  sister's  treachery.     It  was  a  great  opportimity,  Ellen, 
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*o  levenge  the  shot,  the  wrongs  to  yourself,  the  condnu- 
*>Uie  ofUtter  injuries,  and  still  more  galling  insults  he  has 
i^ped  upon  me,  the  ruin  and  misery  he  has  wrought  to 
Undreda.  Whenever  I  have  resolved  to  become  as  you 
voaUwish  me,  that  man  has  invariably  crossed  my 
iith— like  a  fiend,  to  tempt  me  to  fresh  violence,  fresh 
latied  of  the  race  he  springs  from."  And  then  he 
used,  with  darkened  brow  and  clenched  hands,  imtil, 
i  if  strengthened  and  brightened  by  a  new  idea,  he 
OfkeA  into  his  sister's  face  with  a  changed  countenance, 
adttt  down  by  her  side  on  a  rock  that  cfiectually  con- 
nkd  the  entrance  to  one  of  the  strongest  holds  of  the 
tild  and  lawless  bands  of  the  South. 

"After  all,"  he  said,  "  after  all,  Ellen,  since  you  have 
ittnaged  to  get  the  papers,  so  invaluable,  clear  of  Spen- 
xr  Court  and  in  safety,  I  do  not  see  that  there  is  much 
ittnn  done.  The  proof  against  me  at  present  rests 
ioUy  on  Abel  Richards*  word, — you  have  but  to 
nnmigc  skilfully,  admit  having  sheltered  him,  and  deny 
ibogether  having  seen  me,  and  all  will  be  right.  Dean 
Olives  knows  you  so  well  that  he  will  never  doubt 
yoor  word,  and  his  moral  influence  is  paramount  with 
^Aob;  the  hypocritical  oaths  of  Richards  will  not 
^fog^  against  your  single  word,  EUcn ;  and  the  story  is 
•  improbable,  so  much  more  like  one  of  the  ballads 
oriQDumces  Master  Matt  used  to  tell  us,  that  no  one 
^give  credit  to  the  tale.  No  one  in  the  country 
^oold  incline  towards  the  ruflSan  at  all,  except  just  now, 
^W  love  of  destruction  has  taken  more  than  usual 
^^  on  our  rulers.  I  really  think  the  sooner  you  get 
^to  Spencer  Court  the  better:  you'll  be  looked 
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rni'^y.     I  s&lH  ax  keep  oat  d  Ae 
r::-  -g^r.it;  Z:     I  frnic  I  see  Abel  BicbiAt 
i  at*;  T-jifn.  7^.11  Lstt  ocs  omIi.    Toa  haTe  odlf 
-L   >r  iin»  Ulca — -"mr  I  h:  ace  mt  foo."* 

J  .  -  vu--    i-^r  x*ar^  luil  AfSA-ti:  ^  ci»^  bid  fliubei; 

-^r-:^s.:i'.  a  ::sic  s:ii  -w^roliL  LiErGueijscaue  afidadiooi 
'  Hi  •t  :c^ii2i:^  X  :^. *  sie  aui.  "*  sbu  jou  can  tliiiikl 
J. .  *^ir  Ji  i^.  riioi;  sctuDc.  TTten  h  wk  asked,  tooB 
^-:^:t;<:  £aeni7  imi  T^i?  vsmztLC  aeel  ihat  I  should  noit 
>;.-2\:.-uI-'-  sir  T'iiyi  I  laoLCiie  ■:£  uamng  £0  eatiiiei 
..-.-*.!  L*  I~  vi*  Z!=»rr:c»  i:  see  bow  ibespuitcf 
.-»-:.:— iij  iZ'i  • '■agrr>rr'!f— i-rr  *j!ii  sBTCicd  a^rav  and  cofr 
--..iT-i.  j"iu.  jt  i  aiizur^  :riT«?,  cci  disnandged fioB 
V  .  ,.^. -t; .  i.;-v  !it:  ,":uJI  T-iliie-  ajorruing  low 
:.   .:::«:    :i:e    i-^-:  i':n«:ur.  i2«£  j-iS  so?  no  wT\)ng  in  4b 

.-:-T»:r^--  iz*!  rr-l'''  jririil  I  izi.  ihi3  T=>ur  bands  i» 

-.:^^:'.'L    ';  r  ':M;,:,i:   V.-v  I  ::cs,t  ;^i  tbe  time  nfl 

-.  ->•   -jj:  — .tci:!:  -s-ii-ii.  's-:Li»jri'xz.  3^:in  iLis  Uwlfli 

1  ..  V  .c  -vill  j<*ik  j:!ir  .ttz.  Ji:~:vir  d^z.'!  vouT  counnj* 

*•  S-jin-:-:  r  -jjLjjin-d  LiTr^izce,  in  one  of  tk» 
i".  nj-.  dt5  ::  Tiksi.z.  J.-:  ^d  lincrly  Ls?:  all  power  to 
>:  -IT.".;  " : V  s;->;--:  ::"  ;z?e  pisc  nigc.*  is  as  a  w 
L"..i=i.  I  -aris  mil — iziuji-e — iz:o3£ca:cd.  &>m  first  to 
—r:.  :r.  -^1:1  ill  zij  zjl'j:^!  c:  Riciiirds,  I  irould  no* 
— ~i-  rj^ji-td  i5  I  siii  j.:  sue}:  uiiiXrLiia  and  brual  * 
ver.r-r:  cu;  zij  |rr:a:  r-eril  n:ir  15  Jhjm  viik.  I  dirt 
^  "^  Vj  anv  prx:  wiuiout  jour  evidence.     He  may^J 
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tiiat lie  pleaseSi  but  if  you  contradict  him,  I  am  safe: 
ad  not  I  only,  but  the  fiicnd  of  our  cause,  who  has 
jfcn  up  every  thing  that  man  holds  dear  for  the  sake 
f  our  trampled  country — ^for  the  sake  of  a  love  which 
oor  cold  northern  nature  has  hitherto  denied." 

**  Tou  know,"  interrupted  Ellen,  ^'  that  I  told  you 
le  papers  are  aafe.  If  so,  what  has  he  to  do  with  the 
Mar 

**  True  r  he  said,  ^'  it  concerns  me  only — at  least  for 
le  present;  though  you  well  know  he  is  the  hinge 
pon  which  events  must  turn.  You  know  that  we — ^he 
ad  I — are  so  linked  together  in  all  things  for  life  or  ^ 
iBith,  that  if  the  outbreak  tarries,  we  must  triiunph. 
lie  discontent  of  the  people  is  at  its  height;  if  its  pur- 
«se  can  be  directed,  I  repeat,  we  triumph.  Ellen, 
•  my  life  it  was  not  I  who  first  proposed  this  burning, 
iioogh  revenge  on  Abel  Richards  was  too  sweet  to  be 
odistood.  The  words  I  spoke  were,  I  repeat  it,  mad- 
IML  You  would  not  convict  me  on  their  evidence — 
IM  would  notr 

"I  would  not — ^I  think  I  would  not,"  she  replied; 
^bat  you  spoke  them.  Oh,  what  a  fearful  strait  am 
t  reduced  to !  Had  I  uttered  but  a  word,  no  power 
xnld  have  saved  that  bad,  bad  man;  he  would  have 
ka  hurried,  with  his  weight  of  sins  upon  his  head, 
■to  the  Almighty's  presence.  And  you,  Lawrence, 
Booe,  mad  as  you  were — and  my  promise  given  to 
lUter  hinn — it  is  almost  impossible  he  can  forget  that 
lamdhislife." 

"  When  you  forget  your  kindred  to  your  brother,  to 
Ae  only  living  thing  that  claims  you,  is  it  matter  for 
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be  sot  upon  his  head.  Di 
adckxl,  lurdn-  licr  iVom  lii 
round  him:  "  You  know  w 
UB  all  at  a  good  prices  Lou 
&s  much  OS  I  do  for  mj  kinc 

"  Lawrence,"  sud  Rllea, : 
her  lean  and  weakness,  "  I ' 
Court.  I  will  conceal  mysel 
means  to  leave  the  countiy 
mighty  in  mercy  to  take  my 
Bpared  to  injure  you;  but  J 
my  souL" 

"  And  what  mgnifies  you 
swered  her  brother  aconuEol 
Richards  may  say  what  he  li 
contradict  Aim.  Hia  word  w 
bieath,  your  simple  statement 
are  for  sacrifice  on  sacrifice  tl 
your  fiirlish  word  wnnlil  i™ 
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bitter,  violent,  sarcastio — all  bj  turns.  She 
to  mind  bis  peril;  ahe  remembered  the  peril  of 
Id,  micertain,  imoiganised  cause  to  which  he 
edged;  ahe  remembered  also  the  danger  of  one 
she  first  knew  when  quite  a  childish  girl,  whose 
was  **  half  error,  half  romance;*'  and  so  she  lis- 
;o  words  and  taunts,  that  at  any  other  time,  under 
lier  circumstances,  she  would  have  repulsed  and 
d,  as  an  eagle  beats  down  the  snow  that  drifts 
his  aiiy  pathway.  Lawrence  was  richly  endowed 
he  national  gift  of  eloquence;  words  flowed 
ise  and  power  from  liis  lips,  although  untutored 
rtly  language;  and,  combined  with  his  wild  and 
ained  habits,  were  a  considerable  degree  of 
/  (we  can  give  it  no  more  elevated  name),  and  a 
mess,  reckless  and  imprincipled,  as  to  the  means 
ich  a  desired  end  was  to  be  obtained, 
a  had  written  to  Dean  Graves  by  the  hand  of  her 
boolmaster,   revealing  no  secret  that  was   not 

her  own;  and  yet  the  probable  result  of  the 
coupled  with  her  brother  s  "idolencc,  confused  her 
nd  more.  She  dreaded  to  tell  liim  what  she  had 
:;  and  while  endeavouring  to  collect  her  thoughts, 
i)due  the  tumult  that  was  beating  in  her  brain, 
{h,  Lawrence's  foster-brother,  burst  in  upon  them 
news  as  to  the  movements  of  the  soldiers,  and 
§  for  the  safety  of  the  only  li^-iug  creature  liis 
)Ugh  heart  clung  to  in  the  world.  It  is  notorious 
lough  many  thousands  of  the  Whiteboys  knew 
embling  stations,  the  pass-words,  the  vital  secrets 
;al  associations — ^formed  by  desperation  bom  of 
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Litimaice  aai  Mortogl 
if  SQEfioB^fyt  vUle  Iter 

nCf  VTta  CnUWCQ  KCO^SL 

use  own  KTcnd  and  '"^"'' 
nivr  fean  and  ipukle  ?— 
■TM^riur  nsk  fioD  amid  A 
down  the  IuHs,  and  gatlwr 
man  still  wilder  in  appean 
thar  voices  husked  aod  Icn 
danger,  as  if  their  words- 
bieathed  were  fettesed?  Sc 
their  native  language,  undea 
with  cmj^tic  dcacaiptioiig 
violent,  and  haid  cf  escape. 
roDMrnbeiing  that  hisfiieatd, 
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lion  whiflpering  that  the  strong  ann  of  the  law  was 
BBttetched  to  ayekge  the  wild  doings  of  lomeiick, 
[3ue,  and  Tippeiaiy— the  midnight  gatherings  of  Kil- 
onif— 4ihe  bumings  and  secret  outrages  of  Waterford 
■d  Cork—- was  it  outstzetched  to  avenge  all  these, 
taigthened  by  a  soldieiy  eager  with  their  aid?  She 
aoBed  her  hands  over  her  eyeballs,  yet  sdll  stars 
lotted  before  them;  stars  and  streaks  of  fire,  and 
RmtBiDS  of  red — ^red  blood;  and  a  cry  that  made 
V  heart-strings  shiver  crept  through  her  ears,  filling 
km  at  last  with  the  roll  of  drums  and  shrill  brayings 
( trumpets,  and  then  the  cry  again;  and  the  banshee 
t  the  Macarthies  waved  her  arms,  and  walked  over 
he  waters  that  roUed  beneath  her  feet  Then  the 
nd  voice  of  her  brother  spoke  of  her  insultingly,  and 
Qvpled  her  name  with  treachery;  and  she  would  have 
poken  if  she  could,  but  her  voice  was  gone;  she  had 
ko  power  to  utter  a  sound  or  to  move  hand  or  foot, 
ind  then  she  was  uplifted  by  some  invisible  power, 
ifid  ghe  felt  as  if  aU  things  connected  witli  this  world 
»ere  over;  and  fix)m  a  burning  heat  she  became  deadly 
dd — the  coldness  that  ices  the  blood,  stagnates  it  as  it 
lows,  and  then  trickles  and  tingles  through  the  lialf 
ifeleas  frame.  There  might,  or  there  might  not,  have 
«en  ieeminff  unconsciousness,  but  she  felt  conscious — 
onsdous  of  the  presence  of  what  she  at  any  otlier 
one  would  have  considered  an  unreal  existence — the 
W8ence  of  the  countless  multitudes  who,  bodiless,  sha- 
lowless,  are  still  floating  in  our  atmosphere,  present  at 
1  times — ^it  may  be  to  see  and  understand,  and  feel 


r~~^  cipranon— COB 
Tho  dp™,,  „,-«„„,„, 
""a  md  soothing;  the  i, 
"^  the  mtnie  fion,  the 
""■""""d  Sowed  o«,„, 
f»H  were  Jike  g„„_  ^^ 
»te  pneeat  home. 

She  heMd  U.e  nuKem. 
?°°8H  I>«ghter  „d  om 
jea.fe,M„ted«,dphiM« 
l»;ade,d,eW..h,^o™ 
"'"*■»■'*»»  »d.u™,i 

■AToniwen  iJ«pi  u 
ATMTDeeii  Bieepi  6 
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he  nnBt  be  kept  as  still  and  quiet  as  death  itself, 
xAoe  of  every  thing  most  likely  to  arouse  her  at- 


t  it  did  not  escape  Ellen's  perception  (which 
d  to  have  suddenly  and  at  once  returned)  that 
were  strangers  in  the  room,  or  enclosure,  and 
ma,  a  gun  andothe^  weapons,  leaned  against  the 
Moreoyer,  she  feh  assured  that  she  was  no 
r  at  liberty  to  go  and  come— that  she  was,  in  &ct, 
oner. 
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CHAPTER  XVm. 

THE  SHELTER  OF  THE  GLEN. 

The  morning  that  followed  the  night  which  ^ 
been  so  full  of  interest  and  mystery  to  Edward  Spen- 
cer, was  at  first  still  and  calm,  but  after  sunrise  the 
atmosphere  became  close  and  misty;  the  quiet,  calin» 
suffocating  "  feel"  that  wliispers  of  a  coming  thundc^ 
stonn,  rendered  all  nature  languid  and  seemed  to  over- 
load  the  moments  as  they  crept  heavily  along.    1^ 
would  be  impossible  to  imagine  any  thing  more  in- 
tensely still; — the  valleys  were  so  silent,  tliat  the  mu^ 
murings  of  the  little  silver  rivers,  more  than  hall'drie^ 
by  the  intense  heats  of  the  preceding  days,  could  be 
heard  on  the  heights  above  Glen  Flesk;  the  cattle  m 
the  lowlands  clustered  together  wherever  they  found  ft 
tree  to  shelter  them;  and  the  sheep,  still  more  tinud* 
huddled  beneath  tlie  sliadows  of  the  cliflS  and  huge 
gray  stones;  the  soaring  eagle  returned  to  his  station, «3 
if  fearing  tliat  the  hurricane  which  gathered,  cloud  upon 
cloud,  would,  when  it  came  in  its  might  and  power,  he 
too  much  even  for  his  daring  pinions  to  bear  up  against 
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-— fldD  he  did  not  ahiink  £rom  the  approaching  storm 
like  the  hircb  and  coneys  that  were  his  food,  or  even  like 
^tame  herds  of  the  valley,  but  stood  firmly,  turning  his 
Itead  occasionally  round,  on  one  of  the  boldest  pinnacles 
)f  CSrohane,  the  chief  of  the  wild  and  sterile  hills,  that 
-sximposed  of  broken  and  mgged  rocks,  patches  of 
leather  moor  and  moes^  all  varying  in  their  eleva- 
ioofl— stretch  away  on  the  west  side,  from  north  to 
xnith  of  the  glen. 

It  is  necessaiy  that  we  should  become  intimately 
toqoainted  with  this  picturesque  neighbourhood,  and 
^  with  the  more  wild  and  sterile  pass  of  Kaim-an- 
Sigh.  Glen  Flesk  is  a  gem  of  glens — a  thing  of  wild- 
was  and  beauty  which  every  traveller  ought  to  visit — 
wt  only  because  of  its  seclusion  and  variety  of  rock, 
irer,  and  wood,  but  because  of  the  romance  and  ad- 
'CtttTire,  the  struggle  and  the  bravery  of  those  who, 
wm  time  to  time,  have  made  it  their  hiding-place. 

The  Annemore,  forms  the  western  highland  of  this 
ovdy  glen;  it  is  not  so  lofty  as  its  statelier  neighbour 
ie  Crohane,  yet  it  deserves  its  name  nevertheless — 
^emore  signifying  the  moimtain  of  dif&cult  passages; 
Jttt  its  sides  are  equally  precipitous,  showing  continued 
'ttges  of  dark  rocks,  rising  in  terraces,  one  above  the 
'4er,  interspersed  with  heath  and  patches  of  coarse  and 
"W  scanty  pasturage.  Sometimes  the  little  Kerry  cows 
'Wont  to  these  spots,  and  excite  the  astonishment  of 
oe  few  passing  strangers,  as  to  how  they  got  there,  or 
^  they  can  possibly  get  down — ^wild  mountain  crea- 
>IC8,  as  adventurous  as  goats  and  as  sure-footed.  The 
ats  of  this  valley,  along  the  low  grounds  and  beside 


lfj<    *: 


I 
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uuu  lit  au  limes  iney  were  pictu 
tion,   and   tlie  number  of  beau 
the  aid  of  landscape-gardening 
places — ^in  fact  they  could  not 
glen  without  adding  conaidenil 
rounding  objects.    The  valley 
being  inhabited  by  the  almost  i 
race  of   Celts — strong  in  thd 
native  glen,  ready  for  a  "  spiee 
tion,  hating  the  Saxon  as  mucb 
gogues  could  desire  to  see  him 
and  enjojring  the  ^'fun"  of  a  pat 
and  gout  of  practised  "boys," 
were  fitting :  and  what  occasion 
row  could  be  produced  between 
Those  who  dwell  continually 
magnificence,  who  see  Hismoun^ 
of  His  clouds,  who  hear  His  e< 
other  from   the  caves  and  cia{ 
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beithe  tlie  calmer  breath  of  lowland  plain  and  enclosed 
Villey,  or  the  Btill  more  slayish  air  of  pent-up  cities 
and  disciplined  factories,  to  yield  the  ideas  (if  not  veiy 
otenave,  a  dearly-cheridied  stock),  which  have  des- 
cended—of  late  often  their  only  heritage — ^for  centuries 
ram  &ther  to  son.  Kyou  want  to  change  the  opinions 
f  an  unlettered  man,  you  ought  to  change  his  employ- 
nents  and  his  localities: — ^you  may  chain  an  eagle  at  a 
noontain's  base,  but  as  long  as  he  sees  the  mountain 
e  win  struggle  to  soar  into  freedom.  A  Glen  Fleskean 
rodd  not  take  your  purse,  but  he  would  not — ^we  write 
»f  two-and-twenty  years  ago— consider  it  any  sin  to  rive 
ndride  your  horse,  to  seize  your  gun;  commit  any 
'fitde  act"  which  could  be  construed  into  taking^  not 
tuHinff;  always  save  and  except  in  the  case  of  strangers 
-&r  strangers  in  Ireland  bear  a  charmed  life.  The 
«Jy  knowledge  of  law  he  had  was  of  its  oppression 
-for  where  it  did  not  in  reality  oppress,  he  was  taught 
0 believe  it  did.  Restraint  from  Celt  to  Celt  would  have 
>ttn endured;  but  the  restraint  of  Saxon  over  Celt,  has 
^er  been  unbearable — more  particularly  to  the  Irish 
'nigwnan.  Every  one  is  willing  to  sympathise  with, 
*rinake  allowance  for,  the  peculiar  habits  and  customs 
fthe  Scottish  Highlander — his  hatred  of  the  lowlands 
' considered  part  of  his  nature;  his  "black  mail"  fur- 
riiing  subjects  worthy  of  the  painter's  skill ;  and  his 
toty  to  the  faith  of  his  fathers  lauded  in  song  and 
ioiy !  Our  Irish  Highlanders  are  surely  quite  as  deserv- 
•g  of  sympathy; — ^thcir  history  as  full  of  incident,  and 
irir  attachment  to  the  faith  of  their  fathers  as  worthy 

praise. 
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But  the  splendid  tartans  of  the  Scottish  Highl>B(k« 
have  gained  them  as  much  populanty  in  England  ai 
their  chivahrj.  Sympathy  has  been  more  gnuaoas  to 
the  tartan  than  to  the  rags  of  the  poor  Irish  peaaoit 

It  is  pleasanter  to  dwell  upon  rugged  scenery,  thn 
upon  rugged  truths;  the  lion  has  his  lair,  the  foi 
his  den,  and  the  eagle  its  eyrie,  and  there  can  be  littk 
doubt  that  our  natures  partake  through  life  of  tb 
character  of  our  early  associations.  This  should  te 
borne  in  mind  as  an  act  of  justice  towards  those  vo 
judge. 

Glen  Flesk,  as  we  have  said,  is  like  many  other  loA 
glens,  noted  for  the  ready  refuge  it  has  frequently  affi>ided 
to  outlaws;  in  truth,  to  all  sorts  of  "  boys,"  who,  £«• 
time,  or  under  peculiar  circumstances,  found  the  open 
plain  a  dangerous  locality.  The  legendary  landmark 
of  the  glen  is  the  well-known  JPftU-a-dhaounj  or  tho 
demon's  cliflF.  It  is  a  succession  of  precipitous  locks, 
feathered,  rather  than  clothed,  with  foliage,  with  here 

• 

and  there  a  miraculously  rooted  tree,  gaining  nutnr 
ment  you  hardly  know  how,  and  yet  throwing  i^ 
branches  far  and  wide  over  the  gray  rock  horn  whicb 
it  seems  to  spring.  The  succession  of  rocks  forms  the 
face  of  the  Crohane  mountain,  where  the  valley  opeitfi 
as  it  were,  to  admit  the  beautiful  river,  and  give  ^ 
scope  to  its  graceful  windings  beneath  banks,  in  soiDC 
places  high  and  picturesque,  at  others  sloping  to  tW 
water's  brink.  The  old  Kenmare  road  runs  betwec* 
the  Flesk  and  the  base  of  the  mountain.  Half  way  *? 
this  dangerous,  and  in  stormy  weather  almost  inacces* 
sible  ascent,  is  shown  an  indentation  in  the  rock,  called 


( 
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ioUuf  Owa^  mwrning  ^*  the  bed  of  Owen;"  the  said 
Owen  hariiig  been  a  moet  notorious  rapparce  and  fiee- 
)ooter  in  old  times.  It  might  be  imagined  that  this 
pot,  onoe  80  noted  as  a  place  of  outlaw  lefiigef  would 
e  lYoided  by  others  as  likely  to  excite  attention;  but, 
n  the  contrary,  the  Crohane  and  Annemore  mountains 
ttfe  always  been  the  resort  of  such  as  were  obliged  to 
Bek  concealment;  and  any  one  who  has  passed  a  week 
f  long  summer  days  exploring  such  of  the  fiistncsses  as 
le  attainable  by  lowland  feet,  would  wonder  how  it  is 
KMible  to  discover  those  who  seek  mountain  sanctuary, 
anembering  that,  no  matter  what  the  reward  may  be, 
svery  man,  woman,  and  child,  would  suSsr  death 
xxmer  than  give  up  to  the  law,  any,  who  had  the  least 
lenie  to  escape  from  it;  indeed,  the  bare  fact  of  wish- 
ing to  '*  escape  the  law,"  is  qtiite  sufficient  to  call,  not 
only  Iiiah  sympathy,  but  Irish  ingenuity  to  the  rescue. 
Owen  the  Outlaw  was,  it  is  said,  betrayed  by  a  man 
(ded  Beardon,  who  sought,  by  this  act,  to  gratify  pri- 
Hle  revenge,  and  succeeded  in  **  murdering"  his  friend 
ift  tbe  glens  of  Inveleary,  to  which  he  had  enticed  him. 
Be  also,  with  savage  ferocity,  beheaded  his  victim;  and 
&  reproach  of  this  deed  remains  to  his  descendants, 
who  are  but  little  trusted,  and  are  still  reproachAilly 
tened  Beardon  na  oceeuij  '^  Reardon  of  the  head." 
■nje  whole  district  is  full  of  traditions.  A  belief  in  fairy 
*^  and  witchcraft  mingles  with  religious  faith,  and 
'niparts  a  more  than  ordinary  degree  of  wildness  and 
V'tpentition  to  the  habits  and  feelings  of  the  primi« 
^  residents.  They  know  little  of  the  worldly  doings 
oftbeir  countrymen  beyond  the  glens;  and,  as  is  the 


ji.  uioai  commanoing. 
wliii'li  inu?t  piTpctually  i 
of  former  times — is  etiil 
sttanget.    Killala  Caetle, 


tant  pass ;  and  mauT 
eeel^T  Bpeat  in  cirding 
^e  liches  he  imagined 
immediate  oughbourlioo 
neath  which  it  is  belier 
giants  lies  entombed.  1 
mantic  localitj  is  full  of 
visited  when  the  sun  shin 
when  the  etorm  adds  its 
moantuns;  but  the  glensn 
like  thdr  neighbouTE,  th 
back  to  the  excited  Whit 
them  transformed  into  1 
protect  whoever  sought  sb 
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MlitiQn  to  the  Master  of  Macroom  and  his  fricncU,  as 
w^  Mr.  Spencer's  views  could  be  opposed  to  theirs. 
!ooDati<m  as  to  all  militaiy  movements  was  so  rapidly 
iveyed,  and  became  known  to  the  people  in  distant 
licts  in  so  extraordinary  a  manner,  that  unless  plans 
e  formed  and  carried  into  execution  without  being 
ithed  of  to  those  who  were  the  agents  therein,  they 
e  frustrated  either  previous  to  the  onset  or  teimi- 
cm  of  the  undertaking.  Numberless  delays  occurred 
ne  the  detadmient  that  was  to  scour  Glen  Flesk 
able  to  leave  Macroom,  and  much  astonishment 
I  expressed  as  to  Mr.  Spencer's  motives  for  urging 
most  trifling  reasons  for  further  deky. 
[he  approach  of  the  elemental  strife,  the  muttering 
the  thunder  first  disturbed  the  death-like  calm 
which  Glen  Flesk  had  reposed  for  many  hours, 
Biing  at  one  moment  to  proceed  from  the  pin- 
ik  of  a  rock  aroimd  which  the  electricity  had 
91  discharged,  while  at  another  it  swept  along  the 
h  of  heaven,  cloud  after  cloud,  blackening  and 
ghtening  as  the  forked  or  sheet  lightning  mingled 
th  the  feverish  air. 

In  the  fissure  of  a  rock  which  commanded  an  cxten- 
e  riew,  and  yet  when  looked  at  from  the  road  oj)- 
ued  only  a  long  deep  crack,  two  men  were  seated, 
dently  in  very  different  situations  of  life,  and  yet  on 
n»  of  equality— both  were  nearly  the  same  age,  but 
)  greatest  possible  diflercnce  existed  in  their  appear- 
*.  One  reclined  completely  within  the  ample  crevice, 
1  had  so  arranged  himself  as  to  use  a  portion  of  the 
ie  elevated  rock  as  a  table,  upon  which  rested  a 

^OL.  I.  X 
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brace  of  pistols,  primed  and  loaded,  and  a  flask  of 
gunpowder ;  in  one  side  was  a  diviBion  that  bdd 
ink,  while  a  few  sheets  of  writing  paper  were  pkoil 
before  him.  The  delicate  hands^  a  bziDiaiit  m^ 
and  the  well  caied-for  hair  of  a  fair  ooloor  and  aSkn 
quality,  no  less  than  the  indescribable  weQ  puttiag 
on  of  the  blue  "  big  coat"  and  peasant  gear  of  tha 
district,  intimated  any  thing  but  aglensman;  whikUl 
companion,  who  was  evidently  on  the  look-out,  aad 
heeded  neither  heat  nor  cold^  wet  nor  dry,  stonn  M 
sunshine,  was  stretched  along  at  his  feet,  his  handa 
grasping  the  edge  of  the  precipice,  and  his  chin  reatiog 
on  liis  hands,  so  that  his  large  shaggy  head,  if  seen  at 
all  from  the  road,  must  have  looked  like  a  dad  cltel, 
a  lump  of  withered  furze,  or  a  bunch  of  embrowoal 
heather.  The  large  blue  eyes  of  the  gentleman  whom 
Murtogh  invariably  called  '^Captain,"  looked  heivy 
and  weary;  his  elevated,  but  compressed  forehead,  ntf 
white  and  feverish,  for  heat  drops  stood  upon  it,  whichhc 
frequently  removed  with  a  silk  handkerchief;  and  there 
was  a  mingling  of  wildness  and  fervour  in  the  expreariflo 
of  the  upper  part  of  his  face,  that  did  not  at  aU  hafflKh 
nisc  with  a  sensual  mouth — still  there  was  energy  of  pff" 
pose,  and  the  wild  freedom  of  **  /  trtV/,"  in  the  rapid  and 
loud  tracing  of  his  pen,  and  the  determination  which 
contracted  his  rather  extensive  eyebrows. 

Murtogh  "  of  the  Strong  Hand"  was  few  removea» 
perhaps,  from  a  savage.  Keen,  cunning,  revengefiA 
cruel,  but  faithful,  watchful,  and  undeviating  in  hii 
few  attachments — superstitious  to  positive  weaknetfJ 
his  dark,  deep,  blood-shot  eye,  that  never  quailed  at  dif' 
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oold  tremble  amid  tears  of  terror  at  the  mention 
tyOrataleof  Rxpematnralagency.  He  seemed 
lii  fiith)  to  entertain  bat  two  other  ideas,  or 
ights— Ireland  was  his  oomitiy,  and  Lawrence 
'  was  bis  foster-brother.  How  he  came  to  be 
fiom  faim  St  a  time  of  danger,  and  attending 
ompaative  atnmger,  was  a  mystery  only  to 
I  by  tbe  knowledge  lliat  such  was  Lawrence 
^8  desire.  Hie  storm  was  as  welcome  to  Mur- 
le  flcmehine;  milefls,  indeed,  it  oocorredat  some 
r  time — some  festival  or  nhlacky  day.  Such, 
was  not  the  case  on  the  day  alluded  to  at  tlie 
ement  of  this  chapter,  and  consequently  the 
3iimtaineer  did  not  deign  to  notice  the  huge 
lain  that  fell  like  giant's  tears  from  the  frill 
Jthough  they  had  compelled  his  companion  to 
r  still  more  closely  into  the  cave  of  the  over- 
rock;  a  movement  noticed  only  by  a  scowl 
igh's  deep  fiery  eyes.  Like  all  hardy  crags- 
had  a  thorough  contempt  for  any  one  who 
icom  tiie  elements;  and  like  all  Lishmen, 
g  closely  allied  to  the  same  feeling  towards  all 
or  delicate  appearance.  His  fether  had  been 
martial  law,  while  he  was  yet  an  infant;  his 
had  been  transported  for  Whiteboyism,  which 
lurtogh  or  Murtogh's  party  to  take  siunmary 
e  upon  those  who  had  bomo  witness  against 
lis  motiier  wandered  through  the  country  in  a 
alf  insanity,  generally  a  scarcely  covered  mendi- 
ining  for  halfpence,  or  meal,  or  potatoes,  at 
jr;  but  in  times  of  popular  excitement,  a  fiend, 

x2 
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a  fury — ^losing  all  self-command,  and  ihintiiig,  ttmndi 
as  any  tigress,  for  human  sacrifice.  Sometimes  HB^ 
togh  affected  not  to  understand  Englidi,  but  the  tnA 
was,  he  spoke  it  imperfectly — thinking  in  Inah,  nl 
translating  his  ideas  for  the  captain's  benefit  He 
latter  covered  his  face  with  his  hands,  so  vi^id  iren 
the  flashes  of  lightning  in  the  dark  and  nanow  ipM 
to  which  he  had  retreated;  the  act  waa  noted  bjdie 
keen  Murtogh,  who  muttered  something  not  psjtkii* 
larly  complimentary  to  the  captain's  bravery, 

**  What  are  you  saying?'  inquired  his  superior,  inde 
tone,  if  not  of  an  Englishman,  of  one  who  had  spent 
much  time  in  the  country  of  the  Saxon. 

"  That  yer  honour's  not  fond  of  flame,"  was  tte 
reply.  "  IVe  seen  the  lightning  scorch  Macarthy'sejfO* 
lashes,  and  he  wouldn't  wink." 

At  that  moment  a  blast  of  the  fire-king's  breath  strode 
a  tall  slender  birch-tree,  which,  with  its  shining  btfk 
and  quivering  leaves,  and  young  bright  look,  as  it  stood 
beside  a  sturdy  but  grovelling  oak  which  extended  its 
thick  and  lumpish  trunk  first  in  one  direction,  then  in 
another — ^had  seemed  the  young  Apollo  of  trees.  It^ 
wonderful  to  see  tlic  white  light  shinmier  and  shiver 
amid  the  sapful  branches,  which  in  an  instant  it 
blasted,  and  burnt,  and  tossed  to  the  storm  as  unworthy 
of  fui-thcr  trouble,  peeling  the  bark  off  the  bleeding 
body,  and  then  leaping  from  its  prey  to  the  rock,  which 
it  shattered  into  a  thousand  fragments,  that  i^ 
hurling  and  tiunbling  into  the  valley  below.  Whik 
the  Spirit  of  the  Clouds,  so  fierce  and  mysterious,  ^ 
abrupt  and  all  powerful,  was  buried  fathoms  deep  ^ 
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die  xnoantaio,  impregnating  the  air  with  a  dense  and 
>ri6citing  vapour,  Murtogh  raised  himself  a  little  on 
m  elbow,  and  with  his  right-hand  crossed  himself  on 
itoth  farow  and  breast,  and  then  resumed  his  position. 
Hie  stonn  now  changed  into  a  hurricane  of  wind  and 
im.  Hie  torrent  poured  and  whirled  in  such  a 
Burner,  that  the  glensman  could  discern  nothing  be- 
Msth  but  drifts  upon  drifts  of  rain  and  mist — clouds  of 
iitec  in  perpetual  movement,  now  of  a  deep  lead 
soloor,  and  then  of  a  pale  gray— on  and  on  they  swept, 
impelled  1^  the  rushing  winds. 

"  What  a  drcadftil  storm,  Murtogh !"  said  the  gen- 
deman,  folding  his  eotamore  still  more  closely  roimd 
turn,  chilled  by  the  damp  raw  air,  and  so  oppressed  by 
k  state  of  the  atmosphere  and  his  own  peculiar  situa- 
tuo,  as  to  be  scarcely  able  to  breathe;  ^'  what  a  dread- 
bl  storm,  Murtogh  !  is  it  often  as  bad  as  this  ?* 

Murtogh  rolled  himself  over  and  over,  so  as  to  get 
Bener  his  companion,  and  answered,  '*  Dis  is  a  noting, 
&— a  little  fire  and  noise,  and  some  fog.*' 

"Why,  look  at  that  tree,"  said  the  young  man, 
pointing  to  where  a  tortured  branch  of  the  stricken 
I)iidi,  held  on  to  the  shattered  stem  by  a  long  line  of 
Ae  bark,  was  twisting  in  the  wind;  '*  the  bough  seems 
tomve  a  notice  to  us,  that  we  may  be  so  served  at  a 
^•oinent's  warning." 

**  Or  widout  it,"  said  Murtogh,  *'  be  dad  and  dad, 
c^tain,  we  may  get  no  warning  at  all;  why  would  we 
■*  better  off  den  our  naighbours?' 

**  If,"  muttered  the  captain,  '*  they  would  but  com- 
■^^x^^— if  any  thing  like  a  simultaneous  rising  was  or- 
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ganiscd,  our   long-promiaed  help  would  floon  ionre;    ^ 
but  before  they  aic  up  in  one  place  Haerf  ue  dofwn  m 
another,  meeting  by  moonlight  and  sepaiating,  atdififld 
with  burning  a  house,  or  murdering  a  fiu3ner,  or  duff- 
ing a  man's  coffin  on  a  door." 

''  And  isn't  dat  doing  a  grate  dale?*  whispered  Ibff- 
togh,  who,  with  his  habitual  freed(»n,  had  drawn  hindt 
up  close  to  the  gentleman;  **  sure  for  eyeiyone  we  nd 
oSj  we  have  one  lyrant  or  <»ie  wake  heart  de  Ibsb;  nd 
if  de  boys  of  all  Ireland  kep  on  true  to  dat,  sure  Wd 
soon  have  de  land  agin, — finish  all  dat  we  don't  lib 
dat's  in  it,  and  let  none  we  don't  like  come  in  it-* 
dat's  de  plan." 

The  y  o\mg  man  made  no  reply  to  this,  but  tbft 
contrast  between  the  sun-dyed  brown  of  his  companion's 
(or  attendant's,  caU  him  which  you  please)  iace,  and 
his  own  pale  thin  features,  made  him  seem  more  de- 
jected than  ever. 

^'  Dare's  a  good  many  away,  one  place  and  de  odsTi 
persisted  Murtogh,  "  and  a  power  and  aU  dead,  God 
bless  us !  who  tought  demselves  sure  enough  of  deie  dirty 
lives  dis  time  twelvemonts;  and  dere  would  have  beco 
more  but  from  two  or  tree  turning  off  from  dere  woA 
— dey'll  do  so  no  more;  a  turner  back  is  worse  dan  if  h^ 
never  came  on." 

Whether  this  was,  or  was  not  a  hint  to  his  less  dei^ 
mined  associate,  it  is  impossible  to  tell,  but  he  cbang^ 
the  subject  immediately  by  observing,  "  The  Macarikj 
said  you  would  tell  me  what  luck  you  had  at  the  W 
drawing?' 

^'Gxate  luck,  be  dad  and  dad,  captain,  only  for  ooo 
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i^  dftfc  I  can't  foiget.  I  had  beeh  wid  de  boys  to 
inty  Luigan,  de  schoolmaster's,  who  writes  de  notices 
r  v^  he*8  flQch  fine  laming — ^he  says  to  ns,  ^  Boys,  ye 
»Te  noting  to  do  wid  de  government,  lave  dat  to  de 
ansellor,  but  get  rid  of  de  landlords  and  de  mid- 
smen,  and  don't  lave  one  alive  in  de  place  dat 
ikes  yer  laws;  if  de  bit  o'  land  is  taken  contrary  to 
laws — no  matter  who  it's  by,'  he  says,  *  you  know 
or  dnty.' " 

^Suppose,"   interrupted  the  captain,  "your  own 
odier  was  to  take  land  from  which  a  tenant  had  been 
Beted  for  not  paying  his  rent,  what  would  you  do?" 
^No  broder  of  mine  would  ever  do  a  ting  like  dat," 
towled  Murtogh. 
•*Batif  hedid?' 

"Where's  de  good  o'  ^ying  what  couldn't  be?'  re- 
Bed  the  half  savage. 

'^Bntit  might  be;  brothers  are  not  always  alike; 
BiipQeeit  was — what  woidd  you  do?' 
"Dey'd  not  ax  me  to  do  de  job,"  he  answered,  with 
tdiffiience. 

**But  you'd  warn  him?' 
"He'd  get  our  reglar  warning." 
"But  in  such  a  case,  wouldn't  you  prevent  it  ?" 
"I couldn't,  captain,  I  couldn't.     If  he  went  agin' 
ki,  why  I  couldn't  help  him." 
''But,  Murtogh,  you  could  prevent  it,  by  giving 
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Murtogh  sprang  up  as  if  he  had  been  shot,  looked 
idily  at  the  ^captain,  while  his  frame  quivered  with 
iBon,  and  then  in  a  voice  of  apparent  agony  said, 


-■-v  "•J'lutwc-veno  c 

'I  he  brakes  our  1,^  „, 
*  new  one." 

"Suppose  the  old  tenm 
"Sure  every  bo^,,^ 

,.™"'"'J>-»"PI»sel 
Atom  male^e  mad 

f""^    '^f,  d.t  to  , 
doTO  i.  leava„_  ^j 

Wer,fiie»d_if,j,„„3.. 

":**;^"*ei'.  you're 

"■»'I«»g  but  the.  wild  j^ 
"'™«i  "e  aiplain. 


'  not  quite  I 
'«ud  queued  for  notl 
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hoB  quesdoiier  doeely  and  suspiciously,  not  certain  as  to 
Ids  meaning. 

"  Welly  go  on  with  Lanty  Lurgan's  opinions — ^the 
toy  of  your  luck/'  said  the  gentleman. 

^Gii,  Land's  a  fine  man  I  has  a  power  o'  know- 
edge,  and  sure  if  he,  a  priest's  broder's  son,  would  join 
Bi,  it's  asy  known  we're  in  de  right,  every  way.  Sure 
wbea.  de  like  o'  dem  dat  has  laming  is  for  a  ting, 
ivlitt  call  have  we  to  stir  only  as  we're  bid.  It's  a  fine 
^  to  have  de  likes  o'  dem  to  stand  up  for  us,  and  by 
ftt,  and  sure  it's  dey  have  all  de  weight  of  it  on  dem- 
sdves;  and  so  bee  de  same  token,  says  Lanty,  *  Who 
Aodd  I  see  at  de  last  fiiir,  where  I  wint  to  sell  de  little 
pg  dat  I  tuck  firom  de  Widdy  Murphy  for  her  son's 
qoirter's  Latin,  and  to  buy  mee  little  things  for  mee 
Gtde  school — who  should  I  see  swaggerin'  troiigh  dc 
finr,  in  a  bran  new  baaver  and  top-boots,  an'  dc  price  of 
de  cow  he  distrained  on  from  one  of  us  by  dc  Black- 
v&tei^— but  Japers  Connel ;  and  by  dc  same  token  he  had 
^hJUoff  in  his  breast;  and,  boys,  he  got  notice  on  his 
<^  house-door  twice;  and  once,  an'  he  on  de  road  home 
ifther  mahing  his  sowlf  De  *  Silent  Foot'  put  anodcr  into 
Hshand  to  teU  him  he  must  quit  de  land  he  tuck  over 
»Sef%  head,  or  sufier  for  it — for  he  had  de  two  crimes 
«i  himself.'" 

*' Riley  of  the  Stream  ?'  questioned  the  captain. 

"  De  same,  captain,  dat  was  transported,  and  his  bit 
^  Wd  tuck  fix)m  his  broder;  '  So  boys,'  says  de  school- 
'I'Mer,  *  it's  all  fair  and  round  as  eggs,  dat  his  accoimt 
^'W  be  made  up  quick ;  he  got  his  notice  like  any  gin- 
"Cnaan,  and  dat  tree  times ;   and  after  dat  de   boys 


314  THE 

mind  de  rule,  ^to  attrndwhea  called  on;*  ^andnow/lie 
says,  *  we  ought  to  draw  lots  whose  to  do  de  Uttk  job  nt 
of  dc  way  at  once,  for  it's  bad  examplft  afther  deaotioe^ 
to  sec  him  swaggering  about;*  de  last  fellow  of  d&ldiid 
we  got  shni  of^  de  Blackwater  bojs  did  it  for  SK-nd 
now  (Kur  turn  to  do  it  for  dimt.  Well,  it  was  all '  atdad 
when  called  on,'  and  de  lot  fell  on  Paddy  LBoej.** 

*'  Why  I  thought  it  was  you  had  the  luckl"  isto* 
ruptcd  the  gentleman. 

Moving  a  little  so  as  to  turn  hia  back  in  a  degreeto 
the  storm,  Murtogh  took  no  notice  of  the  intecraptini 
but  continued: 

^'  Well,  Paddy  was  overjoyed,  becanae  hia  sisfcermi 
to  be  married  de  same  night  to  a  Blackwater  boj,  ani 
it  was  mighty  conyanient  to  '  attind  when  called  ofit 
and  get  dc  fun  of  de  wedding  altogeder — and  he  aqi 
to  me,  '  I  owe  you  a  kind  turn,  Murtogh,  for  da  aEbi 
you  swore  to,  last'rizes,  for  my  fader's  broder-in-law--tf 
bould  as  a  ram.'  ^  Oh !  dat's  noting,'  I  says,  laugbiogt 
^  betwixt  friends,  noting  at  all ;  it's  grate  fim,  a  domudf^ 
raale  alibi,  swore  and  proved  through  as  good  as  fe9 
oaths,  in  an'  out — boddering  de  big  wigs^  just  when  dej 
tink  dey  have  it  all  dcre  own  way;  de  poor  boy  ttcsn* 
bling  in  de  dock  wid  de  rope  round  hia  neck,  and  o^ 
more  trouble  to  dc  law,  but  to  pull  it  I  When  in  comtf 
forty  witnesses  to  prove  de  alibi  I  Oh,  it's  raale  ^oiyi-^ 
and  de  faces  of  'cm  I' 

*^  Well,  though  he'd  no  more  mind  his  call  den  shoo^ 
ing  arat,  hctought  adale  of,  as  he  called  it,  poor  felloWt 
my  parjuring  my  «mrf  for  his  fader's  broder-in-law— *>" 
more,  on  account  of  fearing  to  go  nigh  de  priest^  tQ 
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M  aae  in  liis  own  mind— through  a  pilgrimage,  or 
metiiig  Hke  dat.  '  So  come  wid  mc/  he  aays,  ^  now, 
3  girk  at  de  Blackwater  are  as  fiand  as  yeiself  of 
one;  and  well  settle  Connel  at  de  same  time ;  only 
nember,  Tm  fint,  and  you're  second.' " 
^  You  had  never  seen  Connel,  had  you  V  inquired 
e  captain.  * 

'^  Och !  no,  he  never  did  harm  to  me  or  mine;  I  had 
>  call  to  the  man  at  all,  and  was  as  innocent  as  any 
ibbyof  an  ill  thought  towards  him  or  his: — praise  be  to 
iod!  But  I  had  all  his  marks;  and  so  I  quit,  wid 
Udy  Laoey,  and  mighty  pleasant  walking  it  was,  as 
nj  one  could  desire,  falling  in  wid  our  own  boys  now 
ada^,  changing  our  little  pass-words,  and  hearing 
leaewB — mighty  pleasant;  only  once,  when  we  had  a 
heeting  at  a  place  beyond  Macroom — dey  call  it  by  de 
Mne  of  Kilcrea — all  de  boys  in  derc  white  shirts." 

"Were  you  there?'  inquired  the  captain. 

'*  Sure  an'  I  went  near  it,"  he  answered,  shuddering, 
'bat  couldn't  get  to  it,  on  account,  Sir,  of  de  spirits, 
od  de  tousands  o'  dry  bones  piled  to  all  etamity  in  dc 
^  ground.  Why  even  Master  Matt  has  no  call  to 
^ilctea — devil  a  bit — after  ten  at  night!  De  four- 
itved  shamrogue  he  carries  in  his  breast  lets  him  into 
iciets,  and  so  he  wouldn't  touch  a  stone.  I  couldn't 
>;  though  Lacey  did.    I  knelt  down  by  de  first  arch 

de  bridge  to  keep  de  water  betwixt  me  and  de 
tnts,  and  said  every  prayer  ould  Madam  Macarthy 
^  taught  me,  when  I  used  to  be  playing  pitch  and 
H  and  hurley  wid  de  young  master  long  ago— and 
le'd  make  us  both  kneel  do^vn  (God  be  good  to  her !) 
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and  say  over  the  pather  and  the  aves,  and  iben  en 
de  Orangemen.  Oh,  it*s  she  was  de  fine  woman 
tirely — and  de  grate  saint  I" 

"  I  remember  Lawrence  telling  me  ycfa  were  d 
of  spirits,"  said  the  young  man,  caielesBly;  ^*  but 
Kilcrea  meeting  was  a  great  loss.  Every  man 
night  swore  the  OATH  at  the  altar,  and  bent  his  1 
over  the  tomb  of  Arthur  O'Leary.  It  seemed,* 
said,  sighing,  *'  a  gathering  for  a  great  purpose. 
ought  to  have  been  there,  MurtogL" 

"  One  can't  have  luck  right  and  left,"  said  Murt 
*'  as  I  know  to  my  cost  If  de  daylight  was  in  it, 
ha'  been  dere  too,  but  I  can't  abide  bones.  ^ 
Lacey  came  to  me  I  was  more  dead  den  alive,  for 
of  de  spirits.  But  we  had  fine  company  into  C 
just  for  a  spree,  and  den  de  next  morning  we  fb 
OTur  ground;  and  I  wanted  to  get  it  over  quick; 
de  man  never  did  noting  to  me ;  only  Paddy  paid 
de  compliment  on  accoimt  of  de  good  turn  1 1 
you  of." 

"  And  did  you  find  Connel  at  once?" 

*'Bee  Gorra!  we  did  not.  He  was  gone  to 
kinny;  and  we  war  boimd  to  follow  him  deie; 
hearing  he  was  to  be  back  de  next  night,  we  tuck 
fill  of  de  whiskey  pimch,  and  de  dancin'  dat  night  a 
wedding,  and  lay  about  de  place,  inquiring  for  W 
next  morning." 

"And  you  caught  him,  did  you?"  inquired 
young  man,  in  a  tone  of  voice  which  would  lead  to 
belief  that  he  would  have  been  better  pleased  if 
man  had  escaped. 
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"TTe  did.  Deie  was  a  Kttle  grove  o*  trees  close  to 
iigate  inside,  and  a  high  hedge  opposite.  We  hid 
nder  de  hedge — and  Paddy  saw  him  come  riding 
own  de  road.  I  tonght,  as  he  came  up  at  a  canter, 
It  we  had  no  luck,  for  his  eldest  boy  ran  up  de  avenue 
id  unfastened  de  gate.  It  was  as  much  as  Paddy 
nld  do  to  keep  hisself  from  shootin'  de  young  blaguard, 
It  tiee  or  four  of  de  young  ones  had  got  into  do 
rove  o'  trees,  and  put  dere  little  faces  over  de  ditch, 
umting  *  Fader,  fader.'  And  he  pulled  up,  and  tossed 
fcrhis  hat  among  'em;  and  it  was  half  full  of  play- 
higB  for  dem;  and  faix  111  not  deny  dat  de  shout  of 
loe  joy  made  meeself  unasy,  just  at  de  minit,  an'  I 
ngot  how  he  acted  contrary  to  our  rules — ^taking  and 
nepng  land  over  our  heads — ^I  forgot  all.  *  Paddy,' 
s^  I — ^bang  went  de  shot,  his  bald  head  was  de  mark^ 
Hid  Paddy  wasn't  de  fool  to  miss  it — dere  was  no  need 
of  a  second !  Dat  was  my  last  draw,  and  but  for  it  I'd 
Iitvie  had  a  shout  at  black  Aby's  burning;  only  dat  was 
4me  in  a  hurry:  ye  may  fire  a  shot  in  a  hurry,  cap- 
tain, but  it's  mortial  bad  not  to  tink  and  get  all  safe 
•tabumin',  for  it  wakes  up  de  counthry." 

'•And — and — did  you  shoot  the  children?"  inquired 
the  captain,  and  it  might  be  that  the  keenness  of  the 
^Bountain  air  made  him  shudder. 

Murtogh  turned  towards  him  a  look  of  intense  disgust. 

"  Shoot  de  childre  !  is  it  shoot  de  childrc  ye  said, 
"*r?  be  dad  any  one  who  has  been  a  sojur  has  no  heart 
^  bis  body — shoot  de  grawlecns;  yarra !  is  it  murderers 
9^  d  have  us  fe,  captain  9    The  Lord  forgive  yc !" 
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**  And  did  no  one  see  you?  It  wob  day,  I  think 
you  said?" 

**C)ugh,ay!  plinly  eaw  ub;  but  sure  tliey  are  all  sworn 
in;  they  knew  it  was  all  aoooiding  to  <iar  law;  soxe 
where's  the  good  o*  thinking  about  it;  he  brought  it  on 
himself;  he  had  as  fair  warning  as  ever  a  man  had  in 
his  life,  and  there's  die  end  of  it;  he  had  a  mighty  fine 
funeral — ^for  barrii^  he  was  hard  on  the  t^iants  he  was 
good  to  the  "poor," 

**  Did  you  go  to  the  funeral?* 

^'I  did  not;  I  never  care  tohear  anullagawn  any  more 
than  to  see  ould  bones." 

There  was  a  long  pause. 

**  Is  that  another  dap  of  thunder?*  inquired  the  cap- 
tain, at  the  same  instant  starting  to  his  feet,  and  then 
TTincmg  88  if  from  extreme  p«n. 

Murtogh  was  instantly  at  his  old  post,  but  this  time 
his  head  projected  considerably  over  the  difi^  not  so  as 
to  distinguish  objects,  any  effi>rt  to  do  that  would  have 
been  imavailing,  but  evidently  placed  to  catch  any 
sound  that  the  dense  atmosphere  permitted  to  ascend. 

'^  Again !"  exclaimed  the  captain^  *'  tkai  is  not  thun- 
der,*' he  added,  and  his  nature  seemed  as  if  called 
by  some  sudden  and  mysterious  power  into  active  life. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

THE  CHAINED  EAGLE. 

There  are  hours  during  which  we  live  years,  if 
time  be  calculated  by  events — events  that  often  make 
age  a  premature  affliction,  and  not  the  natural  issue  of 
life.  The  gentleman  whom,  in  compliance  with  his 
foster-brother's  command,  Murtogh  had  treated  with  so 
much  care,  had,  in  consequence  of  an  accident — a  fall 
from  his  horse,  which  compelled  Um  to  remain  mac- 
tive  and  concealed— obtained  abundant  time  to  regret 
^fbat  he  could  not  recall.  He  was  one  of  many  who 
are'guided  by  impulse  rather  than  reason — ^the  impulse 
of  a  weak  but  generous  nature — to  force  a  people  into 
straggles  which  happily  they  have  had  neither  means 
nor  strength  to  maintain.  He  had  fancied,  as  highly 
imaginative  persons  are  apt  to  do,  that  the  standard  of 
liberty,  once  raised,  would  be  supported  by  all  who 
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Euficred  under,  and  hated,  English  rule ;  he  he 

both  Orange  and  Green  averse  to  Saxon  swaj 

that  the  Orange  would  only  sustain  the  power  ol 

land  as  long  as  England  kept  in  the  position  of  i 

Because  he,  in  his  own  case,  heeded  the  grievB3 

Ireland  rather  than  the  complaints  of  party,  he  ! 

he  dreamed,  that  so  also  it  would  be  with  oth( 

was  willing  to  lay  down  his  life  for  a  country  or  a 

but  not  for  a  feud  or  a  foray — a  mad  unsupporl 

solve  to  do  or  to  undo.    He  liad  spent  his  earliest 

in  a  service  into  which  he  had  been  forced  by  c 

stances;  and  having  joined  it  but  a  few  months 

the  termination  of  the  Peninsular  campaign,  th 

tivity  that  succeeded  became  irksome  to  him;  ( 

did  not  deny  to  liimself  or  to  others,  that  n 

Ellen  Macdonnel,  when  away  from  her  count 

full  of  enthusiasm  she  filled  his  heart  with  lo 

his  ears  witli  the  poetry  of  Irish  revolt,  he  de 

himself  to  a  contest  which  liad  not  only  no  ti 

object,  but  out  of  which  it  was  utterly  impossil 

any  good  could  arise.    Time  and  practical  obse 

had  changed  the  wild  girl  into  the  reflective  i 

but  Louis,  as  he  was  named,  had  not  witness 

change;  and  the  little  he  saw  of  Ellen,  when 

lowed  her  to  Spencer  Court,  did  not  permit 

judge  of  it.    Lawrence  was  by  far  too  deeply  inl 

in  keeping  his  sister's  lover  in  the  dark  as  to  1 

feelings,  to  permit  him  to  believe  that  her  pat 

as  he  considered  it,  had  cooled;  but  the  influena 

his  relationship  to  the  lady  of  his  friend's  atta 

gave,  had  urged  that  friend  to  a  course  firom  wl 
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eoold  not  withdzsw;  and  lie  had  the  anguish  of  know- 
inflf,  that  if  discoveied  he  wcnild  involve,  in  greater  ruin 
ibn  they  had  yet  endured,  his  own  noble  family,  which 
hi  iaSaeA  much  in  various  ways.  It  had  sounded  glo- 
noDflly— the  emancipation  of  a  brave  people ;  the  forcing 
Ekig^d  to  abandon  her  claim  to  the  Emerald  of  her 
CR)wn,  by  a  guerilla  warfare;  by  the  training  of  brave, 
bdd  men  to  the  extirpation  of  a  race  of  ^^  tyrants;*'  the 
tnmipet  voice  of  victory  or  death ! — ^the  poetry  of  war, 
R) bright  and  so  brilliant! — ^the  real  appealing  and  ap- 
[MDbg  misery  of  a  people  crying  from  the  depths  of 
dieb  despair ;  feelings  such  as  these,  together  with 
pnmiflcs— or,  to  speak  more  correctly,  imaginary  pro- 
Bisa— of  support,  both  at  home  and  abroad,  had  led, 
aotonly  Lawrence,  but  his  better  informed  friend  Louis, 
x>1)elieve  that  something  like  a  consistent  and  wcU-sup- 
XDrted  national  struggle  might  really  be  made. 
Much  as  Louis  loved  the  people,  he  was  stricken 
rith  horror  at  the  cold-blooded  system  of  murder  to 
>hich  such  men  as  Murtogh  had  become  accustomed; 
>d  which,  as  in  his  case,  they  justified  so  calmly — ^rcst- 
5g  the  weight  of  the  sin  (if  for  a  moment  they  so  con- 
feed  it)  on   others,   satisfied  that  tlie  perpetration 
f  Buch  atrocities  was  wliat  their  country  demanded 
fthem;  and  yet  it  was  impossible   not  to  admire 
*  fidelity  which  bound  them  to  each  other  in  its 
^  of  more  than  Spartan  secrecy  and  endurance, 
^moment  he  shuddered  at  tlieir  crimes;  the  next, 
8  heart  glowed  with  admiration  of   their    virtues; 
oes  and  virtues,  whicli  never  so  closely  meet  together 
•ny  other  country  of  the  world. 


— cu  iiiosc  wlio  liad  1 

tion,  and  the  destructio. 
members  of  the  commu 
castl^"    conceived   it 
ftud  thus  originated  tlie  i 
and  various  towns  thro 
*'  BOmcthlng"  done  in  If 
done  during  the  whole  p 
land  previous  to  that  yen 
under  martial  law,  bumii 
those  whom  fever  and  s 
doubtless,  when  the  bunt 
of  war"  were  wbiEtled  b 
wearied  with  passing  sei 
with  convicts;   when   tb< 
orphans  in  the  disturbed  6 
as  in  former  days,  would 
*'over;"  the  country  rep 
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wiiich  threatened  him  personallj,  but  the  overthrow  of 
ftO  liu  plans.  If  the  sicknesB  and  the  famine  had  not 
preceded  his  movement  it  might  have  had  adi£ferentie- 
nh;  bat  some  of  the  stoutest  hands  and  bravest  hearts 
ud  &llcn  in  the  pestilence,  the  spirit  of  the  adjacent 
MQ&ties  was  crushed,  and  there  he  lay,  unable  to  help 
UBuelf  or  others.  There  was  that  about  Murtogh 
vUch  told  Louis  there  was  no  true  sympathy  with 
Bm<— in  every  movement  of  Murtogh's  wild  eyes,  in 
!my  tone  of  his  voice,  in  all  he  did,  he  saw  evidence 
if  his  obedience  to  Lawrence,  but  no  regard  for  him- 
df;  lAnie  each  efibrt  he  made  to  restrain  until  the 
(loper  time,  or  to  concentrate  strength,  scattered  idly 
luoughout  the  country,  was  regarded  as  proof  of  cold- 
er, if  not  treachery  to  "  the  cause." 
It  ifBs  not  thunder  that  had  roused  the  attention  of  the 
iptain  and  the  glensman  in  Glen  Flcsk,  but  a  sharp 
dley  of  musketry.  Louis  had  received  warning  as  to 
I  peril;  but  here  he  was,  like  a  wounded  eagle  on  a 
ck  from  which  he  had  no  power  to  fly.   Li  a  moment, 

•  battoned  his  coat,  concealed  some  papers  beneath  a 
me,  secreted  the  pistols  within  his  bosom,  and  stood 
tth,  bending  also  to  listen  with  an  air  of  conccntra- 
m  and  self-support,  his  features  firmed  by  danger, 
s  feebleness  apparently  gone,  and  his  eyes  brightened. 
**Dcy  must  be  worse  dan  devils  if  dey  can  breast 

•  wind  in  de  glen,"  whispered  Murtogh;  "and  dero's 
»t  many  horses." 

**They  caimot  climb  tlie  moimtain  in  this  fog,"  said 
®  captain,  half  drawing  a  pistol.  "  Surely,  surely, 
^^^lence  and  Ellen  are  safe !" 
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'^  Dcy  arc  far  enough  off  to  be  aafe,"  wu  the  ansver, 
*'  and  we  are  all  safe  while  de  fog  lasts,  I  couldn't  fitt 
mec  way  here  meeself  in  such  a  ecrinmiage;  it'ttrak^ 
ing  to  de  fog  de  boys  war  to  let  'em  come  so  fiff.** 

'^  Is  tliat  tlic  scream  of  an  eagle,  Murtogli;  jot 
Imow  these  moimtain  sounds  better  than  I  do?* 

*'  No;*'  was  the  reply;  and  sympathy  with  bis  om 
kind,  forced  Murtogli  to  grasp  the  strong  fern  ni 
crush  it  in  his  hands,  ''  no;  it  is  de  ciy  of  wchdoh- 
dcre  isn't  a  man  in  dc  glen,  and  'cause  dey  can  find  no- 
ting else  to  do,  dcy're  burning  de  cabins— loAr 
and  truly  a  sort  of  glare,  lurid  and  hot,  ascended  viA 
the  dense  mist  from  the  entrance  to  Glen  Flesk;  and 
then  another  shot  followed. 

**  Let  us  do^vn !"  exclaimed  the  yoimg  man,  in » 
state  of  frenzy.  **  I  cannot  remain  here,  it  is  iw" 
possible." 

**  Asy,"  said  Murtogh,  "first  and  foremost,  yeV  nol 
able  to  climb;  would  ye  bid  de  fox  lave  his  aiA 
when  de  hounds  are  off  de  scent?    Whisht!" 

Again  he  listened,  leaning  over  the  precipice,  one 
hand  holding  his  thick  and  matted  hair  back  from  wfl 
car,  the  other  grasping  his  companion's  ankle  as  wiw 
a  manacle. 

"Lawrence  leaving  me  here  to  be  baited  a^d 
hunted,"  he  muttered.  "Oh,  what  a  fool  I  h»^ 
been !" 

"  Whisht,  will  ye,"  muttered  Murtogh. 

The  rain  still  poured  in  torrents,  tliick  and  dense  9B 
ever,  but  the  wind  had  abated,  and  the  unfortuna;^ 
young  man  thought  he  heard  mutterings — ^voice8--<^ 
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mtttn,  tliat  must  proceed  from  pcrsoiiB  nearer 

t  fftSl* 

wily"  at  length  growled  the  savage,  ^^down, 
md  ahnost  withoat  an  efibrt,  so  strong  was  he, 
irer  did  he  possess  in  his  long  bony  arms,  that  he 
16  captain  on  a  ledge  jnst  beneath  where  he 
had  lain,  as  if  he  were  an  infant,  arranging  the 
iss  and  the  stricken  boughs  of  the  birch  over  him 
practised  hand.  ^^  Now,"  he  said,  *^  whatever 
lay  still,  and  if  I  am  caught  and  murdered 
yer  eyes,  still  lay  still;  but  tell  Masther  Law- 
it  his  foster-broder  kep  his  word." 
lounds  continued  at  intervals,  but  all  so  mingled 
3  rude  bursting  and  whirling  of  the  storm,  that 
d  hardly  trust  the  evidence  of  his  senses.  He 
each  sound  near  him  was  the  step  or  the  breath 
Qurdercr  ;  while  he  grasped  his  sword  in  vain, 

the  prayer  he  would  have  uttered  gasping  in 
at;  he  strained  his  eyes  towards  the  spot  where 
b  had  disappeared,  but  could  discern  nothing 
.  the  dense  folds  of  mist  which,  arising  from  tho 
mg  rather  lower  than  midway,  so  as  eflfectually 
ent  his  discerning  any  thing  beyond  the  thick 
)bscurity. 
'  some  time  had  elapsed,  the  silence  became  so 

that  the  heavy  flapping  of  a  raven's  wings  was 
';  the  bird,  attracted  probably  by  the  scent, 
I  on  the  blighted  tree,  and  peered  at  him  with  a 
eye,  as  if  to  ascertain  whether  he  was  dead  or 
This  familiarity  of  the  **  wise  man's  bird,"  as- 
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surcd  him  of  the  fiurt,  that  he  could  be  in  no  immediitiB 
danger;  for  if  any  human  being  were  moYing,  dieboi 
would  not  have  been  there.  HewBSfltiflenedinthcold, 
chilled  to  the  veijheait,  the  bniiaesof  hiaazmaiidBk 
now  became  exquisitely  painfiil;  hetziedtoniofe,aDiit 
his  first  eflE)rt  the  raven  rose,  and  flapped  heavilj  awif ? 
croaking  more  than  once  as  it  disappeared.  Widi^ 
rapidity  so  characteristic  of  mountain  scenery,  the  not 
rolled  aside  ;  and  as  he  lay,  he  looked  down  into  d» 
glen;  it  was  as  if  some  sudden  magic  had  spread  ^ 
scenery  of  Glen  Flesk  beneath  his  ken;  endowed  witk 
tenfold  beauty,  the  river  was  rushing  and  foaming  akog 
its  course,  a  sudden  burst  of  sunshine  illumining  die 
landscape,  and  causing  every  tree  to  appear  sheeted  with 
diamonds.  Wild,  unearthly  spirits  seemed  floating  o& 
the  wreathed  clouds  that  hung  on  eveiy  crag. 

He  could  hardly  believe  in  the  evidence  of  his  sensed 
for  no  living  thing  was  moving  in  Glen  Flesk;  tonen^ 
were  rushing  down  the  hills,  brawling  and  wrestling  oii^ 
their  way;  leaping  in  sport,  fathom  deep,  from  crag  ^ 
crag  in  mimic  cataracts,  or  twisting  and  twining  lil^ 
liquid  silver  through  brown  moss  and  the  bright^ 
greenery;  but  there  were  no  soldiers.     Further  8t3*« 
beyond  where  the  river  bends — ^ycs,   there  oertaif^J 
hovered  above  one  particular  spot  where  cottages  b^ 
clustered  beneath  the  last  setting  sun,  a  dense  pall  ^ 
smoke.     No  cloud  of  heaven  was  ever  so  dark,    ^ 
woolly,  so  bituminous,  as  that;  it  dared  not  raise  ite^ 
to  those  gentle  vapours  that  hung  around — above  l^ 
but,  foul  and  earthy,  it  hovered  close  to  earth — tS^ 
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endence  of  man's  destruction.  The  stranger  felt  liis  eyes 
giowinoist  When  last  he  passed  that  cottage  cluster, 
h,  hsui  noted  children  playing  in  a  deserted  garden, 
liere  the  grass  was  crushed  into  a  play-ground ;  he 
W  entered  one  cabin,  where  the  mistress,  while  weep- 
ing that  her  husband  and  brother  had  been  buried  but 
tiBQDth  before,  oflered  him  the  rest  and  refreshment 
(audi  as  it  was)  he  so  much  needed. 

He  knew  the  history  of  every  dweller  in  that  little 
dnster;  he  knew  them  to  be  secret,  yet  simple;  harm- 
IttB— for  the  population,  shorn  of  its  strength,  consisted 
ihioat  solely  of  women  and  children !  What  a  sad  con- 
tet  was  there  in  the  natural  and  moral  beauty  of  this 
lOQie!  But  more  than  all  was  he  peiplexed  to  know 
^t  had  become  of  the  military;  had  they  ridden  like 
^ild  huntsmen  of  German  story  through  the  glen  on 
^  whirlwind  ?  or  had  they  contented  themselves  with 
firing  the  cottages,  and  retreating? 

Again  the  clouds  closed  beneath  him,  and  all  was 

oright  above;  as  though  the  vapours  in  mercy  shut  out 

^  wretchedness  of  earth  from  those  angel  spirits  that 

^^^ovm  its  fall.    The  silence  continued  unbroken,  save 

"7  the  voices  which  nature  lends  her  streams  and  tor- 

''C'^ts.    Painfully  did  the  stranger  creep  from  the  rocky 

'^^g^  where  Murtogh  had  commanded  him  to  remain ; 

•^^•icely  venturing  to  move,  however,  until  the  sun  had 

chang^  his  course,  and  every  mist  that  had  obstructed 

view  had  passed  away. 

He  longed  earnestly  for  night,  close-curtained  and 

;  but  twilight  and  moonlight  met  together,  and 

*^  noises  of  river  and  cataract  rolled  the  more  loudly 


omc  il,o  OTck  „f  tl,c 
<I^T,a;  a  sound  h,!, 
nectedmththehomee 

«le»midof,fc<,bte    , 

""ifclmel  I,  ,«„^ 
f«k«  of  hi,  wtole  life. 
fc<ifore  !.;„,.  the  miaate, 

^■>  beo^e  the  I„.^ 

«f  «lf-mtere«ri  p„rt„„ 
%!>»  and  better  =piri„  , 
'*'*>nJj'lieMd8on,.™... 
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ig  the  face  of  a  rock  produces  even  in  cragsmen;  he 
rev  his  pistol  and  fixed  his  eyes  upon  the  spot  from 
Ikenoethe  sound  proceeded;  at  last  a  voice  whispered: 
Ciptain — ^Maestro— whisth — ^wh-h-st !— are  ye  in  it 
tall,  or  is  it  dead  ye  are,  honey  dear,  with  the  fright 
ad  the  storm?  Glory  above !  an  uncultivated  vraste, 
nd  unprofitable — ^not  one  holy  ruin  in  sight  I  might 
lig  to  the  foundation  of  the  world  in  such  a  place  as 
kia,  and  neither  find  cross  or  coin,  relic  or  rosary." 

"Oh,  Master  MatT  exclaimed  the  captain,  grasping 
lie  schoolmaster's  hand  eagerly,  *^  is  it  yqjil— I  am  so 
^  to  see  you !" 

"But  you  can't  see  me,  captain  Sir.  How  could 
iMi  in  this  darkness,  and  all  the  mad  elements  that 
•re  been  raging  round  us — Oman's  elements,  as  I  may 
ay,  in  strife,  and  Nature's  elements  in  strife  also, 
n't  it  shocking  cruel?'  inquired  Master  Mat,  in  a 
ateous  tone  of  voice. 

"  Sit  down  here  by  my  side,"  said  Louis,  seizing  his 
ud,  and  forcing  him  do\vn  despite  himself  '^  Sit 
lown  here,  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you;  and  tell  mo  at 
tKie  what  has  occurred." 

"  Thank  you,  good  Sir,"  answered  the  simple  teacher, 
Tm  very  happy  to  find  you,  but  you  never  seemed 
0  care  to  see  mc  before.  Nor  did  I  expect  it;  for  tho 
^h  all  said,  you  were  very  cold,  and  had  not  much 
cding  for  the  poor,  only  striving  to  hold  them  back; 
'hich  would  be  so  best,  certainly — so  best,  only  they 
an't  think  so." 

"What  hours  of  misery  I  have  passed,"  said  the 


ouiiooim&ster's  sighs  i 
Louis  imjuired  if  anj 
Miss  EUen. 

"  Gone — gone — van 
the  flower  of  the  locl 
heap  of  cnimpled  leave 
dreftm.    My  dear  youii{ 
it,'  she  sud, '  for  hia  o 
And  I — oK !  it  waa  sucl 
of  people,  and  the  Qua 
the  Golden  Arm  flung  J 
I  saw  the  coins  glitter  ui 
the  turn  of  the  moon — « 
lipe.     I  was  carried  had 
ahe  was  gone;  and  only 
would  have  been  clean  g< 
one  another,  hut  their  ef 
for  my  vow  never  to  cun 

aur 
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WIS  that  the  soldiers  were  sent  into  Glen  Flesk  after 
jer  lionour;  and  it  was  thought  that  Mr.  Edward 
Spencer  would  have  been  able  to  turn  their  atten- 
Ikm  another  way;  but  I  think,  as  well  as  I  can  under- 
Mind  firom  one  who  says  he  knows  (though  many  are 
■ot  knowledgeable  that  think  they  are)— well,  he  says 
Alt  ail  Mr.  Spencer  was  able  to  do,  was  to  keep  the 
nUiers  back,  which  he  did  for  awhile:  and  sure  you*d 
kve  been  murdered  entirely  out  and  out,  dear  Sir,  only 
b  the  contrivance  of  Master  Lawrence.  Oh,  then, 
kit  he  has  a  fine  head,  and  would  have  made  a  great 
Bia  at  the  books  if  he  could  but  have  been  got  to 
Aem,  which  he  never  could.  Doubtless,  Mr.  Edward 
fid  his  best;  for  the  sake  of  the  lady  that  Doyle  let  on, 
cnes  more  for  you  than  she  docs  for  her  life,  though 
die  has  no  feeling  for  the  cause — and  no  wonder?' 

"  But  you  tell  me  nothing  clearly,"  said  Louis,  im- 
*tiently.     "  You  tell  me  notliing  clearly." 

"  I  do  not,  dear,  sure  enough — I  know  that.  God 
dp  and  protect  me!  I  know  nothing  clearly — and 
•owcan  I  tell  it?  I  grow  worse  and  worse;  and  the 
iin  of  it  is,  that  though  my  head  can't  think,  my 
«art  can  feel."  And  Louis'  impatience  was  checked 
y  the  sympathy  he  felt  for  poor  Matthew. 

"  Tell  it  me  your  o^vn  way ;  but  if  you  can  let  me 
3WW  where  your  old  pupil.  Miss  Macdonnel,  is — "  he 
ttd,  with  afSicted  calmness. 

**  Ah,  I  know  you  love  her !"  observed  Matthew,  in  a 
^whisper.  "  I  know  you  do — and  I  tell  you  how  I 
^'^it:  you  tliink  of  her,  instead  of  yourself.  I  was 
wway  once,  so  I  know  the  sign;  and  it's  a  painful 

^OL.  II.  C 
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knowledge,  to  feel  that  yoa  foxget  all  things  6r  cm 
who  never  thinks  of  you;  it's  very  hard  to  bear,  hA 
to  construe  how  we  bear  it.  I  think,  between  joand 
me,  that  it*s  Lawrence  who  has  put  her  out  of  the  my, 
maybe  not  against  her  own  will ! — Tia  not  sor^  botl 
think  so— and  yet  Lawrence  has  a  fine  head,  and  he'flt 
generous  boy,  too,  in  a  way;  when  the  soldiers  oooUa't 
be  kep'  from  passing  through  the  glen,  even  by  Gof s 
elements,  nor  by  the  diversion  of  burning  the  cabini, 
which  doesn't  take  much  time  to  be  sure,  thou^  Vi 
great  destruction,  Murtogh  let  himsdf  be  picked  up,  ai 
prodded^  and  set,  and  at  last  pretended  to  confess  thstit 
was  somewhere  near  the  Madam  Macarthy  castle  joa 
were  on  the  hide ;  and  one  told  me,  he  did  it  wondo^ 
ful,  acting  a  fool  like  life !  'cause  you  see  the  mtftef 
trusted  him  to  mind  you;  and  the  soldiers  set  off  that 
way,  and  then  they  did  it  sure  enough." 

''  Did  wliat  ?*  inquired  the  captain. 

"  Sure,  I  thought  I  told  you,  dear !  out  of  levcngc 
like,  because  they  found  neither  you  nor  any  living  thing 
they  cared  for,  they  set  fire  to  the  old  Madam's  castk. 

"  You  cannot  surely  mean  that  Lawrence's  old  cawe 
is  burnt.     When  ?   How  ?'   inquired  Louis. 

"  'Deed  do  I;  and  if  I  could  be  glad  of  any  thingi  i* 
would  just  be  that  there's  a  fine  bright  gentleman  who 
is  as  long  making  out  things  as  poor  Matthew !  'Dc** 
is  it  burnt ;  and  one  who  knows,  said  the  party,  <''''^ 
their  way,  met  Abel  Richards,  who  joined  them  unto 
the  pretence  of  keeping  them  from  violence;  and  J^ 
worked  and  hinted  in  such  a  way,  that  half  in  divcra<*» 
but  surely  to  give  him  revenge,  they  fired  the  old  walbf 
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nd  W)  one  ImowB  the  txeasore  that  was  in  them.  loftcn 
told  Mr.  Lawrence  this,  and  would  have  searched  them ; 
kt  you'd  have  thought,  'deed  would  you,  that  he'd 
hmetiken  my  life  if  I  laid  finger  on  a  stone;  and  now, 
Re  what  they're  come  to !" 

''Poor  fellow,  poor  fellow  I"  groaned  Louis.  ^^But 
BtyQu  quite  sure?' 

''Too  sure,"  persisted  Matthew;  ''I  crossed  the 
Mmm  and  up  the  rocky  pass  towards  old  Madam 
Ibcirthy'B  castle,  thinking  she  might  be  with  her 
iiother,  and  I  walked  up  and  up,  wondering  I  did 
iot  flee  the  castle.  Oh,  wisha !  the  fire  had  been  there 
kfbte  me !  the  fine  ancient  old  place  to  be  destroyed 
Sir  nothing;  and  but  for  the  pillars  of  smoke  that 
OMontcd  to  the  heavens  —  poor  half  natural  that  I 
•na!— I  might  have  passed  over  the  blackened  stones 
^itliout  knowing  where  I  was.  Sorra  a  thing  living 
dKmt  it;  all  fearing  the  soldiers,  and  hiding  through 
4e  country;  worse  than  foxes; — a  lone  pillar  of  smoke 
"HH)  more  than  that — ^rising,  rising  up  to  the  heavens, 
cdKng  for  judgment !" 

**But  Ellen— Miss  Macdonnel!"  exclaimed  the  cap- 
Wn,  in  a  voice  of  suppressed  agony,  "  could  you  learn 
**oftiiig  of  her;  you  could  not  have  inquired." 

"  God  love  you,  Sir — ^not  inquired !  no  mother  ever 
■ovied  a  sickly  child  better  than  I  loved  her — ^not  in- 
^potti  I  not  seek  after  Miss  Ellen !  She  wasn't  in  it, 
4at  I  know,  or  I  should  not  be  standing  to  the  fore 
^^;  Fd  have  been  with  her,  or  for  her  somewhere 
•Wgh  the  country,"  replied  Master  Mat;  "I  had 
^  much  fix)m  her  own  brother." 

C2 


^ 
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-  Tbat  jci  SUIT  LiTBTmce?'  miemipted  the  ctpt 

-  I  iii'i.  ia.d  I  dm  t  know  what's  oonw  over  bim 
ihixiAi  she  fcarr.TTig  ot  the  cude  das  owned  his  ni 
%  xkzuskiL'i  Tears,  inr  mr,  woold  haye  dnven 
as  good  &<  mad.  ix  the  stones  had  done  no  hann; 
there  was  &3  weakh  mgh  the  place,  nothing  hot 
name  to  mark  h  to  glcNETf  and  it  was  a  fine  oold 
cient  glorr !  seated  Eke  a  graj  oold  proud  etgle  al 
in  tiie  moantains;  he  took  such  pride  oat  of  the  tl 
walk*  and  the  bits  of  remnants  of  &D11I  j  giandenr 
were  just  the  leavings  of  the  past,  and  his  step,  ] 
boT,  had  the  sound  of  a  kind's  when  he  croflsed 
coort-vanL  or  measured  with  a  glance  of  his  proud 
the  thickness  and  height  of  the  one  square  ton 
And  the  schoohnaster  paused,  and  passed  and  repa 
his  hand  acroes  his  forehead,  then  in  a  feebler  time 
quired,  '•Where  was  I,  captain  dear?  Oh  I  thoi 
the  destrorinir  of  its  nest  would  break  the  wild  b: 
heart.  When  Doyle  of  the  cars  told  me  where  I  w< 
find  him,  I  dreaded  going  near  him,  and  nothing 
the  want  I  had  to  know  all  out  about  IMiss  Ellen,  foi 
me;  and  the  first  word  I  said,  intending  to  pacify 
like,  was,  '  ilr.  Lawrence — Sir,  I  am  sorry  for  3 
trouble,'  I  never  took  oflF  my  hat  to  him  before,  sa 
he  had  been  my  pupil,  and  but  a  boy;  but  then  I  di 
because  as  he  had  no  longer  a  castle,  I  thought  Fd 
him  the  more  respect. 

"  '  Trouble !'  he  sa}*?,  *  why,  Domine,  I  never 
so  little;  I'm  a  free  man  now.  It's  long  since  we 
land,  but  we  bad  our  landmark — the  waUs  bound 
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to  the  land  —  them,'  he  went  on,  *  and  my  grand- 
mother's grave — ^them  two  things.  Trouble ! — why, 
old  Birch-wood,  I'm  like  a  lark,'  and  he  looked  at  me, 
i^te  as  marble  and  steady  in  liimself,  and  his  eyes 
honuDg  like  two  lamps  in  the  head  of  a  corpse,  and  let 
ikogh,  between  a  screech  and  a  shout,  from  lips  that 
leemed  turned  into  stone.  There  was  a  look  about 
him  as  if  the  life-blood  had  hardened  in  his  veins:  and 
he  caught  a  grip  of  my  wrist  that's  left  a  mark  on  it 
h  a  nuiny  a  day — and  he  fbced  his  eyes  on  me,  and 
mja,  *  It  was  not  to  say  that  you  came  here.' 

*' '  It  was  not,'  I  answered. 

"  *  What  brought  you  ?  he  says.  *  Go  on,'  he  says, 
'and  seek  for  gold— or  love— or  faith— or  any  thing  as 
hard  to  find;  and  thank  God  you  trust  no  one.' 

"  *  No,  Master  Lawrence,  the  Lord  forbid,'  I  says, 
'lahould  do  that  last;  I  have  a  deal  of  trust  in  many; 
tf B  half  of  one's  life  to  love  and  trust ;  only,  if  you'll 
M  tell  me  where  Miss  Ellen  is,  as  I  have  a  message  for 
^  from  Dean  Gb^ves.' 

"And  it  was  then.  Sir,  he  kindled  like  a  brand,  and 
*bd  (may  the  Lord  above  forgive  his  wicked  thoughts) 
n  wanted  to  sell  him,  and  if  I  was  linked  with  her  for 
Us  destruction,  and  your  destruction !" 

"  He's  mad,"  muttered  the  captain. 

"  That's  just  it,"  answered  Matthew.  "  I  can't  tell  all 
^  said ;  but  it  was  without  thought,  poor  fellow !  and 
t  gives  me  such  a  pain  in  the  heart  to  think  of  it,  that 
d  rather  not;  but  I  was  hurt — when  I  could  get  no 
>tb(acdon  about  Miss  Ellen  from  him  or  the  two  strange 
1^  that  were  in  his  company  (barring  that  she  was 
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safe).    Oh !  I  forgot  to  tell  you  I  knew  thftt  betta&on 
Doyle  of  the  cars,  who  told  me  his  nster  Biddymi 
'tending  her,  though  he  couldn't  tell  where.    I  wA 
maybe  more  than  I  ought,  conwdmng  his  tiouUe,  tfi 
the  way  he's  hunted — a  reward  over  the  country  £xr  JM 
both,  on  the  strength  of  Aby  Richard's  word — andkft 
him.    But  I  hadn't  gone  two  yards,  when  the  same  lual 
that  marked  me,  seized  mine  in  kindness. 

'' '  Old  master  !'  he  said,  ^you  won't  let  black  blood 
come  between  us ;  you  won't,  will  you  ?  this  wis  th 
hardest  lesson  you  ever  set  me.  Hard  words,  Matthe^i 
he  went  on,  ^  to  spell  or  read,  and  still  harder  to  re 
member ;  but  I  am  almost  mad,  Domine;  I  know  70 
are  to  be  trusted,  though  I  cannot  tell  you  for  a  fe** 
dajrs  (if  my  life  should  be  so  long)  where  Miss  Macdoi 
nel  is ;'  he  neither  called  her  Ellen,  nor  raster; '  but  I  c3 
trust  you,  and  thus  I  prove  it.'  And  he  directed  me  1 
where  your  honour  was,  and  how  I  was  to  find  yo« 
and  tell  you,  that  before  daybreak  you  should  hx^ 
flight  and  light;  them  were  his  words." 

"  Flight  and  light,"  repeated  Louis,  "  then  the: 
will  be  a  meeting  somewhere.  Well  I  know  the  i 
stniction  of  his  fortress  will  make  him  rush  into  ao 
scheme  to  avenge  the  cruel  injury;  and  this  was brougl 
on  by  his  desire  to  save  me;  his  knowledge  that,  unl<? 
the  soldiers  were  decoyed  from  this  place,  I  should  leall 
be  sacrificed.  I  cannot  withdraw  from  him  now,  I  caJ 
not  do  now  as  I  intended." 

He  gathered  together  and  tore  into  the  smaller 
fragments  the  papers  he  had  spent  the  greater  part  c 
the  previous  days  in  writing,  and  piled  them  before  hin^ 
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''There  is  a  live  coal  in  my  pipe,  Sir,  that  will  set 
file  to  them  if  you  wiab,''  said  the  treasure-seeker,  ''  and 
tbndfid  of  damp  grass  will  hinder  a  flame." 
"True,"  said  Louis, ''  that  was  a  wise  thought.'' 
''And  so  it  was,  for  me,"  replied  Master  Matthew, 
"a  wise  thought;  and  another,  Sir,  maybe  is,  that  we 
em  only  undo  what  we  do  by  the  destruction  of  what 
cost  so  much  trouble  at  flrst,  this  should  make  us  carc- 
M;  you,  captain,  can't  take  out  the  words  you  have 
vritten  on  that  innocent  paper,  but  by  burning  them; 
nd  oftea  what  is  poured  upon  the  heart  is  only  crushed 
<wi  by  the  coflSn  r 
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CHAPTER  n. 

THE  MIDNIGHT  GATHEBINO. 

Those  who  are  acquainted  with  the  locality  of  Gfc» 
Flesk  know  that  the  country  which  divides  it  fixun  tb 
dark  pass  of  Keim-an-Eigh  and  the  Holy  Lake  i«i 
Island  of  Gouganc  Barra  is  among  the  wildest  voi 
most  magnificent  to  be  found  in  Ireland— consistiig  « 
lake,  morass,  and  mountain  upon  mountain  of  every 
variety  of  size  and  form.  In  summer,  tlie  blossoms  of 
the  wild  rush  make  the  miles  after  miles  of  bog  appesr 
as  if  covered  with  the  purest  snow;  waving  andimdO' 
lating  beneath  every  passing  breeze,  and  contrasdxig 
with  the  patches  of  cultivation,  and  the  rich  deep  bioWH 
of  the  peat  which  sends  them  forth  in  such  extraorai- 
nary  abundance.  The  mountains  assault  the  doad^ 
with  their  fierce  and  ragged  peaks,  or  stand  fortH  H 
bold  magnificence  against  the  clear  blue  sky.  Many  • 
dimpling  rivulet,  that  creeps  silently  through  the  sedgy 
grass  of  the  humble  vafleys,  has  dashed  down  the  ^ 
vines  of  the  Croghan,  or  the  fjx)wning  wrinkles  of  tto 
fierce  Derrynasaggart,  a  wild,  sparkling,  brilliant,  i^i" 
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nic  catanct,  playing  vriih  the  sunbeams,  and  laugh- 
Dg  and  leaping  on  its  way.  Oh,  the  brightness  and 
nrity  of  these  gushing  streams !  softening  the  stem- 
les,  the  ruggednesB  of  nature  in  its  wildest  moods; 
ompanioning  the  solitudes;  singing,  where  else  there 
ltd  been  no  music;  refreshing  and  invigorating  where, 
lot  for  their  influence,  all  would  have  been  cold,  and 
?ay,and  withered !  There  is  freedom  as  well  as  fresh- 
ttsin  the  mountain  river:  whether  it  expands  into 
be  broad  Shannon  or  the  flowery-banked  Lee,  or 
noidera — no  wider  than  a  maiden's  hand — amid  rushes 
nd  wild  thyme,  in  which  the  woodlark  bathes,  and 
betbostle  stoops  to  drink,  beneath  the  overshadowing 
(^  pnk  and  purple  fox-glove,  or  under  the  blossom 
f  fte  golden  iris  I  We  might  throw  down  our  glove 
liearless  challenge  to  the  world,  to  show  objects  more 
'vdy,  or  more  sublime,  than  the  bird  can  see  while 
no^ng  its  way,  straight  as  the  flight  of  a  silver  arrow, 
W  Gougane  Barra  to  Glen  Flesk. 

But  we  have  little  now  to  do  with  the  lovely  or 
M  sablime  of  inanimate  nature ;  the  events  of  the  year 
^9  particularly  in  the  highlands  of  Cork  and  Kerry, 
^tted  brief  time  for  contemplation. 

A  few  days  and  nights  had  passed  since  the  school- 
•iter  and  the  high-bom  "  friend  of  Irish  liberty"  had 
'W  together  in  the  heights  of  Glen  Flesk,  beneath 
*  moonlight  sky — ^the  one  incoherent  and  dreamy, 
tt  with  a  hopeful  and  gentle  mind,  his  heart  welling 
^  Undly  thoughts  and  tender  feelings  for  every  thing 
•t  breathed  the  breath  of  life;  the  other,  with  a 
''died  spirit,  weary  and  worn,  suficring  even  more 


^uiuu  UK  put  into  words 
m:i!iy  u  liirl',  ami  poi;roil 
panion  was  stretched  ou  1 
upon  the  heaveos,  or  ooca 
of  tlie  valley's  Bhadoir& 
Owen's  bed  iru  teaantfea 
the  bUghted  tree  vithoot  £ 
A  few  dajs  and  nighli . 
once  then.    Mr.  Sp^icw 
Dean  Giavea  hod  vimted  1 
moot  miimte  inqtiuies  had 
tkoi  as  to  Ellen  Macdonnel'i 
he  who  had  never  sufiered 
to  disturb  his  mind,  could 
thing  hot  of  ber,  whom  he  h 
to  have  become  as  great  a  i 
Maij  O'Bri^i,  as  to  ^ther 
and  the  latter,  much  to  his  i 
inquiries  &om  her  ladyship 
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lealljmare  distressed  on  Ellen's  account  than  she 
liadbeen  fiom  the  loss  of  her  master  and  mistress. 

h  was  jHteous  to  see  Master  Mat,  and  to  hear  the 
mS  of  his  reiterated  inquiries:  ^'  Any  news  of  Miss 
SDoi,  dear?  any  news  of  Miss  Ellen?' 

The  miCtaiy  had  swept  the  country  like  a  hurricane, 
nd  jou  might  have  ridden  in  the  daytime  from  Cork 
loBsntiy  without  seeing  a  man  by  the  roadside  or  in 
tte  fidds;  the  gaols  were  as  full  of  the  living  as  the 
cbnch-yaids  of  the  dead;  and  yet  proclamation  fol- 
kwed  proclamation  ofiering  rewards  for  *^  suspected 
pnoiis,''  and  every  dozen  hours  a  detachment  of  troops 
mde  over  hill  and  valley — ^in  nine  cases  out  often,  mis- 
led bjr  fidae  informations — seeking  those  they  de- 
■nd  to  capture,  where  they  were  not  to  be  found.  The 
vcttLer  seemed  to  have  been  unsettled  by  the  storm 
kt  trrested  the  progress  of  the  soldiersat  the  entrance 
^  Glen  flesk;  and  as  the  night  approached,  heavy 
BttKs  of  cloud  gathered  above  the  moimtains  that 
om  such  a  magnificent  amphitheatre  around  the  vale  of 
^QQguie  Barra;  the  high  wind  prevented  these  from 
'8>iaining  stationary  as  they  accumulated;  they  heaved 
iiokwards  and  forwards  around  the  rocks  and  peaks  of 
he  mountains,  sometimes  dispersing  altogether  and 
bidding  away  before  the  blast,  at  others,  rolling  into  a 
yittnid  or  folding  one  over  the  other  in  various  tints 
^  forms.  Tou  endure  a  sensation  of  captivity  as 
^  stand  in  these  hollows,  surrounded  by  these  high- 
ly which  weighs  upon  the  heart  and  imprisons  the 
^  will;  on  whichever  side  you  look,  escape  seems  im* 
^Ue;  you  feel  to  want  the  wings,  not  of  a  dove, 
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but  of  the  eagle,  to  surmount  the  a(lainant.ine  lodi 
which  tower  over  you — liang  as  if  unto  the  hesveBi 

In  the  deepest  part  of  the  deep  bosom  of  this  &ir 
valley  is  a  lake,  renowned  throughout  Lnelaad  fix  iti 
healing  powers,  and  midway  in  the  lake  is  the  Ho^ 
Island,  whereon  was  built,  in  what  we  are  pnme  toaH 
the  ^^  Dark  ages,"  the  famous  hermitage  of  St  Tm 
Bar,  who  is  said  to  have  lived  there  previous  to  Ui 
founding  the  cathedral  of  Cork  ;  this  solemn  and  » 
duded  spot  is  classed  amongst  the  '^  holiest*'  places  in 
Ireland,  and  has  long  been  a  favourite  resort  of  de- 
votees, in  the  confidant  expectation  tiiat  the  consecnted 
waters  have  power  to  heal  all  species  of  disease  and 
even  to  avert  death,  making  the  blind  to  see,  the  deif 
to  hear,  the  lame  to  walk.  Here,  at  stated  times,  tlie 
people  assemble  in  immense  crowds,  bringing  thor 
sick  children  and  ailing  animals  to  bathe;  and  upon  the 
neighbouring  bushes  and  the  wooden  crosses,  wbidi 
mark  the  humble  graves,  they  hang  fimgments  d 
clothes,  or  halters,  or  spancels,  in  proof  that  to  the  vaxi- 
ous  animals,  biped  and  quadruped,  the  lake  has  pQ^ 
formed  the  anticipated  miracle  of  making  them  whok 
You  may  also  pick  up  pieces  of  roimd  stick  notcM 
and  nicked;  proving  the  number  of  prayers  that  hid 
been  said;  tallies  of  a  foolish  superstition  which  of  h^ 
is,  happily,  passing  away,  and  will  be  ere  long  a  nM26 
memory  of  the  past. 

The  island  is  imited  to  the  main  land  by  a  sort  ^ 
artificial  causeway,  and  is  nearly  covered  by  the  roi^ 
of  a  chapel  with  its  appurtenant  buildings,  and  a  kr£ 
court  or  cloister,  containing  eight  arched  cells;  it  is  l^ 
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rred  there  are  as  many  cells  beneath  the  turf  as  above 

,  that  were  used  of  old  either  as  places  of  punishment 

q£  penance.    There  are  a  number  of  noble  ash  trees, 

e  relics  of  a  forest,  that  once  arrayed  the  hiUs  wherever 

tree  could  insert  its  roots;  but  the  forests  were  so 

iny  covers  for  ^'  disaflfected  men,"  and  were  reduced 

eoe  by  piece  imtil  totally  destroyed.    It  is  impossible 

•  ccSiceive  any  thing  more  sad  or  solitary  than  the 

dley,  lake,  and  ruins: 

"  Hie  moimiaiii  Btre&m: 
Incombent  crags,  and  hillf  that  otbt  IuUb 
Aioae  on  either  hand : 

Heaps 
Of  moontain  wrecks,  on  either  side  thrown  high." 

Hie  night  was  gathering  in  ;  and  upon  a  fallen  tree 
ttide  the  holy  well,  where  relics  trembled  from  every 
Qfli  and  break,  two  men,  armed  with  rifle  and  pistols, 
be  latter  concealed  beneath  their  long  coats,  were 
eited,  conversing  in  low,  earnest  voices.  A  detach- 
ment of  the  military  had  scoured  the  neighbourhood 
tt  the  morning — unsuccessfully  as  usual;  they  had 
ttffched  the  cells,  and  disturbed  the  waters  of  the 
9oIy  Lake  under  the  impression  that  arms  had  been 
town  in  there;  but  they  had  found  nothing.  And 
^,  these  two  men  conversed  without  casting  one  anx- 
<*8  glance  towards  the  heights,  from  whence  they  could 
^•^  been  shot  with  the  greatest  ease  by  an  indifferent 
"^ksman;  they  were  quite  safe,  however;  for  every 
^,  crag,  and  fissure,  sheltered  a  living  guard,  who 
^^^Hild  have  sacrificed  his  life  sooner  than  have  suffered 
"air  of  their  heads  to  be  disturbed  by  the  breeze  of  a 
idlet. 
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For  some  limCy  they  heeded  neither  the  eueeriog 
clouds,  nor  the  gusts  of  wind  that  whistled  round  their 
heads  ;  they  heeded  nothing  of  the  external  voU, 
though  their  words  had  to  do  with  stonns  and  teoopoti 
— ^the  storms  and  tempests  of  passion  and  reyolt 

One  of  these  was  Lawrence  Macarthy,  the  other,  te 
^'  Captain"  of  Glen  Flesk,  whom  Lawrence  addroni 
by  the  name  of  Louis.  After  oonTersing  togedNsriv 
some  time,  they  arose,  and  seated  themsdvessotlittdie 
ruins  of  the  church  sheltered  themfix>m  the  sudden  rash 
of  wind,  that  made  strange,  unearthly  munc,  as  it  gnski 
down  the  mountains;  a  mighty,  but  invisible  powei^ 
now  whistling  shrilly  through  the  cells,  then  beDJ- 
ing  the  trees,  or  rustling  like  perturbed  spirits  amid  the 
broken  walls;  howling  above  the  graves,  and  flinging 
itself  upon  the  waters,  that  uprose  against  its  efforts  to 
insult  them;  now  rolling  a  skull  into  the  lake,  then 
tossing  the  light  tallies  of  many  pious  pilgrims  in  rode 
sport  upon  the  grass,  as  if  they  had  been  so  many 
straws ! 

It  was  a  fitful,  and  yet  a  terrible  wind,  holding 
nothing  in  reverence,  triumphing  over  a  prostrate  ooflB* 
and  mocking  the  cnimbling  ruins  which  seemed  to 
shudder  at  its  approach.  Still,  these  men  heeded  it 
but  little;  it  was  not  as  strong  as  the  beating  of  their 
hearts,  nor  as  agitating  as  the  tumult  within  their 
bosoms;  it  throbbed  not  as  wildly  as  their  heated  brain. 
The  lull  would  soon  come ;  and  the  valley,  and  island, 
and  lake,  sleep  as  gently  in  the  moonlight,  as  if  d^ 
storm  had  ever  disturbed  their  repose;  but  where— 
where  should  they  find  rest  or  safety? 
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''I  see,  Louis — ^I  see,  your  trust  in  us  is  gone,"  said 
livrenoe. 

Louis  nttde  no  reply. 

"  It  is  not  thus  that  others  have  served  U8^"  persisted 
Kmrthy.  '^  How  often  have  we  talked  of  those  who 
CQuidered  death  glorious  in  such  a  cause ;  and  how 
«Aai  have  you  said,  thatthehopeof  such  a  death  would 
ittoncfle  you  to  all  the  trials  of  life." 

'Ihe  hope  of  a  patriot's  death  might  reconcile  one 
to  iny  personal  evil,"  replied  Louis,  *^  but  who  would 
cofet  the  continuance  of  a  life  that  was  to  terminate  with 
Aeiqmtation  of  the  marauder  or  the  assassin  stamped 
iiddibly  upon  it?  I  would  go  to  the  sca£S>ld  in  the 
CMne  of  my  country;  but  I  confess  I  shrink  from  being 
liiiged  like  a  dog  for  plunder. 

•We  have  never  been  branded  with  that  yet,"  an- 
>»aed  Lawrence,  "  never  in  any  instance  has  one  of 
Ae  thousands  sworn  to  our  cause  throughout  Lrcland — 
Aongh  tens  of  thousands  of  them  are  starving — been 
pilty  of  robbery.  When  compelled  to  enforce  our 
•WB,  by  the  obstinacy  of  those  who  take  our  lives  by 
™iig  *  the  means  whereby  we  live,'  we  never  touch 
4e  gold  for  which  they  peril  both  soul  and  body. 
Ws,"  he  continued,  bitterly,  "  our's  is  no  common 
^:  every  species  of  justice  has  been  denied  us.  Our's 
tt  not  80  much  a  war  against  England,  as  against  those 
wards  of  the  soil,  who  deny  us  the  bit  of  land — ^the 
to  OF  LAND,  to  be  our  own,  without  dread  of  slaving 
^  another — the  bit  op  land,  which  the  poor  man 
■^  cultivate  when  maybe  he  has  worked  his  twelve 
'^^'ttiB  for  his  landlord,  for  that  his  wife  and  children 
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can.  manage  while  he  is  absent.  We  want  to  be  oar 
own.  a  portion  o(  the  soil  that  was  ALL  our  &theD;  vA 
a^  a  iritt,  but  as  the  reward  of  labour — ^the  crown  d 
Industry;  and  by  all  the  winds  of  heaven  well  hive  it, 
or  die  lives  of  those  who  keep  their  feet  on  our  nedo, 
and  ycc  tell  us  we  are  free.  What  is  life  to  me^  Lom? 
I  ask  Tou  whv  I  should  care  for  life?  What  is  it  to 
me — ^what  charm  has  it  for  me,  or  such  aa  I  am,  tint  I 
should  hesitate  to  send  this  to  the  heart  of  those  wIm) 
now  sot  a  price  upon  that  life  at  the  base  instigation  of 
Abel  Richards?" 

'*  It  is  of  no  use  going  over  the  ground  agun  aal 
airtiiit/*  replied  Louis;  ^*  no  use  repeating  that  ficedoB 
is  too  hi^^h  and  too  holy  a  thing  to  be  attained  by  lift, 
unworthy  means :  that  one  bold,  brave  struggle,  boldly 
miido,  iind  sealed,  it  might  be,  with  our  blood,  would 
command  the  sympathy  and  respect  of  the  whole  w(rid, 
and  that  from  that  woidd  spring  the  aid  we  now  seek 
iW  i:i  vain.  But  all  slirink  from  the  assassin.  It  u 
idle,  LawTence,  to  look  at  mc  thus.  Every  one  who 
stab?  in  the  dark,  or  tires  from  liis  concealment  upon 
the  uiiwarv,  is  ax  assassin.  No  matter  what  li 
cause  may  be,  lie  IS  the  thing  I  have  named !  I  did 
my  best  to  prepare  you  for  a  bold  struggle,  man  to 
man ;  to  the  last  gasp  of  my  existence,  I  would  figh^ 
loT  that ;  I  would  aid  a  guerilla  warfare — ^it  is  the  to- 
fuge  of  a  mountain  jx>ople  for  their  defence ;  but  the 
stab  in  the  dark  I  the  man  shot  into  the  very  arms  of  hi* 
children,  hundreds  of  miles  away  from  the  scene  of 
action,  lor  disobevinfr  laws  as  arbitrary  as  those  }'<* 
complain  of,  to  wliich  he  never  gave  his  sanction,  and 
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<Udi  be  wui  never'  bound  to  obey,  is  a  thing  that 
ns  fiir  yengeanoe  and  brings  a  curse  instead  oF  a 
iBHDig  on  oar  cause  I  We  shall  never  prosper  as  a 
eopk  wbile  we  fiivour  and  conceal  the  assassin**' 

**  It  is  well — ^it  is  well,**  muttered  Macartliy;  *^  you 
ne  lead  with  Ellen  in  the  same  book." 

**That  is  what  I  most  wished  to  speak  with  you 
boot,"  replied  Louis,  rapidly.  '^From  what  the 
fthnftlmiiatAT  told  me,  I  havc  no  doubt  you  know  where 
our  sister  is;  but  why — why  in  her  state  of  health, 
rhj  under  any  circumstances,  is  she  concealed  fro  n 
et  Mends?  Why  am  I  not  worthy  of  the  knowledge 
f  her  present  dwelling?' 

"  I  do  not  want  her  to  be  concealed  from  her  friends, 

coly  want  her  to  be  hidden  from  our  enemies — 
nm  ny  enemies,  I  suppose  I  should  say,"  he  added, 
Av  a  pause,  '^  for  it  need  be  only  the  poor,  hunted, 
RiBiout  Lawrence  Macarthy  who  has  enemies." 

**No,"  was  the  reply,  though  in  a  crushed  and 
*(kken-hearted  tone,  *^  no,  my  hand  is  on  the  plough 

■  neQ  as  yours,  and  though  I  blame,  I  do  not  turn 
^;  we  were  trained  in  diflcrcnt  schools,  yet  the  end 
*^  iroold  attain  is  the  same ;  if  I  should  escape  I  will 
'^letom  when  the  contest  becomes  that  for  whicli,  as 

■  We  said,  a  man  is  not  ashamed  to  die  in  the  field  or 
•  the  scaflbld — ^bold-faced  rebellion  against  tyrants 
*i  violated  treaties;  yes,  hand  to  hand,  foot  to  foot, 
''jdain,  valley,  or  highland;  but  no  assassination;  no 
'CHet  murders  rising  to  curse  our  cause ;  it  is  so  agaiinst 
•^Ure,  so  totally  unproductive  of  good — for  even  if  one 
dain,  five  or  six  worse  than  he  take  his  place." 

Vol.  II.  D 
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-  X^  »  210  tame  to  talk  of  it,**  leplied  Liwmat^ 
rsise:  sr  ixzn  ids  campuaatCs  fttlentioiii  to  ■^"mA;^ 
fi&».  *-  ^ve  a:«  IB  ft  flCEut;  hunted  on  the  one  hai 
ijii  yssxtrd.  cc  vbftt  is  as  bad,  not  asBiated,  on  fli 
.-cibfir:  ]rrcL  uicQfti  not  an  alien,  cannot  enter  into  q 
?:Yc:2:rs^  r&r9c«  nndentand  those  with  which  I  m 
i>f  £uac>?  giiairih-ng  over  the  niins  of  my  anoertoof 
jcroB^iZ^^i.  wa:^}:  k>  long  laughed  to  scorn  the  aflMb 
.-^^  osr  Tiaxsr^LJ  eaenaks:  but  it  drives  me  mad  to  tfaiik 
.'C  :;:  i^  Jt>36  tban  an  hour  the  wisest  and  strongefltwS 
r>zv<  ;»  2K7e.  asd  we  must  then  decide  ^ther  fbrone 
cm:  eftck  or  a  lull  of  some  months*  duration." 

'*  At5A  Elleii — TOiUT  sister;  I  must  know,  Lawienoe^ 
vIkcc  sy^e  ».  and  whv,  after  tout  asHuiance  that  ibe 
rivar^itxi  n^i*  with  no  common  feelings,  you  have  k^ 


l^wT\>»iV  iuxtknI  away;  a  deep  flush,  the  Audi  d 
<.\SL:::ic  ai  his  own  tiJfehood,  ovoapread  his  fiice,  and  fa 
:!!  nK>mciii  bo  iOr^M  that  it  could  not  be  seen;  full  ^ 
]w  know  th;it  to  bind  Louis  more  firmly  to  their  caM 
I'lO  had  led  him  to  believe  that  his  passion  for  Eto 
was  ivnimed. 

••Women  have  saan*:©  iancies,"  he  replied,  **yi* 
an?  acquainted  with  the  unfortunate  scene  at  SffSOBfi 
Court :  but  you  do  not  know  that  all  my  arguments  btt 
failed  to  convince  her  that  it  would  be  her  dutjiodeif 
having  seen  me:  this,  and  this  only  would  be  the  Vl 
to  meet  the  charge  wliicli  Abel  Richards  has  broaf^ 
against  me,  and  which  has  caused  me  to  be  hoDOii^ 
with  an  especial  reward  for  my  apprehension." 
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rhftt  luui  this  to  do  with  her  disappearance?' 

L 

foa  80  dully'*  answered  Lawrence,  '*  ihat  yoa 
oehre  the  necessity  for  her  abode  being  con- 
ahei  when  discovered  and  questioned  would, 
ling  love  of  what  she  calls  tbtjth,  confess  to 
loe  and  spoken  words  ?" 
Qiely  jou  do  not  suspect  that  I  would  betray 
salment  to  those  who  now  seek  her  so  anx- 
inquired  Louis, 
ertainlj,"  was  the  reply. 
Liftwrcnce,  jou  must  tell  me;  I  have  a  right  to 
feel  this  right;  there  arc  events  and  passages 
lot  explained,  would  render  death  (if  it  over- 
as  unbearable  as  life  is  now.  I  cannot  conceive 
Ity  of  duplicity;  and  yet,  why  after  what  you 
should  she  not  only  avoid  an  interview,  but 
r  letters  ?  This  must  and  shall  be  explained." 
80  it  shall,  Sir,"  said  Lawrence,  turning  ab- 
md,  for  he  had  been  scanning  the  hills  first  in 
tion,  then  in  another.  "So  it  sliall  be,"  he 
.,  in  an  agitated  voice,  "  but  is  this  a  time  to 
*  passages  and  events'  connected  with  a  love 
pale  girl  ?  is  this  a  time,  when  our  wretched 
I  in  such  a  state,  that  the  weight  of  a  single 
d  turn  the  scale,  and  sink  us  miles  deeper  in 
d  despondency  than  we  have  yet  been;  is  this 
plague  me  with  questions  about  a  sister,  if  she 
lie  name;  the  child  of  a  ren^ade  mother, 
strength  for  neither  love  nor  hate." 
WB8  your  mother  also !"  suggested  Louis. 

d2 
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*^  She  wa8,"  replied  the  Whiteboj,  impfttieiitfyi  ^it 
was,  and  too  well  I  know  it;  her  pale  Sazon  UoodlM 
quivered  in  my  veins,  and  cried  mercy  to  myhenti 
when  else  I  should  have  been  an  unalloyed  Macirdy! 
But  see,  they  are  coming ;  now,  Louis,  whatever  jm 
may  feel  or  think,  show  no  mistrust  of  the  future ;  le 
may  iirge  them  to  lay  by,  to  ^  wait'  for  a  little;  butttD 
hold  out  hope — certaintt  of  future  sucoess." 

Louis,  who  had  risen,  drew  back  a  step; 

**  I  only  ask  you  to  keep  up  the  seeming — ^ 

"  But  why ,"  interrupted  Louis,  "  should  I  seem  whiti 
am  not?  why  draw  them  still  deeper  into  danger,  tern 
which,  for  many  we  shall  meet  to-night,  there  is  sdDft 
way  of  escape  ?" 

'*  Escape  to  what  ?"  inquired  Macarthy,  bitterly, "» 
merciful  escape  for  a  man  to  think  of,  to  a  family  gaunt 
from  starvation,  turned  from  their  bit  of  land  to  dicbf 
tlie  roadside — to  the  gaol,  prepared  by  a  merciless  agent, 
or  as  merciful  tithe-proctor — ^to  the  gentleness  of  martial     | 
law :  and  you  call  that  escape^  for  men  made  and  fashioned     | 
like  ourselves !    Bjrmc  of  Lichageela  told  me  they  W 
one  plan  of  wliich  we  should  hear  to-night,  that  would     ^ 
strike  terror  into  our  rulers;  let  us  hear  him,  let  us  Bear 
any  thing." 

**  Granted;  but  let  us  not  stir  up  for  the  mere  love 
of  tumult,  men,  and  such  men,  beyond  the  power  of 
control;  if  we  do,  their  blood,  and  the  blood  they  spl 
will  cry  against  us  hereafter  1" 

"  And  let  it,"  exclaimed  the  reckless  Lawrence,  fc«p" 
ing  forward  to  meet  a  group  of  strangers,  who  were  ad- 
vancing towards  them,  and  upon  whose  tall  muscrftf 
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igures  (not  looking  as  large  as  they  really  were, 
hm  their  noble  proportions)  a  brief  glimpse  of  moon- 
Igbtwasflfaimng. 

Louis  paosed  a  moment,  and  then,  always  infirm  of 
fnpose,  with  a  deep  sigh  followed  young  Macarthy, 

Ibe  organisation  of  these  midnight  meetings  had  been 
BKfdloasIy  skilfid.  Some  few  weeks  previously, 
loDifl  had  prided  himself  upon  the  completeness  of  a 
^Mem  which,  though  not  originating  with  him,  his 
tUit]f  and  forethought  had  much  improved.  At  the 
niioas  passes  leading  down  the  mountain  to  the  holy 
Ue,  aentinels  were  stationed,  who  gave  and  received 
fte  pasB*words ;  and  lest,  notwithstanding  these  pre- 
CKitiQiis,  a  wolf  might  by  possibility  enter  into  the  fold, 
t  itiong  body  of  men  were  assembled  at  the  entrance  of 
ftecsoseway,  to  interchange  with  extraordinary  rapidity 
fte  various  signs  both  by  lip  and  finger  which  made 
Aem  known  to  each  other.  All  the  sentinels  were 
iked,  and  this  guard  was  set  in  far  less  time  than  we 
We  taken  to  describe  the  scene  ;  how  they  came,  or 
^Iwre  they  came  from,  would  have  perplexed  any  looker 
<tt  to  tell ;  they  seemed  to  spring  forth  from  the  rocks 
^  Talleys,  or  suddenly  out  of  the  bare  earth  itself ; 
'Ooting  up  at  the  mountains,  a  keen  eye  could,  after  a 
^,  detect  men  moving  downwards — ^not  habited  in 
fte  nhite  shirt  which  they  wore  when  the  country  was 
^  10  much  on  the  qui  vive  as  it  then  was,  but  in  the 
P*y  frieze,  concealing  every  light  tint  of  colour;  while 
'iioie  few  had  their  fiices  blackened,  and  could  be  recog- 
Qied  by  their  most  intimate  fiiends  only  by  their  tone 
•f  voice. 
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It  was  imposBible  to  conoeive  any  dung  more  lill 
and  imearthly  than  the  scene;  the  stapendous  mmr 
tains  girding  the  lake  and  the  holy  idandf  the  Kg^ 
clouds  scudding  before  the  winds,  while  the  mxmifom 
vapours  disputed  with  the  ministeni  of  air,  and  heifed 
and  lowered  rather  than  dispersed;  the  moonlight nmk- 
ing,  as  if  by  magic,  a  path-way  of  liquid  niver  ondM 
lake,  while  the  remainder  continued  dark  and  billaf7; 
the  '^  lone"  island,  interspersed  with  trees  and  miuyii) 
sacred  and  solitary  in  itself,  yet  made  the  tiysting  phoe 
of  tlic  delegates  of  a  people — ^unconquered  yet  eiuliTed; 
a  brave,  unsettled  people,  tempest-tost  and  torn,  catdh 
ing  at  straws,  comprehending  no  one  great  pnnapky 
and  yet  alive  to  every  small  thought,  and,  in  eagetnev 
for  the  petty,  losing  sight  of  the  great ;  the  most  fierce 
and  violent  of  the  Celtic  population,  having  nothing  in 
common  with  their  Saxon  brethren,  but  the  air  breathed 
by  their  ancestors  and  tlicmselves;  determined  in  no- 
thing so  much  as  their  hatred  of  each  other,  a  hatted, 
sometimes  lulled  by  circumstances,  but  never,  never  ex- 
tinguished. They  came,  summoned  by  an  invisiUe 
power,  a  power  entering  into  every  house,  no  mattff 
what  its  position  or  politics  might  be,  a  power  seeing 
all  things  though  understanding  nothing;  converting 
the  country  into  one  huge  whispering  galleij,  cOBk' 
pared  to  which  the  continental  system  of  espiomiagt  18  • 
piece  of  feeble  mechanism.  They  came,  on  that  nigl^ 
foot-sore  and  weary,  though  firm  and  true  to  their  n*" 
lawful  purpose — far  and  fasting — they  came  fifom  Do^ 
kerron  and  Iveragh,  from  Muskerry,  from  WestCarbef^y* 
and  from  the  golden  vale  of  fertile  Limerick,  and  ^ 
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nng  g^ena  of  Tippeiaiy ;  giants  fiom  SUyenamuck, 
•efivi^  leslleflB,  black-eyed  mountaineers  from  the 
OKSof  Kerry,  lliey  came  to  hear,  report,  and  act; 
'  came  not  as  Irishmen  are  supposed  to  do,  with 
and  with  brawl,  but  silently  and  firmly — ^their 
ii  and  mothers,  their  asters  and  their  children,  all 
less  and  ignorant  as  the  world  would  doom  them 
e,  nerving  their  hearts  and  arms,  and  bidding  them 
)  firm  and  fearless ;  strengthening  them  with  prayers, 
High  the  idea  of  their  country's  liberty  extended 
beyond  the  regaining  of  the  **  bit  of  land,"  or  the 
^  the  houses  of  those  who  neglected  the  warnings 
3ep  dug  pits  at  their  doors,  or  the  coffins  in  white 
Ic  upon  their  windows.  They  came,  on  and  on, 
ring  the  ancient  graves  as  with  a  resurrection, 
leaning  on  the  tops  of  their  staves  beneath  the  ivyed 
I  of  their  ruined  temples.  Tliey  were  men  and  they 
5  upon  men's  business;  tlicre  was  neither  woman 
:luld  amongst  their  numbers;  there  was  no  sound 
om,  or  shout,  or  waving  flag,  or  music  or  cry;  and 
for  the  tramp  of  heavy  feet,  the  wliispers  of  the 
d  would  scarcely  have  disturbed  the  wild  duck 
its  nest. 

wy  were  come !  all  were  assembled  though  not  all 
;  it  was  more  like  the  gathering  of  a  spirit  world ; 
those  who  were  partially  shadowed  by  the  waving 
ihes  of  the  trees,  now  in  light,  now  in  darkness, 
ed  flitting  between  earth  and  heaven.  It  woidd 
been  well  for  many  that  night,  had  they  ex- 
jed  life  for  a  quiet  death  among  those  peaceful 
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Lawrence  Macarthy,  elevated  upon  a  ruined  .wiD, 
commenced  calling  over  a  rude  sort  of  muato-rall  of  die 
leaders  he  expected  to  be  present;  wliile  Murtoghbell 
aloft,  to  enable  him  to  read,  a  huge  torch  of  bog;wooj 
that  cast  a  lurid  and  uneqiud  glare  upon  the  asBemUj, 
lighting  up  half  a  score  of  iaces  in  the  for^round,  while 
the  countenances  of  others  were  lost  in  darkneflB. 
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CHAPTER  m. 

THE  PEBIL  AT  GOUGANE  BABRA. 

The  names  by  which  the  leaders  of  WhlteboyisiUi 
t  the  diffin:ent  districts,  were  generally  distinguishedi 
tiglit  have  excited  smiles  on  any  other  occasion;  and 
'  it  was,  the  natural  gaiety  of  the  Irishman  could  not 
fibt,  for  any  length  of  time,  some  jesting,  however 
uit  and  whispered.  One  was  called  *'  Moonshine,'* 
d  answered  *'  Here!"  in  a  deep,  sonorous  voice;  an- 
ier  was  distinguished  as  "  The  Sword  of  Dunboy ;" 
other  as  the  **  Pike  of  Carberry;"  another  as  "  Cap- 
^  Starlight."  One  fellow,  who  looked  as  if  he  could 
^ast  a  hurricane,  and  turn  its  course,  when  called  by 
'  own  name,  "  Bjnue  of  Inchageela,"  stood  forward  a 
^e£  of  human  strength,  and  tossed  his  arms  in  reply; 
die,  forgetting  the  supposed  necessity  for  silence,  a 
ep,  stifled,  but  audible  shout  saluted  him  on  all 
lea.  Another,  termed  "  The  Limerick  Rake,"  gave 
whoop  and  a  spin  of  his  shillala  as  he  vaulted  for- 
^  over  the  graves;  while  "  The  White  Foot  of 
pperaiy*'  strode  like  a  Colossus  across  a   ruined 
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arch,  his  tall  commanding  figure,  and  sqnaic  shoulders, 
standing  out  against  the  gray  sky — and  he,  too,  le- 
ceived  the  low  and  earnest  oommendation  his  cooDtij- 
men  are  ever  ready  to  bestow  upon  penxmal  straigdi 
in  man,  and  personal  beauty  in  women.  Many  icn 
summoned  in  Irish  —  wild  moimtaineers  from  dtt 
gloomy  fastnesses  of  Kerry  and  the  glens  and  loAt 
which  gird  the  glorious  bay  of  Bantry;  little,  actifCf 
musculat  fellows,  some  of  them,  with  the  flat  broBxed  |:i 
faces  of  Cork;  others,  whose  physiognomy  showed 
their  Spanish  origin,  in  gray  coats  and  almost  conicd 
hats.  One  in  particular,  a  species  of  nondescript^  who 
looked  half  man  half  demon,  was  saluted  as  the  *'I4- 
prehawn,"  with  mingled  but  murmured  laughter  and 
congratulation.  Stretching  fortli  his  long  spectral  anaSy 
he  tossed  his  hat  into  the  air,  while  his  hair  streamed 
wildly  about  his  shoulders,  and  slapped  his  breast,  afl 
if  claiming  the  attribute  of  physical  strength  as  well  as 
of  dexterity. 

But    no    one  was  more    heartily,   though  sil^itly 
greeted — ^no  one  received  with  more   distinction  hy 
Lawrence  Macarthy  himself,  who  paused  to  bid  to^ 
welcome,  and  say,  "  Ever  ready  and  willing  for  axij 
thing  for  the  good  of  the  sod" — than  our  old  aoqnai^ 
ance  who  had  danced  the  Irish  jig  on  the  road  ^ 
Blarney.     Tlien,  he  was  the  cringing,  cowering,  h^' 
peasant,  half-citizen;  his  body  bent,  his  eyes  humbl^ 
towards  the  earth,  his  lips  compressed,  his  tongue  oil^» 
his  cars  open;  ready  to  smile  and  bow,  to  agree  '^ 
aU  things,  and  do  as  little  as  possible;  looking  bUj^ 
and  stupid  while   hstening,  and  yet  comparing  ''^*^ 
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lAemig  up  infomiEtion — ^though  each  item,  taken 
lone,  was  as  inaignificant  as  a  grain  of  sea-sand.  Few 
Bild  haswe  leoognised  **  Doyle  of  the  cars,"  as  he 
)Ood,  with  bold|  fidr  hrowi  round  which  his  hair 
BJed  crispingly,  his  head  thrown  back,  his  foot  ad- 
need,  and  planted  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  says, 
I  esmed  that  compliment,  and  I  will  deserve  it 
tte.** 

It  irasaaJngnlar,  and  when  the  distances  the  men  had 
livened  were  considered,  a  remarkable,  fact,  that  only 
10  of  the  many  whose  names  were  called  gave  no 
9I7:  when  Lawrence  demanded,  '^  The  Rock  of 
Ubleieen,"  therewas  no  answer;  the  caU  wasrepeated, 
id  one  of  the  watchers  at  the  causeway  replied,  *'  Wait 
viiOe,  Sir."    But  Lawrence  was  not  one  to  wait,  and 

in  impatient  voice  called  again  for  the  '^  Rock  of 
cibbereen." 

**Here,  Sir,"  replied  the  young  voice  of  a  boy;  and 
e  gray-coated  sentry  led  forward  a  lad,  who  looked 
ttn  and  pale.  "Here,  Sir!"  said  the  boy,  again, 
not  me.  Sir,  but  my  father  I'm  come  for." 
**And  where  is  he — and  what  does  he  mean,  by 
Ading  a  child,  when  we  want  a  man?'  exclaimed 
Mrthy. 
"Haze  yer  honour,  he  didn't  send  me,"  was  the 

ply. 

**  Then  how  came  you  here  ?' 

'*My  mother,  Sir;  I'm  the  eldest  and  only  boy,  Sir, 

iJie  has  in  the  world  wide,"  was  the  answer. 

*  What  is  that  to  me  ?'  said  Lawrence,  while  the 

^  gathered  round  and  gazed  upon  the  lad,  who, 
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though  pale  and  quivering,  looked  stonlfy  and  vbh 
unquailing  eye  into  the  face  of  their  cfaie£ 

^^  I  don*t  know,  Sir,  but  my  father  was  fimd  of  je, 
and  with  his  last  breath  he  taught  me  the  paan,  ni 
he  died  in  his  bed,  ^oiy  be  to  God!  of  an  impraM 
on  his  heart  that  crushed  the  life  out  of  him,  and  Iiidt 
fine  berrin'  ere  yesterday,  and  two  priests  and  a  fiitril 
it !  and  if  my  mother  had  been  able.  Sir,  she'd  hive 
come  with  me  herself,  but  the  strength  has  leflher,  and 
she  has  no  power  in  her  limbs.  Only,  if  ye'dbe  pkttd 
to  take  me.  Sir,  Td  grow  big  and  strong  in  the  cam, 
and,  maybe,  be  a  good  man  yet,  as  yer  honour  faiO(*i 
my  father  was  before  me ;  a  young  heart  canbe  astuKi 
Sir,  as  an  ould  one.  My  mother  was  an  (ySiiIfiviBf 
as  well  as  my  father,*'  continued  the  youth,  diawing 
himself  as  proudly  up  in  his  rags  as  if  they  had  been 
velvet  robes.  "  It'll  put  new  life  into  my  mother,  Si^ 
if  yell  be  plazed  to  keep  me  on  instead  of  my  fiither.** 

"  111  go  bail  for  him,"  said  one.  "  And  I."  "  And  I," 
"  and  all  of  us,"  repeated  a  score  of  voices,  moted 
by  the   boy's  earnestness  and   devotion.     "He's  the 
right  sort."   *'  A  fine  ould  ancient  family,  though  no^ 
their  place  in  the  grave-yard  is  all  the  land  they  c^ 
call  their  own,"  said  another.     "  As  great  a  name  * 
yer  own,  Macarthy,"  added  the  next  speaker  from  *^ 
crowd.     "  His  grandmother  was  a  M'Geohegan,"  ^* 
claimed  an  old  man,   **  a   great  M'Geohegan,  wh^ 
grandfather  kept  the   Castle  of  Dunboy  against 
heretic  Elizabeth,   and  stood  by  the  powder 
with  a  live  coal  in  Iiis  liand  to  blow  up  the 
there  was  any  fear  of  treachery  or  surrender." 
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"  And  rd  do  the  same,  plaze  yer  honour,"  said  the 
ttle  fellow,  looking  brightly  up,  '*  and  herself  into  the 

'^Who?^  inquired  Doyle  of  the  cars,  laying  his 
od  on  the  boy's  head. 

**£liiabeth  herself — ^bad  luck  to  her  T'  was  the  ready 
pljr,  and  delivered  with  an  earnestness  that  left  no 
vbt  of  its  sincerity. 

"And  would  you  be  true?"  asked  Macarthy. 
"Ov  coorse  he'll  be  true,"  said  Doyle,  "what  else 
left  to  him  an'  his  to  be?  Hadn't  his  father  a  purty 
de  tunaHf  and  wasn't  he  able  to  pay  his  rent  and  live 
t  OT  it,  and  have  his  Simday  coat  and  his  Simday 
t,  snd  his  bit  o'  pork  of  his  own  killing  in  the  little 
),  for  firiend  or  holiday?  And  didn't  Abel  Richards 
(it  would  be  impossible  to  convey  an  idea  of  the 
1  of  execration  that  followed  this  hated  name), — 
bn't  he  lend  him  ten  pounds  to  restock  his  bit  of 
d;  and  when  the  poor  man  would  ofier  to  return  it, 
d^good  fellow'  him,  and  bid  him  keep  it  till  he'd 
it?— the  black  hypocrite!     And  when  did  he  ax 

When  this  boy's  mother  was  down  in  the  fever, 

1  his   little  girleen   dead,   and  himself  staggering 

tk  weakness  from  the  same  cause;  and  they  were 

oed  to  sell  the  horse  and  the  pig  to  pay  him,  and 

bought  them  both  himself;   and  they  were  back 

the  first  time  in  the  rent;  and  one  trouble  was 
^  by  black  Aby  into  another;  no  poor  man  ever 
I  enough  of  misfortune  to  content  Abel  Richards  as 
?  as  he  had  a  foot  of  land;  until  he  saw  him  turned 
of  house  and  home  he  wasn't  content;  then,  indeed, 
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he  gave  tliem  advice  and  a  amall  tract"  (another  jd 
stronger  than  the  first  followed  this). 

'*  Never  mind^  boys,"  said  LawrencCi  while  he  dinr 
the  child  to  his  side,  and  wiped  awftythe  scalding  tens 
that  bathed  his  face,  ^^  never  mind;  Abd — and  flodiii 
Abel  have  furnished  us  with  fiifn;  andyoawillbetroef 
my  little  man?" 

"  God  above  knows  I  wiU !"  rejoined  the  boy.  "W 
be  fourteen  next  Martinmass,  only  Fm  kept  little  with 
the  hardship;  but  my  heart's  big  enough— just  let  me 
know  that  I'm  in  my  father's  place  and  111  loos 
strengthen  into  a  man  I"  There  was  an  hum  at  diii» 
and  it  was  decided  that  the  young  Whiteboy  flhooU 
be  sworn  in  when  the  meeting  was  over. 

The  child  was  caressed  with  the  tenderness  of  womtf 
by  strong,  hard-featured  men.  One  good-natured  W- 
low  took  off  his  waistcoat  and  wrapt  it  carefully  round 
him  to  keep  out  the  cold,  and  another  plucking  tlie 
whisp  of  straw  from  imder  his  rough  saddle,  stuffed  hi* 
o^m  brogues  with  it,  and  fastened  them  by  this  meaitf 
on  the  little  shoeless  orphan. 

"  Sit  here,  jewel,  and  listen  to  me,"  said  another;  "I 
always  gathers  my  own  to  hear  the  only  knowledge  I 
have  to  give  them,  God  help  me !  the  knowledge  of 
what  their  parents  suffered  ever  since  the  strangefl 
came  to  it.  Black  Aby  may  be  the  worst  in  these  pertt» 
but  he's  not  the  only  one;  as  I  say  to  my  cousin  who 
has  so  little  heart  with  us  because  he  has  the  good 
luck  to  live  under  the  Master  of  Macroom,  that  never 
turned  a  poor  man  out  because  of  the  rent; — ^mayte, 
I  flay  to  him,  it's  well  to  have  a  tyrant  at  every  t» 
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idle,  or  ebe  if  ihey  war  only  half  land,  let  alone 
vkle  good,  like  the  Master  of  Macroom,  and  the  dean 
(dKm^  he  hasn't  much  in  his  power)^  or  the  Spencer 
Court  onld  gentleman  (who's  in  his  grave)  and  a  few 
Bfeie,  why  we'd  sit  down  content  enough  with  the 
■iveiy. 

^  Never  I"  cxclaiined  Macarthy,  '^it  is  only  slaves 
viioflay  80." 

^But  it's  being  robbed  and  trampled  on  that  makes 
VfllaYes,  Sir,"  answered  the  man,  ^'  we're  not  bom  so, 
Amk  God !  I  remember  when  I  could  hold  my  head 
M  lugh  as  any  poor  man  in  the  country,  and  the  ould 
Indlord  always  promised  me  a  renewal  of  my  lease  at 
tie  odd  rent;  but  he  died,  and  the  green  sod  closed 
over  his  promise;  and  the  young  man  never  heeded 
ndi  a  place  except  when  he  wanted  his  rent,  and 
Haed  us  all  to  what  I  could  not  pay  no  more  than 
odien;  and  then  I  was  distrained  on — ^it's  the  old  story 
iver  again — only  a  decent,  sober  man,  as  I  was  then, 
Us  it  most — ^there's  no  use  talking!  I  had  seven 
^dien  and  a  dying  wife  when  I  was  turned  on  the 
itaes  of  the  high  road;  and  I  went  on  my  knees  to  ask 
k  agent  for  one  meal  of  the  pratees  I  had  sown  and 
jiDwii  myself— one  meal,  for  that  one  day,  to  save  them 
"^^  the  hunger  till  I  could  get  my  wife  into  some  poor 
'ttghbour's  house — and  he  refused  me;  he  refused  me 
■""Wh  my  children  crying  roimd  me!  twenty-four 
30QIB  after  that  I  became — ^what  I  am  now."  He 
^tetdhed  forth  his  long  arms  to  heaven,  held  them  in 
'Vkt  pomtion  for  a  moment  or  two,  then  took  his  seat 
1^  on  the  tomb  beside  the  orphan  boy. 
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Another  name  was  called ;  it  was  followed  bjiBk^ 
ligence  that  the  ^*  Roving  Blade,"  had  been  iottdtf 
soldiers  the  previous  evening,  forbdng  abroad  afierlb 
hour  prescribed  by  martial  law. 

After  this  ceremony  was  concluded,  the  diJegrtB 
from  different  parts  of  the  country  gathered  round  Ij;i^ 
rence  and  Louis ;  then  was  brought  to  light  by  nfi 
questions  and  answers,  the  information  obtained  bjAs 
singular  system  of  espumnage^  in  which  women  mie 
employed  as  well  as  men ;  for,  though  the  kttr 
were  seldom  trusted  with  secrets,  they  were  rendenl 
the  means  of  becoming  acquainted  with  the  nexcll 
of  those  whose  protection  and  wages  they  receivai 
Each  house,  In  each  division,  was  noted  down ;  fle 
height,  size,  number  of  doors,  windows,  servants  (if  J 
the  latter  wore  *'  sworn  in");  the  religious  and  polidai 
tendencies  of  the  inhabitants;  their  carelesBly  spola 
words  ;  the  number  and  quality  of  their  fire-arms,  aai 
where  tlicy  were  concealed ;  their  personal  appeannoe; 
tlie  very  position  of  the  seats  tliey  occupied  in  their  own 
liouscs  ;  whether  tlicy  lived  on  their  own  property,  * 
rented  land  of  others,    A  kindly  word  of  gratitude  wii 

aft 

given,  If  they  were  believed  to  be  •*  good  to  the  poor; 
but  all  that  seemed  to  demand  inquiry  was^  whether 
they  had,  or  had  not,  oflended  against  Whiteboy  lav% 
or  evinced  a  disposition  to  do  so :  this  appeared  to  be  iU 
the  Whiteboys  cared  for.  Every  movement  in  the 
country  was  thoroughly  known  to  die  band,  and  «* 
that  time  no  telegraph  was  more  rapid  than  their 
method  of  communicating  one  with  another  the  secrets 
of  every  Protestant    and    every  gentleman's  ftnuv 
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AnDghoat  the  country.  Munstcr  and  Lcinster  were  in 
Aor  keeping.  Information,  in  fact,  upon  every  point, 
HM  obtained  and  transmitted — ^upon  every  point,  except 
Alt  which  would  have  been  the  principal,  with  ordinary 
bnditv ;  they  knew  and  cared  nothing  for  the  plate, 
Booeyi  or  jewels,  of  which  their  superiors  might  be 
poaesed;  they  never  thought  of  plunder,  they  thought 
only  of  working  out  their  purpose ! 

As  the  night  advanced,  much  conversation  took  place, 
|iiticularly  among  the  ^^  elders,"  concerning  their  future 
pkn;  but  as  yet  nothing  had  been  developed  to  lead 
Iiwienoe  to  suspect,  that  the  simultaneous  rising  he 
hi,  hoped  for  was  likely  to  take  place.  His  immediate 
aeif^bours,  though  they  deferred  to  him,  were  crushed 
a  heart  and  spirit  by  the  activity  and  power  of  the 
KiHtaiy;  and  Lawrence,  despite  himself,  felt  convinced 
Alt  few  of  his  band  had  the  remotest  idea  of  the  broad 
pnnciples  of  a  revolution  ;  this  conviction  cramped 
Ml  energy ;  and  even  he  hinted  at  the  necessity  of 
** muting" — lying  by — until  the  summer  was  over, 
*d  tarrying  for  the  dark  winter  nights;  while  his 
•ditors  could  not  understand  why — particularly  those 
tf  fcr-off  counties,  who  were  indisposc<l  to  treat  his 
<*pnri<m8  with  the  respect  he  experienced  from  the 
Vhiteboys  of  the  county  of  Cork,  who  were  bound  to 
«oi  more  than  ever,  now  that  he  had  been  rendered 
**<*»elcss  by  his  adherence  to  their  cause.  Every  stone 
^  Castle  Macarthy  had  been  as  honoured  and  valued 
^  the  eyes  and  to  the  hearts  of  the  peasantry  of  the 
'^^Jttediate  neighbourhood,  as  if  they  had  been  so  many 
^Wels  of  a  crown.     The  men  looked  towards  where 
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Louis  stood,  the  victim  of  coxttending  feeHngi  nl 
cmodons— «ager  for  a  confiimation  of  the  hopes  heU 
expressed  to  them  at  Ealcrea— -when,  after  MMnthy 
had  excited  and  inflamed  their  sprits  by  the  pow 
of  his  eloquence,  he  had  strengthened  them  \j  dtt 
assurance  of  assistance  of  troops  and  metDS  whidi  h 
foolishly  believed  would  come  from  a  foreign  oountaj. 
Lawrence's  sanguine  temperament  frequently  kd  Imi 
to  mislead  himself  and  others;  nor  did  he  scrapk  to 
assert  as  truth  what  he  wished  to  be  true ;  and  wks 
he  had  called  upon  Louis  to  support  his  statement!,  it 
some  of  their  smaller  midnight  meetings,  and  the  "c^ 
tain"  had  drawn  back,  the  usual  precipitancy  of  di0 
L-ish  character  made  the  ^^  Whiteboys"  oonstrue  cratiai 
into  coldne^ ;  and  now  Louis  felt  that  every  eye  wii 
turned  upon  him,  with  a  far  different  expression  fion 
that  with  which  they  had  beamed  at  Kilcrea,  whos 
every  hand  was  extended  tovrards  him,  and  every  voiee 
grew  loud  in  his  praise.  They  had  expected  him  to 
do  more  than  human  being  could  accomplish  ;  it  wtf 
whispered,  that  he  had  counselled  restraint;  thathewtf 
untrue  to  their  cause;  that  but  for  him  Abel  Richsidi 
would  not  have  escaped;  there  were,  in  short,  abundant 
misrepresentations  afloat  among  them,  and  Louis  ioos 
felt  his  position  to  be  one  of  great  difficulty,  if  not  of 
actual  danger.  He  was  preparing  to  address  ttiCDi 
but  there  were  mumiiirs  deep  and  loud,  a  heaving  aod 
swelling  discontent,  a  growling  of  human  thunder,  oA 
a  glare  of  angry  eyes  bent  upon  the  pale,  dignifie4 
thougli  slight  young  man,  who,  perfectly  self-poeseBBrfi 
preserved  tlie  position  he  had  chosen,  elevated  abo^ 
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htmmdf  which  gathered  closer  and  closer  about  him. 
Thej  glazed  upon  him,  and  then  they  looked  in  the 
rinte  light  of  the  moon  upon  each  other.  All  thdr 
Ofiect  finr  Lamrence  Macarthy,  all  their  trust  in  him, 
m  needed  to  restrain  **  the  boys  of  Carberry"  from 
PCBtmg  their  disappointment  in  bitter  reproaches  against 
lafiiendf  they  were  eager  to  ascribe  to  any  thing 
Ukr  than  to  Saxon  strength,  the  sudden  and  wide 
Ndiliieid  of  Saxon  power,  attended  by  its  fieiy  beacons 
Imgh  the  knd. 

Hsd  they  mnned  their  souls,  and  were  they  then  to 
Iwtold  they  must  "  wait?'  Had  they  been  working  at 
k  midnight  forge,  hid  away  in  the  earths  and  deft 
neb  €f  their  natiye  mountains  ;  or  sending  forth  its 
nfU  and  mysterious  fire-flakes  oyer  the  lonely  morass, 
■Uch  could  only  be  trodden  in  safety  by  those  who 
werefioniliar  with  its  passes  firom  childhood — to  be  told 
^owj  that  they  must  **  wait,"  as  they  had  waited  for 
ccBturies?  Had  they  concealed  their  rude  instruments 
rf**  liberty"  in  caves  and  burrows,  visiting  them  by 
Mth  to  be  assured  of  their  safety;  and  were  they  to 
km  that  they  were  fated  to  moulder  and  rust  ?  Was 
Uwroioe  Macarthy  himself  to  remain  insulted  and 
■■imiged,  while  the  smoke  of  the  stronghold  of  his 
*>Mors  still  swept  its  dark  pennon  athwart  the  sky  ? 

Notwithstanding  all  they  had  heard,  thought,  felt, 
^  endured,  they  unaccountably  and  suddenly,  as  the 
Mug  comes  upon  a  multitude,  felt  as  omnipotent 
^  power  which  belongs  to  it,  when  no  opposing  force 
•within  sight  The  greater  number  were  inflamed  by 
'^  "  spirit  of  mountain  dew,"  that  had  been  pressed 
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upon  them  by  the  glensmen— their  solace  at  aU  taiaei 
in  the  days  of  which  we  write.  Many  who  ctme  fioB 
a  distance,  incapable,  as  unwilling,  to  reason,  triunqilifid 
in  the  consciousness  of  having  destroyed  some  obnoxioii 
person,  who  had  outraged  their  laws,  and  negjectei 
their  warning.  Their  feelings  and  passions  were  bnwl' 
ing  and  rioting  within  them;  they  had  no  defined idei 
of  a  struggle  for  their  country — it  was  but  a  pieoeoMl 
effi>rt  to  keep  their  bit  of  land.  The  militaiy  might  bt 
a  time  overrun  the  country,  and  bum  and  destroy;  tkj 
had  often  done  so  before ;  their  spirit  rebounded,  the^ 
did  not  understand  what  they  were  to  ''  wait"  for,  irkn 
they  had  the  power  of  shooting  an  enemy  and  buning 
a  house.  Such  was  the  versatility  of  their  nttnia^ 
that,  in  their  violence,  they  became  as  elated  as  thej 
had  been  but  a  moment  before  depressed.  Strong 
hearts  met  strong  hearts  in  Gougane  Barra,  and  whrf 
was  to  hinder  them  from  doing  what  they  had  bcfo» 
done ;  they  could  not  be  worse  off  than  they  were; 
were  they  not  sworn  to  certain  laws;  and  what  net 
cause  had  sprung  up  for  telling  them  to  '*  trait?'  Loutf 
was  not  one  of  them  ;  they  had  never  known  who  1* 
was;  they  could  imagine  no  man  even  a  well-wiate 
who  did  not  whirl  on  with  them  through  all  thin^ 
Without  a  word  being  spoken,  they  decided  that  the 
reports  toere  true.  And  Loms  was  what  an  IriahDwn 
hates  worse  than  enemy — a  cold  friend;  perhaps  he  was 
not  even  that;  they  refused  to  hear  him,  and  called  for 
Macarthy;  some  even  yelled  when  Lfouis  would  have 
spoken. 

**  Have  I  deserved  tliis  ?"  he  said  to  Macarthy,  who 
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aov  mounted  the  tomb  on  whicli  Louis  had  previ- 
ovijr  stood  alone;  '*haye  I/'  he  continued,  passion- 
atdf,  ^^have  I,  sacrificing  all,  as  I  have  done,  and 
nticipating  the  moment  I  may  be  called  on  for  the 
hitttcrifice  a  man  can  make — ^have  I  deserved  this?" 

"No,**  was  the  prompt  reply,  and  he  twined  his  arm 
iidail  the  aim  of  Louis  with  an  air  of  brotherly  a£fec- 
lioD;  he  could  feel  the  young  man's  heart  springing 
^mst  its  imprisoning  side,  while  his  cheek  grew 
Bimson  with  agitation ;  *'  No" — 

**!  want  no  man  to  defend  me,"  interrupted  Louis, 
bdljr,  and  nnable  to  control  himself,  **  I  want  no  man 
todefend  me;  I  have  done  nothing  to  need  defence;  I 
ikndoned  all  to  organize  the  revolt  of  a  brave  and  in- 
pned  people;  I  trusted  to  the  promises  of  others  to 
■Mt  in  this,  because  I  knew  how  little  could  be  done 
tidumt  that  aid,  and  I,  as  well  as  others  have  been 
Sq^Knnted  and  deceived." 

**  We  have  ourselves  to  the  fore,  ready  and  willing," 
lid  tlie  **  Limerick  rake"  stepping  forward. 

''And  a  great  thing  it  is  to  have;  but  not  enough," 
Bttweted  Louis,  boldly,  while  Lawrence  trembled  for 
UB)  *'  not  enough  to  rid  the  land  of  the  proud  invader, 
^  eject  a  mass  of  the  population,  unhappily  your 
>tler  enemies,  from  their  holdings." 

^Let  each  of  us  pick  his  man,  and  we'd  soon  be  rid 
f  4em,"  said  the  "  Whitefoot  of  Tippcrary." 

**By  murder,  not  by  war !"  replied  Louis,  firmly. 

there  was  a  hush;  and  Lawrence  in  an  agony  too 
*p  for  loud  words,  muttered ;  "  You  will  destroy 
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yoonclf  and  me.  Hatc  you  still  to  leun  thai  tkjril 
fight — die — diently  and  biavely — but  wxli  not  maoih- 
cannot  be  thwarted?' 

'^  Mulder/'  repeated  the  vipeioiia-looking  ^  Lept* 
hawn,"  as  he  stretched  out  his  long  leathery  anu  ai 
clutched  and  opened  his  bony  fingers,  as  though  it  vooU 
have  ^yen  him  pleasure  to  tear  Louis  into  pieces.  ^liB^ 
der,  that's  a  mighty  hard  word  intirely,  boys  deir,  ai 
one  that  was  never  evened  to  us  before — ^^muidv^iiiti 
enagh — don't  we  pisen,  rats^  and  varmint,  and  lay  tap 
for  foxes,  and  ferret  rabbits — ^by  lawtoo— iaw--4swl— 
do  ye  hear  me,  boys?  and  aint  we  to  try  to  get  nid 
worse  varmint  without  being  called  murderei»--0kl 
Yah,  mellayl— did  I  tramp  firesh  and  fiuting  meetca 
good  miles  to  be  tould  that  it's  murder  to  kill  an  oniigO' 
man?    Oh,  boys  dear,  do  ye  hear  me  now?  and  tlvt 
by  a  friend  of  the  Macarthy;  but  he's  not  the  zigU 
sort  of  a  Macarthy,"  continued  the  long-armed  drank 
ard,  who  could  hardly  stand,  but  was  tossing  to  an( 
fro;  "  he's  not  the  right,  true  Macarthy;  he  came— jo" 
understand  mc — into  the  world — ^not  wanted ;  his  n^o 
ther  was — ^"  what,  was  not  permitted  him  to  say,  ft 
Lawrence's  hands  were  on  his  throat,  and  then  b 
threw  him  from  him  as  a  dog  flings  away  some  diigus^ 
ing  thing  which  he  loathes  almost  too  much  to  destioj 

This  turned  the  attention  of  the  people,  who  fe' 
indignant  as  Lawrence  himself  could  feel,  and  if  MiU 
togh  had  not  been  restrained,  there  is  little  doubt  h 
would  have  given  frill  loose  to  his  natural  propen^ J 
and  the  Leprehawn  would  have  been  heard  no  mote* 
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After  the  lapoe  of  a  few  minutes,  during  which  Louis 
hid  nerer  moved,  but  atood  with  folded  arms  and  firm 
tmbcnding  brow,  Lawrence  was  again  by  his  side;  his 
temper  relieyed  by  the  act  of  violence  he  had  com- 
'Butted ;  ready  to  flatter  and  to  soothe,  to  win  and  wile 
twaj  the  hearts  which  responded  to  tlie  music  of  his 
Toice.    He  was  the  agitator  of  the  present  without  at- 
tempting to  be  the  legislator  of  the  future.     His  love 
tat  the  iaith  of  his  fathers  was  an  intense  reality ;  and 
no  man  will  ever  get  right  into  the  Irish  peasant's 
Iieirt,  with  whom  this  is  not  the  case ;  his  handsome 
penon — ^the  winning  sweetness  of  his  smile — the  sub- 
tiefcjr  of  his  wit,  which,  however  rougli,  was  still  a 
diamond — ^his  bursts  of  hope — ^his  enthusiasm — ^his  very 
TOit  of  the  forethought  wliich  constitutes  a  successful 
revolutionist — ^his  intense  hatred,  now  more  tlian  ever 
deepened  into  malignity  against  Abel  Richards,  whose 
wane  was  the  signal  for  a  yell  of  execration  that  howled 
•niid  the  mountains  long  after  ,thc  voices  which  raised 
ft  had  ceased  to  sound — ^feeling  as  they  felt,  sharing 
weir  afflictions  and  their  injuries,  he  rapidly  brought 
**^  meeting  round   again   as    though  it   had  never 
'''^Vered  from  its  faith  in  him; — and  yet  he  had  really 
•^  nothing  to  the  purpose,  had  opened  no  new  vista 
^hich  even  at  a  vast  distance  would  have  yielded  the 
People  at  least  a  prospect;  they  were  many  of  them 
'^^Usdess,  homeless,  proscribed,  escaped  from  fever  and 
^*^e  to  be  hunted  through  their  own  land  by  fire 
^d  sword. 
A  shout  as  of  triumph  floated  above  the  mountains 
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by  which  they  were  surrounded.  Lawrence  graaped 
his  companion's  hand,  and  whispered,  '*  Men  who  cm 
60  shout  for  freedom  can  surdy  regain  Irelancl  for  the 
Irish,"  and  without  waiting  for  reply,  he  incited 
*'  Byrne  of  Inchageela"  to  state  what  it  *wa8  he  had  to 
propose  to  the  meeting. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  IXTBUDER  AT  MIDNIGHT. 

There  was  a  breathless  silence  while  the  huge 
*'  Munster  man"  heaved  himself  forward;  and  though 
lie  stood  upon  no  elevation,  he  was  taller  than  Law- 
rence, who  kept  his  position  on  the  tomb;  his  enor- 
mous proportions  made  the  more  slender  figures  of 
the  two  leaders  appear  like  those  of  boys. 

Byrne  took  off,  first  his  hat,  then  his  wig,  which  he 
must  have  worn  because  his  father  did  so  before  him, 
for  his  hair  was  abimdant,  though  somewhat  frosted  by 
time;  he  then  looked  round  with  a  sheepish  look, 
throwing  a  sidling  glance  over  the  crowd,  which  now 
appeared  distinctly;  for  several,  following  Murtogh's 
example,  had  kindled  torches  of  bogwood,  that,  as 
the  wind  lulled,  burnt  steadily  enough.  He  spoke  in 
English,  and  *^  Doyle  of  the  Cars"  translated  his  worda 
into  Irish  for  the  benefit  of  those  who  did  not,  as  Mas- 
ter Mat  would  have  said,  understand  **  the  Vulgate P 
He  spoke  slowly,  as  if  resolved  to  curb  his  natiural  im- 
petuosity. 


"Boys,"  he  said,  "boysl  I  am  no 
speech-making,  though  I  bcKere  it*f  prafcljin 
that  I'm  a  good  hand  at  the  fiat  Boja,  ivl 
done  is  well  understood  by  yes  alL  Hie  Ua 
of  my  own  lake  could  have  infonned  (onlyth 
it),  ten  years  agone,  where  the  proocas  scrfu 
who  darkened  my  door  a  living  man,  and  left 
one.  He  had  his  pistols  and  his  eudaskj  a 
all,  he  was  armed  with  the  law  at  his  back. 
THIS,"  and  he  held  forth  his  clenched  h 
could  have  felled  a  Groliah;  "  these  bones 
pistols,  his  cutlash,  and  his  law.  I  never  i 
gatherer,  tazman,  or  soldier,  that  would  fix 
turn  my  back." 

"  We  believe  all  that,"  interrupted  Lawzen 
ing,  that  if  he  got  upon  his  feats  of  atreof 
would  be  no  termination  to  his  harangue;  " 
that,  good  Byrne;  but  the  night  is  pasnng, 
fiiends  have  far  to  go." 

"  Young  blood  wants  patience,"  answered 
'^  Hours  will  pass,  and  friends  will  wait.  B 
enough  said;  aU  know  me,  and  all  know  i 
lumbkill's  and  Pasthorinis'  phrophecics,  n 
working  round,  glory  be  to  the  Lord  I  plain  i 
at  noon-day.  Thcre*8  only  a  little  managem 
ful,  to  trap  every  one  of  our  persecutors  and  t 
midons.  Why,  look  boys,  it*s  asy,  and  nat 
it  shows  how  a  small  light  may  kindle  a  ( 
Xiook  now,  all  the  men  in  Munster  and 
<x>uldn*t  have  saved  our  Urange  captain's  life  1 
an'  he  lying  wounded  in  Labbig  Owen's  bed  < 
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a  Glen  Fleek,  but  &r  the  wifldom  of  Macarthj,  and 
Ite'cateneflBof  Murtogh,  the  Macarthy's  foater-brother. 
Hnrtogh'a  a  jewel,  ao  he  is  I"  said  Bjme,  pressing  his 
hnd  down  upon  Murtogh's  head  with  the  fondness  <^ 
i&tber  fi>r  a  child,  though  Murtogh  staggered  beneath 
Ae  aflEecdonate  pressure.  ^*  Murtogh's  a  jewel  I  There 
m  more  than  ye  know  of,  wishful  that  the  captain 
Aonld  be  left  to  lie  asy ;  and  one  who,  maybe,  afther 
lU,  will  turn  out  nothing  but  a  bird  of  two  weathen, 
wmU  have  given  his  breath  to  save  him.  But  nothing 
ooold  tarn  the  devil's  pack  from  the  deidl's  hunt;  and 
vlut  did  Murtogh,  wild  as  he  looks — faix  it's  proud 
Td  be  of  ye,  if  ye  war  my  boy,  Murtogh  dear — ^but 
fve  no  boy  now." 

"No,  poor  man,  God  help  you,  you  have  not,"  ex- 
Uxned  a  sympathising  voice,  for  the  strong  man  re- 
Mubered  when  he  had  two  sons,  who  had  been  ^'  sacri- 
ioed"  to  the  offended  laws  of  their  country. 

"Oh,  to  see  the  nature  of  him,  and  he  such  a 
'tut!"  exclaimed  another. 

^  Mr*  Byrne,  Sir,"  said  a  third,  *'  keep  a  good  heart; 
^  ^nery  drop  of  blood  that  was  in  their  bodies  we'll 
•Ve  a  life  yet" 

**  Thank  yez  all  for  yer  mercy,  God  bless  yez,  ye'r 
^  right  sort  any  way,"  he  replied,  "  only  the  wake- 
iiB  comes  over  me  mighty  strong,  so  it  does,  when  I 
KXik  of  them;  sometimes,  I  see  'em  as  plain  as  light — 
^  rosy  twins,  sleeping  on  the  white  bosom  of  the 
*thcr  who  died,  as  ye  all  know,  imder  the — "  his 
lotions  prevented  his  utterance,  his  huge  features  be- 
'^  convulsed,  he  struggled  to  speak ;   one  of  his 
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friends  handed  him  a  noggin  of  whiskey,  he  diaak  it  cil 
and  then,  apparently  relieycd,  letamed  to  the  subject 
vrhich  the  remembrance  of  his  own  sorrow  had  dnma 
him  from.  *'  Well,  my  friends  (for  friends  yex  ue  to 
every  heart  in  trouble),  well,  what  did  he  do,  but  1m 
took  the  *•  Natural'  on  himself,  the  'cutest  lad  in  iD 
Cork  took  the  *  Natural'  on  himself,  and  tumbled  os 
before  them  just  as  a  partridge  or  a  lark  (poor  inno- 
oent  birdeen)  would  do  before  a  hound,  just  to  'tkeit 
from  its  nest  Well,  boys,  he  was  the  finest  fool  je 
'  ever  saw,  and  bore  all  the  little  innocent  divarshin,  audi 
as  prodding  him  with  bagnetts  and  the  like  to  nab 
him  jump  and  twist  faces  for  their  divarshin— inoit 
wonderful !" 

"  They'd  have  spitted  me  in  earnest  to  make  me^ 
like  a  cockchaffer  once,"  put  in  Murtogh,  **  but  for  Mr. 
Spencer,  God  reward  him,  who  has  a  heart  to  the  poor, 
though  he  didn't  know  me  from  Adam." 

"  Well,  the  storm  forced  them  to  stop,  and  having 
written  in  their  copies  (they're  lamed  men),  that  *idfc- 
ness  is  the  root  of  all  evil,'  to  keep  their  hand  in,  tky 
set  fire  to  two  or  three  cabins,  and  Murtogh,  one  way 
or  other,  by  seeming  to  encourage  their  going  on  in  tbc 
glen,  and  letting  on  to  have  great  fear  if  they  turte^ 
the  gray  path  (the  mountain  road  where  the  Banshee  of 
the  Macarthys  do  be  wandering  alone),   made  thei^ 
think  that  the  scent  they  were  on  was  wrong;  hekne^ 
mere  than  he'd  let  on,  so  they  threatened  to  shoot  hiit^-i 
and  got  him  on  his  knees,  and  at  last,  dear,  he  confeflse^ 
that  he'd  guided  a  stranger  (giving  all  the  marks  ih^ 
the  major's  own  man  had  tould  him  was  on  the  descnf^ 
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tions— he's  been  one  of  us  these  three  years  and  more), 
md,  my  darling,  he  tould  how  hc*d  took  him  as  far  as 
Ibonpse  road,  and  left  him  there  in  the  ould  mill" 

'*  And  sure,*'  added  Murtogh,  '*  it  was  dc  deviFs  bad 
b^  both  of  us  had  to  send  dem  dat  road  at  all,  at  all; 
hrwhen  dey  found  noting  in  de  mill,  and  see  de  square 
imrer  of  de  Macarthy  a  little  way  on,  dey  turned  savage. 
Old  because  (de  Lord  above  knows  it  was  in  aimest 
[  wu  den)  I  swore  to  dem  he  never  sheltered  dere 
(ood  nor  bad^  and  dat  dere  was  noting  in  it  but  Molche 
Etrenagh  and  de  bare  walls,  dey  would  not  blive  mo, 
mt  portended  to  tink  we  were  still  dcsaving  dem— de 
jnnts  of  de  world  I  to  destroy  de  fine  ould  place. 
Ulster  Lawrence  says  he  knew  how  it  'ud  be  from  de 
int,  but  de  Lord  above  knows  I'd  no  notion  dey^d  have 
lone  dat ;  and  when  it  was  done,  de  night  was  come, 
ind  dey'd  noting  for  it  but  to  get  back  as  fast  as  dey 
»uld  to  Macroom." 

^  A  friend  is  better  than  a  castle,  new  or  old,  any 
Ity,"  said  Lawrence,  ^^  and  if  a  hair  of  the  head  that 
>tt  thought  and  risked  so  much  for  us,  were  but  injured, 
othing  could  efibce  the  scandal  that  would  have  fallen 
1^  Us.  I  should  not  now  have  had  my  friend  by  my 
^  if  the  scoundrels  had  taken  their  course  through  the 
^.'*  Macarthy  said  this,  in  his  usual,  bold,  frank  tone ; 
It  Louis'  eyes  were  sufiused  with  tears;  he  rejoiced 
at  the  dim  light  prevented  his  emotion  from  being 
SH,  and  he  whispered  something  of  passionate  gra- 
Ude  and  earnest  regret. 

feyme  recommenced  his  explanation  which  the  few 
^xAb  of  Lawrence  had  interrupted.      "  Now,  boys. 
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attend  to  mc,  draw  round — that's  it.  We  aQ  kaofw 
the  character  that  the  lakes  of  lochageelA  and  dieie 
mountains  haye  got;  weQ,  deani  yoa  know  the  puicf 
Edm-an-eigh;  you  know  how  the  locks  stand  up  etdi 
ride  of  the  mountains,  and  how  the  stones  grew  ligm 
they  grew  old;  you  know  its  twists  and  turns,  and  hm 
the  ancient  holly  and  yew  trees  stand  about,  and  Ae 
ivy  makes  hiding-places;  you  know,  that  when  yoa  get 
in  you  don't  see  ten  yards  afore  ye  the  way  to  get  out 
Now  boys,  this  is  it ;  the  morning  afther  nezt^  Vn 
reason  to  know,  the  cut-throat  soldiers  mean  to  boost 
the  country,  and  here^s  a  list  of  the  gentlemen  (and 
Black  Aby  among  them)  thai^s  to  meet  'em  at  the  end 
of  the  pass;"  there  was  a  rush  forward,  eveiy  face  mi 
turned  towards  Byrne;  countenances  deeply  marked  l»7 
strong  and  ycheraent  passions,  throbbing  with  anxietj 
were  all  upturned  towards  him.  *^  111  read  my  list  is 
a  minute,  boys,  as  soon  as  yell  hand  me  over  one  rf 
them  bog  lights,  for  the  sight  isn't  what  it  was  in  my 
ould  eyes ;  but  before  I  begin  that,  or  go  any  further, 
so  as  to  spread  my  plan  before  yez — how  well  bchy 
them — ^tempt  them — and  set  'cm  and  finish  'em,  nor 
let  one  escape — ^ve  the  ravens  their  prey,  and  thida 
the  mountain  streams  with  the  blood  of  our  tyrant^-* 
I'd  be  just  glad  to  know  on  ycr  faith  an'  yer  hope  rf 
salvation,  if  ye'r  all  book-sworn,  in  the  face  of  Godf 
man,  and  yer  country  ?  the  true — free  oath,  which  u 
every  man  present  doesn't  subscribe  to,  we  know  how 
to  make  him.  I  ask  ye  again  as  yez  shall  answer 
before  the  Almighty  at  the  last  day,  are  yez  all  8W0in» 
boys?" 
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But  though  Byrne  ipoke  at  the  top  of  his  voice  he 
Wiivwered  by  one  ]em  powerful,  but  more  dear,  and 
mm  distmct  than  his  own — '*  No !" 

bwoold  be  impossible  to  describe  the  sudden  rush 
tomdB  the  spot,  somewhat  distant  from  that  which 
tlie  presence  of  Lawrence  and  Liouis  had  made  the 
cortre  of  the  crowd.  The  terrible  sensation  which 
i^phtod  erery  one  present — all  seized  with  a  desire  as 
ndden  as  it  was  vehement  to  annihilate  whoever  had 
iteded  into  their  circle  and  secrets — was  about  to  act, 
lAen  Lawrence  sprang  fix>m  his  elevated  position,  and 
pued  £ofr  a  moment,  uncertain  what  to  do.  It  was 
ngular  that  though  pressed  closely  in  on  every  side, 
At  itianger  remained  tmtouchcd;  not  a  hand  had  yet 
nied  on  him  on  whom  they  glared  so  fiercely.  Some 
ridded  theb  shillalas,  and  not  a  few  stooped  for  stones, 
bithey  did  not  so  much  as  disturb  the  drapery  of  his 
iloik,  and  the  placid  look  with  which  he  regarded 
haan,  neither  smiling  nor  firowmng,  proved  either  the 
BQit  extraordinary  self-possession,  or  a  total  ignorance 
{  die  danger  in  which  he  was  placed.  There  was  a 
llm  dignity,  a  moral  purpose  and  power  about  the 
Btnder  which  kept  the  men  at  bay;  they  drew  closer 
(ttdeloser,  still  fierce  and  glaring,  but  offered  him  no 
'vfaioe.  Doyle  of  the  Cars  being  something  below 
hft  middle  size  pushed  one  way  and  then  another  before 
^  ooold  see  the  stranger,  and  when  he  did,  he  clasped 
'V bands  and  exclaimed: 

**  Ongh,  murder  and  glory  I  'tis  his  fetch  that's  in  it — 
^  murder,  dead  and  alive,  what  ails  my  eyes !" 
^wrence  by  this  time  stood  before  him — face  to 
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face.  With  the  feeling  natural  to  gentlemen — ftbe  one 
by  education,  the  other  by  nature — ^they  mov«d  dieir 
hats. 

^*'  It  is  very  singular,  very  unaccountable,  Sir,"  flud 
Lawrence,  "forcing  yourself  into  a — a — a— prints 
meeting  as  a  spy." 

"  Oh,  no  masther,  not  that,**  interrupted  Dojle, 
"  Mister  Lawrence,  Sir,  he's  not  that;  ye  don't  know 
him,  he's  one  of  ourselyes  for  all  hiB  words;  Fll  ktye 
take  my  life  on  my  knees  if  he  isn't.  Grrass  greeDflt 
Sir,  and  the  cloth  doak!  Och,  then  evciy  hour's  bft^ 
luck  to  the  night,  that  ye  can't  see  the  colour  of  iti 
that  would  spake  for  itself." 

This  rhapsody  was  lost  on  Lawrence,  who  fionte^ 
the  stranger,  while  he  seemed  astonished  at  his  leoep" 
tion.     "  Who  are  you.  Sir?"  demanded  Macarthj. 

*'  I  question  your  right  to  inquire,"  was  the  co^ 
reply,  **  but  though  I  came  here  secretly,  I  had  noi*** 
tention  to  learn  what  you  did  not  wish  to  communicifc^f 
and  resolved  to  make  myself  known  before  the  meetixB^ 
dispersed.  I  am  Mr.  Spencer  of  Spencer  Gooit*  ^ 
stranger  in  person,  but  not  in  heart;  I  need  not  to*^* 
spoken  when  I  did,  if  I  had  wished  to  deceive  you." 

There  was  something  so  natural  and  straightforW*^ 
in  this,  that  the  people  looked  at  each  other,  cons^^''* 
that  the  new  master  of  Spencer  Court  could  knoir  **^ 
thing  of  the  danger  he  encountered,  and  perplexed 
dificrcnt  degrees  according  to  their  feelings  and 
cities,   as  to  what  his  motive  could  be;  the  nutt^ 
afloat  were  such  as  induced  them  to  consider  him 
friend;  and  the  secret  information  received  fiom 
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he  liad  engaged  at  Cork,  had  been  equally 
idbetoiy.  StiU  he  had  outraged  their  law;  un- 
own,  unsworn,  he  had  stolen  in  among  them.  He 
g^  go  forth  and  destroy  even  the  forlorn  hope 
kt  lemained—- exhibit  their  danger  to  the  gentry 
omed  to  perish  in  the  pass  of  Keim-an-eigh. 
"I  came  here  for  a  double  purpose/'  resumed  Ed- 
id  Spencer. 

"I  said  he  came  to  join  us!"  exclaimed  Doyle, 
ing^  high  into  the  air.  ^^  I  knew  it.  Wasn't  he 
al  and  glove  with  Father  Jasper?  didn't  he  send 
btjr  guineas  for  the  building  of  the  new  chapel? 
dn't  he  want  to  turn  the  banks  of  the  Lee,  God  bless 
into  cottege  gardens?  Success !  we're  in  for  it  now, 
^  Didn't  he  give  mee  sister  Biddy  a  bit  of  yallah 
old  on  board  the  ship,  for  setting  her  curse  on  Black 
y  ?  There's  glory  for  ould  Ireland !" 
Qiis  was  a  species  of  ^^  aside,"  delivered  first  to  one, 
tt  to  another,  who  heard  and  did  not  hear,  for  the 
It  deep  attention  followed  the  words  of  Edward 
Hoer,  who  continued.  "  A  double  purpose — ^to 
on  with  you  on  the  ruin  that  awaits  your  pursuance 
his  unlawful  system;  and  to  deUver  a  letter  to  a 
ion,  a  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Louis,  who,  unfor- 
lAely,  I  believe,  is  this  night  among  you." 
lie  Irish  are  an  imaccountable  people:  if  unhappily 
le  to  consider  "  the  wild  justice  of  revenge,"  the 
r  justice  they  can  enjoy,  they  are  as  much  given  to 
rild  generosity,  which  bursts  forth  even  in  their 
Kest  times.  There  was  that  which  went  at  once 
iijd  hearts  of  many,  in  a  gentleman,  a  man  of  im* 
•OL.  II.  r 
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portancc  and  standing  in  the  country,  coming  amaig 
ihem,   declaring  himself  as  not  of  iheii  opmionfl,  io^ 
setting  himself  to  oppose  them,  imanned,  and  je^ 
eTOicing  no  symptom  of  tenor  or  even  of  anxiety. 

"  By  what  means  did  you  get  here,  Sir?"  inquii^s^ 
Lawrence. 

"  By  means  of  your  paas-words — pronounced,"  9^ 
added,  *'  as  well  as  I  could  manage  them." 

"  And  who  instructed  you  in  these?* 

"  That  I  shall  certainly  not  tell  you." 

"  There's  an  informer  somewhere  F*  growled  Bjmc-^s* 

"  Are  you  armed.  Sir?*  persisted  Lawrence,  eviiltiil     M\ 
much  astonished. 

Edward   imclaspt  his  cloak,   which    fell  fiom 
shoulders,  as  if  to  prove  the  truth  of  his  words. 

''  No ;  why  should  I  come  armed?    I  came  to 
determined  to  love,  not  fear  you;  to   come 
would  argue  not  only  a  mistrust  that  you  do  notS-^ 
serve,  but  exceeding  foUy.    What  could  the  an*    «f 
one  man  do  against  a  multitude?    I  came  as  a  fno^^ 
to  advise  and  to  see,  if  I  can,  the  person  to  whom 
letter  is  addressed." 

'*  Louis !"  said  Lawrence,  ''  Louis !"  But  '*  the 
tain"  had  disappeared;  Lawrence  desired  several  to 
him,  but  he  could  not  be  foimd.     '*  K  you  intt*'^ 
the  letter  to  me  I  will  certainly  give  it  to  him,**  8»*^ 
Macarthy. 

Edward  replied  that  was  impossible.  But  Bj^**^ 
started  forward,  and  with  the  bitterest  and  most  fia»rf^ 
curse  which  the  Lish  language  is  capable  of  tatff^^ 
in  its  might  of  expresaon,  he  inquired  what  H^^^ 
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^  Take  the  letter  from  bim,  boys.  How  do 
IT  lliat  lie  18  Mr.  Spencer?  How  do  wc  know 
what  maj  be  behind  him?'  he  spoke  in  Irish, 
biB  arms  about,  and  looking  amid  the  flame  and 
ind  flickering  of  the  torches,  kindled  to  gase 
e  stranger^  more  like  the  demon  of  wild  mystery 
iTing  man.  *<  I  tell  you  we  have  been  betrayed 
ige  foxes.  Are  you  all  mad  to  stand  looking 
Eon  as  if  he  were  a  saint?  let  him  hang  upon 
he  first  of  those  whose  blood  must  spill  before 
oti  changes.  Are  ye  mad,  boys?  Hasn't  he 
ly  words,  and  would  you  let  him  go  to  tell  them 
)  hills  and  ring  a  warning?  Macarthy,  remem- 
x  burnt  ruins;  remember  what  your  father  suf- 
irough  the  Saxons  of  Spencer  Court;  remem- 
i  two  funerals;  remember  the  dying  words  of 

Macarthy." 

B  the  bad  passions  of  the  people  were  in  the 
oit— again  they  changed,  and  as  the  first  gener^ 
pulse  of  his  better  nature  shrunk  away  firom 
loe  Macarthy's  heart,  he  forgot  himself  and 
with  a  dark  suspicion  upon  the  young  English* 
hose  deep-seated  and  fervent  romance  had  urged 
an  act  of  well  intentioned  bravery, 
ard  heard  for  the  first  time  the  '^  barbarous 
^*' — as  it  is  falsely  and  insultingly  called,  by 
rho  do  not  understand  its  pathos  or  its  power — 
boldly  by  a  Celt,  unrestrained  and  full  of  energy; 
had  no  idea  of  its  import,  for  Byrne's  head  was 
away,  until  his  eye,  quick  at  reading  the  himian 
lance,  caught  the  changed  expression  of  every 

f2 
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face  around  him.     Distrust  had  taken  the  place  ^^ 
curiosity  and  interest.     Against  Byrne's  appeal,  Doyl-^ 
protested  vehemently;  he  repeated  what  he  had  add 
English,  in  his  native  tongue  with  more  than  his 
eloquence;  enlarging  upon  every  thing  he  had 
stated,  and  affirming  in  the  very  teeth  of  Mr.  Spenc 
own  denial  that  he  toas  one  of  them;  and,  now, 
whose  prejudices  had  gone  with   Byrne,  had 
hearts  recalled  by  Doyle,  and  muttered  expresnons  c^   of 
admiration  were  mingled  with  one  or  two  good  wishc 
while  Lawrence,  hating  the  race,  could  hardly  undo'^ 
stand  the  feeling  of  respect  with  which  he  gazed  uj 
the  man.    They  were  all  tempest-tossed ;  the  only 
really  immoved  amongst  them  being  him  whose  li — ^fe 
hung  upon  a  hair — upon  less — ^the  wavering  will         of 
the  very  wildest  impulses. 

**  Considering,"  said  Mr.  Spencer,  addressmg  La^^^- 
rence,  "  what  I  seem  to  have  perilled  by  coming  amo^a^ 
you,  if  I  read  these  angry  countenances  aright,  I  hoX* 
you  will  at  least  hear  what  I  came  to  say." 

"  There  is  nothing  you,  or  one  of  your  name,  could  8^-7' 
Sir,"  replied  Lawrence,  fully  awake  to,  and  carried  ^^ 
by  the  popular  feeUng,  "  would  afiect  me,  or  any  b^*^^ 
We  know  the  bent  of  English  words,  and  the  vala^    ^ 


English  promises.    Without  being  one  qf  us,  youi 
come  possessed  of  our  signs,  have  stolen  in  amon^ 
and  learned  our  secrets.     I  am  certain  I  speak  the  ^^^ 
ing  of  every  man  within  the  circuit  of  the  Holy  Isl^-^^  ' 
when  I  offer  you  the  alternative  of — ^taking  our  (^^     \ 
or — "  Lawrence  paused;  daring  as  he  was,  he  ' 
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lie  courage  to  speak  the  alternative  on  which  he  had  at 
he  moment  detezmined. 

**Qr  what.  Sir?"  inquired  Edward,  and  liis  cheek 
leriups  changed  colour.  '^  Will  you  be  so  good  as  to 
tame  the  condition  you  annex  to  this  most  extra- 
idxnaiy  proposal  to  one  who  came  among  Irishmen 
nudng  to  their  generosity,  and  proving  Uiat  trust  as  I 
m  proved  it?' 

^Ihe  condition  my  friend  proposed,"  said  Louis, 
lio  reappeared  as  suddenly  as  he  had  vanished,  and 
ow  stood  beside  Macarthy  with  an  air  and  carriage  as 
net  and  collected  as  if  he  too  were  a  Saxon, ''  is  this 
-diatif  you  do  not  immediately  accept  our  oath,  you 
list  submit  to  be  taken  from  hence  blindfold,  to  where 
)u  will  be  kept  in  perfect  safety,  until  it  accords  with 
»•  safety  to  set  you  at  liberty.  It  is  a  measure  we  sin- 
lely  regret;  but  considering  what  you  have  heard, 
iQ  yourself  must  see  we  have  no  alternative." 
At  the  first  sound  of  his  voice,  Edward  started;  but 
^  only  was  Louis  shrouded  in  the  large  coarse  frcize 
at  of  the  peasantry,  but  his  face  was  covered  with 
i^  crape. 

**  You  were  quite  right,"  continued  the  captain,  "  in 
ttting  to  hearts  that  beat  with  every  generous  senti- 
3>t  towards  the  generous.  We  shall  at  once  con- 
ice  you  that,  however  we  may  disagree,  we  treat 
^iourable  men  with  honour.  It  is  impossible  to  mis- 
^eistand  your  motive  in  coming  among  us  as  you 
^  done;  but  let  me  hope  that,  sympathizing  as  we 
*W  you  do,  with  the  wrongs  and  sorrows  of  (I  use 
^  own  words)  '  the  covmtry  of  your  adoption,'  you 
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TiiQ  not  hositate  to  enroll  yourself  among  those  ivbo 
struggle  for  her  liberty;  who  live  in  the  hope  tbat  thej 
mav  vet  sec  her  CTeat  and  free  !** 

"  It  is  quite  needless.  Sir,  to  propose  anj  aoch  abff- 
native  to  me/'  was  the  proud  refdy.  **  If  joa  Idi 
given  me  a  choice  between  the  enrolling  mysdf  0 1 
member  of  an  illegal  body  and  death,  of  course  I  dioiiUi 
have  chosen  the  latter.     I  came  here — " 

*^  We  know  that,  Sir,"  said  Louis;  **  you  cettmij 
did  come  here,  and  doubtless,  at  this  moment,  joa,iiid 
all  witliin  the  circuit  of  this  holy  lake,  think  yoa  mn 
exceedingly  foolish  to  have  done  so."  This  littk  nllft 
pronoimccd  in  a  manner  totally  different  from  the  ci^ 
tain's  usual  tone,  coupled  with  his  former  words,  not 
only  re-established  liim  in  the  people's  favour,  but  got 
them  on  his  side. 

**  Tlie  gentleman  meant  no  harm" — '*  He's  a  stranger 
in  earnest" — '*  His  uncle  took  the  sharpness  off  poverty 
for  ten  miles  round  Spencer  Court" — "  Those  whoctfw 
to  him  lasting,  left  hJm  fiill"— "  May  be,  he'll  bring 
luck  to  tlic  country  yet."     These  and  such  like  sen- 
tences were  whispered  about;  and  while  Bynie,  flhu 
keeping  to  his  native  tongue,  said,  he  didn't  care  wW 
came  of  the  pale-faced  Saxon,  if  he  was  put  safe  awaj 
until  the  net  was  spread  and  the  game  finished,  Jkf^ 
fell  at  Edward's  feet,   twisted  his  arms  around  bi^ 
knees,  and  entreated  him  in  the  most  moving  teimB  ^ 
join  them. 

"  Fm  the  only  boy  in  it  his  honour  knows,"  said 
poor  fellow,  "  and  when  he  gets  out  and  meets  me 
the  streets  of  Cork,  what  'ud  hinder  him  to  turn 
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om^9B9aj  as  the  leaf  of  a  book,  to  the  law;  but  I 
hov  hu  piiiiciplesy  and  sure  something  not  right 
CRXRd  him  an'  he  on  the  road  here,  for  I'd  give  forty 
xidiB  he  came  to  join  us,  and  if  you'll  only  let  me  stop 
nth  him  till  morning,  I'll  go  bail  he'll  come  roimd ;  it's 
loddng  but  the  walking  over  crossed  hazd  or  the  like 
htfi  bothered  him  entirely;  arah !  what  would  bring 
•a  unanned  man  into  the  thick  of  us,  only  to  join?  Ye 
bn't  understand  gentlemen  as  I  do,  that  liavc  the  driv- 
Bgof  'em  from  one  year's  end  to  another ;  just  let  me 
«Te  the  talking  to  him." 

Louis  claimed  his  letter,  which  Edward  would  not 
ite  until  he  saw  a  mark  on  his  left  wrist.  He  ad- 
xened  a  few  words  to  him  and  Macarthy ,  which  knelled 
II  their  ears  in  after  hours. 

*I  cannot  and  will  not  leave  this  spot,"  he  said, 
'  irithout  calling  upon  you,  whose  real  names  and  posi- 
Ktts  are  unknown  to  me,  but  whom  I  have  learned  in 
lui  brief  time  to  consider  gifted  with  power,  and  edu- 
*ted  far  better  than  those  by  whom  you  are  sur- 
iQiided,  to  pause  before  you  plunge  tliis  midtitude 
rto  deeper  crime — crime  fruitless  only  in  the  sin  and 
Iditional  misery  it  brings  upon  those  who  trust  you, 

their  leaders.  This  ia  not  the  way  to  improve  their 
ndition,  to  overcome  oppression,  to  bring  conviction 
*t  they  deserve  liberty:  the  blood  they  shed  will  bo 
^  bitterest  pimishment." 

lAwrence  was  listening  with  forced  coolness,  but 
*^  made  a  signal  to  Murtogh,  who,  with  another 
si^flQian,  one  on  each  side,  seized  Mr.  Spencer's  arms^ 
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-^hile  a  third  bandaged  his  eyes.     He  protested  agaios^ 
this  violence;  but  no  reply  was  ofiered;  though  uh 
proceeded  through  the  crowd  many  a  nmmuued  bloi* 
ing  reached  his  ear  mingled  with  the  heavy  bieidiiigi 
of  the  multitude.   '^  He's  a  brave  gentleman,  God  Mm 
him !"    '^  Don't  be  afeard,  Sir,  God  mark  ye  to  gnoe,  'i 
it's  no  sin  to  say  it."    Despite  the  darkness  he  aooa 
perceived  he  had  quitted  the  island  without  even  the 
companionship  of  his  friend  Doyle. 

The  oath,  so  secret  and  so  fearful,  to  spare  no  kin — 
to  take  no  plunder — ^to  obey  when  called  on — ^to  ask  no 
questions — ^to  yield  the  living  body,  and  the  workings 
of  the  immortal  mind  entirely  to  the  guidance  of  others — 
was  generally  administered,  not  at  those  great  meetings, 
but  by  nimibers  of  armed  men,  who  visited  the  cottages 
and  farmhouses  in  the  various  counties  at  midnight: 
men  who,  if  the  inhabitants  were  unwilling  to  join 
them,  forced  them  to  do  so  by  threats  of  death  and 
burning.     But  this  was  a  great  occasion;  they  knew 
that  if  they  failed  in  the  blockade  of  the  pass  of  Keim- 
an-eigh,  they  were  all  dead  men !  if  they  succeeded, 
not  only,  they  thought,  should  they  get  rid  of  the 
most  obnoxious  men  of  the  county,  but  strike  a  panic 
through  the  coimtry,  that  woidd  make  the  walls  of 
Dublin  castle  tremble ! 

The  orphan  boy  was  received  among  them,  and 
plucking  the  wooden  crosses  from  the  graves  on  which 
they  knelt,  with  that  mingling  of  religious  enthusiasm 
that  blends  itself  with  an  Irish  peasant's  every  thought 
and  action — amid  tlie  flickering  of  half-extinguished 
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taitlkefl^  and  beneath  the  shadow  of  gray  trees,  and  still 
Me  venerable  doisters — ^thej  swore  again  what  they 
ludgvrcffn  before — to  be  true  and  secret,  firm  and  united, 
a  their  next  great  efibrt  And  the  gray  light  of  morning, 
If  ittrimmphed  oyer  the  mountains,  met  many  returning 
fimn  their  last  meeting  at  Gougane  Barra ! 
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CHAPTER  V. 

THE  MOUNTAIN  PHISOX. 

Edward  Spencer  did  not  know  enough  of  IrA 
miles  to  calculate  distances,  but  he  knew  he  had  walked 
a  long  way  before  lie  was  requested  to  moimt  a  pony, 
upon  which  he  ascended  to  a  considerable  height,  and 
then  he  was  told  he  must  walk  again,  as  the  "  baste" 
could  go  no  further.  The  men  conversed  together  in 
Irish ;  but  occasionally  they  spoke  to  Mr.  Spencer,  Gi* 
deavouring,  with  national  tact,  to  convince  him,  tb»t 
being  prevented  seeing  liis  way,  was  the  most  fortuiute 
tiling  that  could  have  happened  to  him. 

"  Well,  Jem,  I'd  tliank  God  I  couldn't  sec  my  w»y 
such  a  night  as  this !  and  nothing  but  rock  on  the  one 
side,  and  the  rowling  water  on  the  other.  Well,  the 
baste  is  a  jewel !  How  beautiful  he  stept  that  Bedad, 
Sir,  if  ye  had  been  left  the  sight  of  yer  eyes,  ye'd 
have  broke  yer  neck  long  ago;  for,  like  all  strange^ 
you'd  have  been  guiding  the  baste,  instead  of  letting 
it  guide  you." 

Edward  endeavoured  to  draw  them  into  oonversatiott 
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boot  die  meetmg  at  Grougane  Bana,  but  in  vain;  nor 
nid  all  his  ingenuity  enable  him  to  discover  ihe 
ones  of  theb  leaders.  *' They  call  them  both  captains; 
le  'the  long  captain,'  and  the  other  '  the  strong  cap- 
in;'  one  *  the  fair  captain/  the  other  ^  the  dark 
ptein.'" 

••Had  tb^  no  other  names?' 
*•  Maybe  th^  had,  maybe  they  hadn't." 
*'  One  was  called  Louis,"  Mr.  Spencer  said. 
*'0h,  maybe  so.    They  had,  he  knew,  sometimes 
iiee  different  names  on  a  Christian,  and  surely  they 
Bve  too  much  for  any  man." 

Mr.  Spencer  was  no  adept  at  cross  questioning;  and 
id,  moreover,  a  sort  of  moral  scruple  about  making 
dopk  tell  falsehoods  when  he  found  them  bent  on  not 
Oing  the  truth.  This,  more  than  aught  else,  checked 
le conversation;  but  had  he  continued  his  inquiries, 
il  guides  would  have  found  no  difficulty  in  replying, 
lie  keen  mountain  air,  as  the  morning  broke,  made 
in  feel  hungry ;  in  answer  to  a  question  as  to  where 
^wexe  to  breakfast,  they  replied  by  pressing  on  him 
fjim  of  whiskey,  and  were  much  astonished  at  his 
Efiamgit. 

After  a  wearisome  ascent,  during  which  he  was 
MMt  carefully  guided — ^lifted  over  stones  and  rivulets, 
^  cared  for  as  tenderly  by  the  mountaineers,  as  if 
^  had  been  a  child — they  came  to  a  sudden  pause. 
We  was  an  increased  jabbering  of  Irish;  a  whisper- 
S,  and  calling,  and  hallooing ,  followed  by  a  loud 
^^^cking  at  a  gate  or  door,  apparently  with  a  sUme; 
^  more  talk,  and  then  he  was  led  with  considerable 
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caution  and  warning  over  a  bridge,  evidently  mnckool 
of  repair.  He  heard  the  dash  and  the  foam  of  the  to 
rent  beneath;  and  more  than  once  a  stone  rolled  of 
and  fell  into  the  water  with  a  sound  like  the  repoiid 
a  pistol.  At  last  the  change  of  atmosphere  informed  faii 
that  he  stood  beneath  a  roof — ^warm  peat  smoke  wroA 
ing  round  him.  Here  there  was  another  pause,  anodM 
consultation,  and  the  soft  tones  of  more  than  oh 
woman's  voice  mingled  with  the  harsher  tongues  of  tb 
men;  he  hoped  every  moment  that  his  eyes  wodd 
have  been  unbandaged,  but  they  were  not.  There  vi 
a  noise  on  some  stairs,  and  much  movement  over  U 
head,  and  whisperings  both  in  Irish  and  Elnglidi;  tod 
once  or  twice  a  low  tittering  laugh,  which  somdoii 
made  the  sensitive  Englishman  think  they  were  hn^ 
ing  at  him.  It  was  the  light  breezy  laugh  of  a  yoong 
woman,  and  tfiat  made  it  worse.  After  a  little  man 
delay,  he  was  guided  up  a  spiral  stone  staircase,  fedng 
the  rugged  and  broken  walls  as  he  went;  then  k 
entered  a  chamber  so  low  that  he  could  not  stand  if- 
right;  and  the  next  moment  his  eyes  were  unooveid* 
There  was  not  light  enough  to  dazzle  him,  certaiolyi 
and  what  there  was  streamed  through  a  slit-like  irin- 
dow,  which  he  afterwards  found  conunanded  a  view  of 
a  sort  of  lawn— once,  perhaps,  a  court-yard — and  4e 
ruins  of  a  terrace- walk,  where  fallen  stones,  weeds,  vA 
flowers  mingled  together.  This  walk  terminated  it 
the  commencement  of  a  morass,  deepened  into  poob<'( 
water,  out  of  which  spnmg  up  huge  bullrushcs  and 
wild  rampant  marsh  flowers;  and  beyond,  a  lake  l»y 
like  a  sluggard,  round  the  base  of  an  abrupt  mountaioi 
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pn  whoee  bare  and  rugged  side  not  a  single  blade  of 
JBS  was  TiaiUe — nothing  but  lumps  of  stem,  gray 
IHDite  to  YBTj  its  monotony.  He  could  not  see  the 
ndge  he  had  passed,  nor  any  thing  that  was  not  the 
«j  leslity,  or  lype,  of  desolation.  The  room  had  a 
nmhr  cell-like  roof,  which,  like  the  floor  and  walls, 
IM  of  rudely  hewn  stone.  There  was  a  wide  fire-place, 
rime  the  ashes  of  a  turf  fire  still  smouldered,  a  table, 
i  itool,  and  chair;  and  a  quantity  of  clean  straw  was 
Mped  in  a  comer,  over  which  some  lengths  of  dark- 
{Bjfirieie,  such  as  women's  cloaks  are  made  of,  were 
imd.  It  was  evident  that  the  room  had  been  rc- 
Mljr  occupied,  firom  the  cmmbs  that  were  scattered 
lathe  floor  and  on  the  table. 

^Ter  honour  will  be  as  gay  as  a  lark  here,  when 
liee  ye  get  used  to  it,"  said  a  long-armed,  long-necked, 
DBd^caded,  flat-faced  brogucanccr,  who  seemed  dcter- 
ibed  to  act  both  scnechal  and  gaoler.  "  There's  a 
ii^^  fine  view  intirely  when  the  day  do  be  clear 
EaoQgh  for  yer  honour  to  see  it.  Fine  shooting  over 
thit  mountain.  Sir,  when  a  body  has  a  gun,  and  there's 
ngr  birds  on  it.  And  faith,  as  to  the  lake,  sorra  a 
iner  handful  of  wather  in  all  Ireland  for  fish  of  all 
Onds,  until  lately.  Sir,  not  more  nor  a  hundred  years 
igD,  when  they  all  died." 

^  And  are  there  no  fish  in  it  now?' 

^No,  Sir,  not  to  say  what  a  Christian  woidd  ate, 
lodiiiig  but  sarpintSf  Sir — that  war." 

**  What  do  you  mean  by  '  that  were  ?  " 

''Oh,  murder!  shure  I  thought  yer  honour  was  a 
hand  intirely  at  the  English ;  but  do  ye  know, 
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Sir,**  and  he  placed  liis  ahouldeor  ag^inat  ihe  fiie-phott 
and  croesed  one  foot  over  the  other  with  the  deteEnnl 
*  lounge'  of  a  prodigious  talker,  **that  my  fidieri 
who  was  shipwracked  in  a  plaoe,  they  call  it  by  fts 
name  of  Anglesay ,  tould  us,  that  hut  for  their  pride,  fts 
Kngliah  would  be  forced  to  come  to  us  to  kmEn^; 
every  word  they  bring  so  stiff  and  so  slow  OBitf 
their  head,  not  one  bit  glib  on  the  tongue — and  bd 
grammar!" 

'^  Indeed!"  ejaculated  Mr.  Spencer,  anking  intodt 
chair,  which  creaked  beneath  his  weight;  he  wis  too 
fatigued  and  too  much  occupied  with  thoughts  of  die 
past  night  to  fed  much  amused  at  the  fellow's  oddi^ 
and  impudence. 

'^  Faix,  ay  ;  my  mother  was  a  schoolmaster's  dan^ 
ter  that  had  Latin,  so  my  father  ought  to  know.  Hmr'i 
nothing  but  grate  walloping  eels  in  the  poor  lake  oov; 
God  help  us  I  thcre'^s  none  of  us  know  what's  befoicitf! 
to  sec  beautiful  water  like  that,  tossificated  with  thoB 
nasty  sarpints." 

"  Serpents,"  repeated  Edward,  "  surely  there  aie  no 
serpents  in  Ireland." 

"  Whisht,  Sir !  they  don't  like  to  be  called  that,  Sr, 
because  Saint  Pathrick,  glory  to  him !  changed  evdj 
one  of  them  into  eels  ;  that's  it,  and  took  their  bits  of 
stings  out  of  their  mouths;  but  I  can't  abide  'cm,  that* 
all  that's  in  it,  nor  never  could." 

"  Can  I  get  any  breakfast  here  ?"  inquired  Edwaii 

**  Sec  that  now.  Sir!  they're  getting  it,  yer honour; 
if  you'd  only  taken  yer  morning  like  the  rest  of  us,  J^ 
wouldn't  feel  the  want  of  ating  at  all,  at  all ;  it's  won* 
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il  how  a  gliflB  of  whiflkey  puts  the  hunger  off  a 

» 

Ihe  yerj  xeaaoai  you  should  not  take  it,"  said  Mr. 
loer,  gmvely. 

Ilaybe  we  wouldn't,  Sir,  if  we'd  any  thing  eke  to 
;  but  we  get  that  for  nothing,  or  the  next  thing 

[  flhoold  aay,  that  nearly  every  man  last  night  had 

I  his  *  morning/  and  his  '  eyening'  too,"  observed 

ud. 

[  wouldn't  wonder.  Sir,  if  they  had." 

But  Borety  men  in  that  state  arenot  fit  to  judge  for 

sekea" 

Pair,  yer  honour  may  say  that;  devil  a  bit  of  judg* 

;  we  want;  only  the  spirit.  Sir,  that's  it." 

f  on  do  not  seem  to  want  that  in  any  sense  of  the 

• 

Why  then  long  life  to  yer  honour  for  yer  good 

Bntlshouldliketo  see  yoiirreason  called  asmuchinto 
n  as  your  spirit,"  said  Edward,  who  faint  and  weary 
t  was,  had  the  interest  of  the  people  too  much  at  heart 
;the  slightest  opportunity  of  awakening  their  reason 
without  his  word  of  advice  or  observation.  '^I 
Id  Kke  to  see  jour  reason  called  into  action  as  much 
mr  qpirit,  and  your  conscience  left  to  itself." 
A — bub — bub — boo  !  yer  honour,  that  would 
r  do,  what  would  Father  Flood  say  to  that !  Sure  the 
SBt  comfort  we  have  in  life  is,  that  the  priest  (God 
1  Um)  takes  care  of  that  for  us ;  faith,  I'd  bo  long 
r  to  have  my  conscience  bothering  the  life  out  of 
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mc  at  every  hand's  turn,  and  not  knowing  whftt  to  do  to 

keep  it  asy." 

*'  Well,  but — "  said  Edward,  anxious  to  obtain  asdw 
an  insight  as  possible  into  Irish  opinions  on  this  head,  bnl 
the  seneschal  was  not  to  be  caught. 

''I  ax  jer  honour's  pardon,  but  maybe  I  might  M' 
well  go  and  see  what  the  ould  woman's  doing  to  bnb- 
yer  honour's  fast  I  there's  not  much  in  this  wild  pIaoet9 
be  had  for  love,  and  nothing  for  money;"  and  so  sajiii^ 
liis  gaoler  departed,  and  as  he  closed  the  door  after  loo, 
Mr.  Spencer  perceived  that  a  rude  hasp  dangled  fios 
it,  which  he  afterwards  heard  him  fasten  outside. 

The  room  was  not  more  than  ten  feet  by  six,  mggol 
and  comfortless ;  he  felt  so  exceedingly  weary,  diat  lAer 
endeavouring  to  pace  up  and  down  once  or  twice,  \AaA 
he  was  obliged  to  do  with  his  head  bent  upon  his  dierti 
he  laid  down  on  the  heap  of  straw,  and  delivered  Um- 
self  up  to  a  train  of  moody  reflections.  Fear  for  his  po- 
sonal  safety  had  never  disturbed  his  mind  but  once,  and 
with  the  feeling  of  a  generous  nature  he  reproacbei 
himself  for  it ;  he  was  not  in  the  least  degree  awaie  d 
the  danger  he  had  run;  trusting  as  he  did  so  entirely  in 
the  faith  and  strength  of  Irish  generosity,  he  cooU 
have  slept  as  calmly  in  the  imnameable  stronghoU, 
amid  the  mountains  where  he  now  was,  almost  tf 
calmly  as  in  his  own  comfortable  mansion  in  BerbAirei 
but  for  the  sad  beatings  of  his  heart  from  a  &r  diflferent 
cause. 

His  chivalrous  trust  in  the  people  remained  despte 
nil  he  had  heard  and  seen,  and  certainly  this  confidence 
was  not  misplaced. 
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^  had  been  known,  witliin  twenty-four  hours,  through- 
the  country  that  Mr.  Spencer  was  at  Spencer  Court, 
I  would  neither  ann  his  servants  nor  bolt  his  doors; 
I  this  was  worth  a  guard  of  fifty  soldiers  to  him,  at 
I  Toy  least    He  had  learnt  how  very  differently  the 
w  was  administered  in  Ireland  from  what  it  was  in 
g^bnd;  tfaaty  in  fact,  it  was  everywhere  onendded; 
It  it  seemed  to  have  been  devised,  not  for  the  pro- 
tim  of  the  weak  against  the  strong,  but  as  supply- 
{ingmented  power  to  the  oppressor.    Thus  he  be- 
ne wholly  puzzled,  not  only  how  to  act,  but  how 
think*    Tet  he  had  in  a  few  hours  made  astonish- 
l  progress  in  the  heart  of  Mrs.  Myler,  who  suc- 
ided  in  interesting  him  stall  more  for  Ellen  Macdon- 
Iwhose  disappearance  caused  her  more  tears  than  she 
i  died  during  the  whole  of  her  previous  life. 
Edward  was  in  the  midst  of  a  chaos  of  thoughts 
i  ^peculations,  hopes,  fears,  and  a  very  great  degree  of 
rplodty  by  finding  how  impossible  it  was  for  him  to 
b  with  the  gentlemen  of  the  country  as  tlicy  evi- 
lAj  expected,  when  he  received  a  second  mysterious 
ler  firom  Lady  Mary  O'Brien.     This  informed  him 
It  the  fiiend  whose  '*  life  was  dearer  to  her  than  her 
m^  had  escaped  firom  the  peril  of  Glen  Flesk,  only 
6  feszed  to  rush  into  one  much  greater;  that  the  man 
Ktt  whom  she  could  depend  to  convey  the  letter  slie 
closed  to  "  Louis"  was  nowhere  to  be  found;  and  that 
•fett  he  received  this  letter  the  night  of  the  morning 
which  it  should  be  placed  in  Edward's  hands,  she 
«w  it  would  be  too  late  ;  that  he  could  discover 

VOL.  II.  a 
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who  would  safely  deliver  it  by  saying  to  any  one  almrt 
him,  one  of  the  new  eervants  for  '^f!i«tffrKy  wlio  aooos- 
panied  him  from  Cork,  **  Is  it  day  jftV  and  if  lit 
answer  was  "  The  light  shines,"  the  persoii  mjgiit  k 
trusted  to  take  her  letter  between  thehoun  of  hatffii 
nine  and  half-past  ten  to  the  Holy  Uand  in  die  lab 
of  Grougane  Barra  and  deliver  it  as  directed;  coBfii^ 
ing  him  on  his  return  that  he  had  done  so,  hj  descdk 
ing  a  peculiar  mark  which  *'  Loiiis**  had  iqpon  Ini  kft 
wrist;  the  pass-words  to  admit  him  across  the  On» 
way,  she  added,  the  man  would  most  likely  knoVitf 
they  were  all  sworn  in;  but  in  case  he  should  not,k 
must  say,  "Which  is  swiftest?'  the  reply  would  b 
"  The  hawk."     Again  and  again  Lady  Mary  impioni  ! 
Mr.  Spi'nccr  to  sec  tliat  this,  her  earnest  and  deef 
request  should  be  cxeaitcd  for  her,  true  and  faithfiil^; 
she  trusted  him,  and  she  felt  assured  she  might  do  ^ 
The  time  for  explanation  would  come  hereafter;  ali^ 
in  the  hands  of  Providence;  but  she  pmyed  that  if  k 
scr>'ed  lier  faithfully  in  this,  he  micrht  never  need  lid 
in  his  time  of  dilHculty  and  danger. 

Edward  had  a  great  desire  to  witness  a  midnigli^ 
meeting  of  the  AVTiitcboys,  and  a  still  greater  to  «* 
face  to  face  the  man  whom  he  could  not  but  oona^ 
his  rival.  The  whole  mystery  of  Lady  Mary's  ptf* 
had  been  most  singularly  sustained,  and  Edvtfd 
Spencer  was  not  without  hope  tliat  he  should  obtt* 
from  "  Louis"  the  explanation  which,  under  exi*< 
circumstances,  he  could  not  ask  from  her.  Uiged  i)J 
jealousy,  curiosity,  and  a  restless  imdefined  soft  ^ 
heroism,  that  frequently  tempts  men  into  danger  siiBFv 
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cflnne  It  If  danger,  he  eaddenly  lesolved  to  do  Lady 
jay*8  Indding  himself — engaging  the  companion- 
op  of  a  hoj  to  show  him  the  way  to  the  Holy  Island. 
hexescdt  wu  his  captiTily;  with  an  accumulation  of 
oaiU  and  jealousy  ahnost  too  much  to  endure^  and 
ka  torturing  knowledge  that  some  awful  danger  hung 
iter  the  gentlemen  who  had  been  his  companions,  and 
lUdi  he  could  ace  no  means  of  averting.    After  he 
ad  been  alone  for  a  few  minutes,  he  felt  so  feycrish 
bit  he  longed  for  a  glass  of  water,  and  could  hardly 
■^  smiling  at  his  own  absurdity  when  he  found  him- 
df  looking  for  the  bell  to  ring  for  it;  he  was  not,  how- 
1W9  kept  long  waiting,  for  the  seneschal  made  his 
fpeinnoe,  with  a  plate  of  smoking  stirabout  in  one 
Mud,  and  a  wooden  noggin  of  milk  in  the  other; 
Vfing  laid  this  on  the  table,  he  descended,  quickly 
ntoming  with  the  water  Edward  had  requested  and 
I  bottle  of  whiskey,  some  of  which  he  declared  was 
MeBBiy  to  **  kill  the  insects,"  which  would  otherwise 
keep  dancing  aliye  down  his  throat.     Then,  another 
mountaineer  made  his  appearance  more  wild  looking 
Bid  uncouth  than  the  first,  his  hair,  of  a  deeper  red, 
lowing  over  his  slioulders,  while  his  eyes  wandered 
slniit  Edward  as  if  he  had  never  seen  a  civilised  crea- 
^  before;  he  brought  some  boiled  eggs  and  a  broiled 
9ii  herring  swimming  in  butter,  and  soon  after,  much 
to  Edward's  astonishment,  a  very  small  china  teapot 
^fidoitly  beautiftd  in  its  ugliness  to  constitute  the 
Boa  of  a  maiden  lady's  china  closet,  a  cup  and  saucer 
of  the  none  material,  and  a  cream  jug  and  basin  of  the 
del£ 
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^'  Shall  I  go  or  stay,  yer  honour?*  inq[iiued  the 
head  warden,  resuming  his  old  poation. 
Have  you  bieak£eu9ted?' 

This  is  Friday,  Sir,  and  besides  that  I've  a  L'ttfe 
penance  on  myself  that  hinders  my  breaking  mj  M 
until  late  in  the  day." 

"  But  the  whiskey?'  said  Edward. 

'*  Oh  sure  it  isn't  counting  that  any  thing  I'd  be^ 
that*s  no  more  than  a  sup  of  water;  why  the  CooDcil 
of  Trint  itself  put  no  fast  on  the  whiskey.  Take  anodtf 
egg,  yer  honour,  sure  it  isn't  laving  off  with  two  egp 
you'd  be,  and  them  sups  of  wake  thrasli  that  the  womes 
are  so  fond  of;  well  there's  three  of  the  boys  gone  rf" 
to  look  for  a  bit  of  proper  dinner  for  yer  honour,  fcr 
it's  himself  would  go  mad  if  he  thought  ye  wanted  fcr 
any  thing  while  ye're  visiting,  Sir." 

**  Can  you  let  me  have  pen  and  ink  after  youb^ 
removed  these  tilings?" 

**  Is  it  pin  and  ink !  well  I  suppose  it's  as  good  «8 
Ibrty  years  since  the  likes  of  that  has  been  seen  hsK, 
and  if  there  was  itself,"  added  the  fellow,  significantly, 
**  tliere's  no  post-office  in  these  parts  and  nopastman!' 

**  Can  you  lend  me  a  book  ?" 

**  Is  it  a  book  ?  I  dare  say  Miss  Anne  has  books,  if 
I  could  make  her  understand  what  I  want ;  but  fik* 
hasn't  heard  a  soimd  these  thirty  years  and  more,  gW 
be  to  God !" 

**  Miss  Anne !  Was  that  Miss  Anne  who  laughed  flo 
mdely  when  I  came  here  first  ?' 

*'  Oh,  the  sorrow  a  bit.  She  laugh !  not  she,  poorcraj- 
thur — ^laugh,  we'd  as  soon  expect  to  see  a  corpse  laugh* 
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w  flhe  lires  at  all  up  in  this  could  lonely  spot,  hardly 
sing  a  siim  of  light,  never  hearing  a  sound,  and  not, 
ijbe,  spaldng  ten  words  in  ten  weeks,  is  what  I  never 
mid  come  under.'' 

"And  who  is  Miss  Anne?''  inquired  Mr.  Spencer, 
I  he  resumed  his  position  on  the  straw,  glad  to  feel 
terested  enough  in  any  thing  that  would  divert  his 
tation  firom  the  present. 

^  Well,  she's  just  an  old  residenther,  an  ould  ancient 
andewoman,  who  goes  twice  a  week  to  hear  mass." 
"  Where  ?*  said  ildward,  carelessly. 
**Bather8hin,"  exclaimed  his  guard  with  a  broad  smile, 
ciitch  a  weazel  asleep,  yer  honour;  there's  no  use  in 
!r  tiyii^  to  find  out  where  ye  are,  nor  how  you  got 
I  it,  nor  youll  never  know  how  youll  get  out  of  it 
Aer ;  only,  out  youll  be,  please  God,  an'  soon  ;  for 
u,  rd  rather  be  taking  my  little  exercise  through  the 
Kxmtains,   than  discoorsin'   a  gentleman  when  Fm 
need  to  be  watching  him,  and  myself  too;  and  that's 
tothruth  if  it's' the  last  word  I  had  to  spake." 
•*  Are  there  many  of  you  here  ?' 
**More  than's  welcome  any  way,  Sir." 
**  Do  you  know  who  I  am  ?"  inquired  Mr.  Spencer. 
"  Faix,  I  do,  Sir,  and  so  does  all  the  counthry  ;  and 
f^  it's  heading  us  we  thought  you'd  be,  and  what 
lold  hinder  yer  honour  from  becoming  a  grate  gine- 
l|  and  marching  us  to  glory,  or  anywhere  else  yer 
Hour  plases  ?' 

Edward  was  strongly  tempted  to  begin  to  reason  with 
I  gaoler  again,  but  another  idea  got  possession  of  his 
nd;  he  had  heard  how  iiupustdble  it  was  to  bribe  the 
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people  to  betray  a  trust,  and  he  reaohed  to  tot  ki 
truth,  kying  his  train  carefidly,  and,  aa  he  thoii^ 
capitally. 

"  You  are  a  poor  man,  I  presume.*^ 
'^  Devil  a  poorer,  yer  honour,  bairing  the  lMggiD» 
which,  thank  God,  Inever was;  and  they're noinM 
off  as  many  a  poor  fellow  who  wants  the  hit  and  nooi 
to  ax  it-— of  the  quality  I  mane ;  we  all  ax  it  of  eidi 
other  when  we  want  it,  get  and  give,  and  give  and  gel, 
as  it  turns  out." 

"  Are  you  married  ?" 

''  No,  Sir,  not  yet,  but  I*m  fixed  all  the  same,  a  pirfij 
little  girl,  who  doats  down  alive  on  me  ;  well  not  pnk 
it  off  longer  than  Aister,  any  way,  because  if  aom^hiBg 
doesn't  happen  before  then,  where's  the  good  of  letting 
our  young  time  go  past,  and  grow  ould  before  ire 
marry.'* 

**  Are  you  promised  any  land  then  ?' 
'^  Is  it  laud  ?  ah,  then,  sure,  how  could  any  onepio* 
misc  the  land  without  turning  some  other  poor  boyoatf 
and  I'd  scorn  to  take  the  sod  over  any  man's  hwi- 
Oil,  no  !  I'm  promised  no  land,  but  sure  if  we'fC  i^y 
luck,  some  of  the  places  must  come  back  to  the  ould  pro* 
prietors,  that's  a  sure  thing !" 

**  I  have  an  idea  of  letting  a  portion  of  what  my  uiM* 
always  kept  in  his  own  hands  for  grazing,  in  small  fiaB* 
or  holdings,  of  from  one  to  three  acres,  and  building  • 
two-roomed  cottage  on  each,  so  as  to  enable  poor  fflfi^ 
iffiah  good  characters  to  live  comfortably." 

The  man  shifted  his  position,  ioid  looked  eamestlyi 
but  yet  somewhat  suspiciously,  at  Mr.  Spencer. 
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''M7  oooBxi  Darby  Doyle  tould  me  eomething  about 

'^  Wbit  m,  numeioiia  family  you  must  be,"  said  Mr. 
JpoMer,  **  every  second  man  I  baye  met  is  a  Doy  W 

''My  Hicyllier  vas  one,  it's  a  good  Chiistian  name — 
M  joa'd  be  cbarging  a  dale  for  the  house  in  the  rint  ?' 

"Kb;  I  think  about  two  pounds  an  acre.** 

"Widi  the  boose  r 

"Yes." 

"  Then,  if  there  was  a  bit  of  a  lase,  there  would  be  a 
yeSsrthatr 

«"  Hot  a  farthing." 

"  Ihen,  may  be,  yer  honour  would  have  only  Protes- 
BiB  on  it?' 

''I don't  care  what  a  tenant's  faith  is,  as  long  as  he 
Ban  honest  man." 

The  peasant  again  changed  his  position. 

"And  you'd  giye  a kse ?' 

"Certainly,  afW^r  a  fair  trial  on  both  sides,  and  always 
VBnded  the  man  belonged  to  no  illegal  association." 

The  peasant's  countenance  fell. 

"Oh,  bedad.  Sir!  there's  not  one  of  us  could  stand 
he  CQfunthry ,  if  we  didn't  do  as  others  do ;  yer  honour 
'Odd  have  no  tenants."     Both  paused,  and  the  peasant 
Ued  tSter  a  few  moments,  '^  To  be  sure,  if  all  gentle- 
tt  did  thatj  we'd  have  no  rason  but  to  be  asy." 
**Who  knows  what  a  good  example  may  do?" 
*•  Grod  love  yer  honour !  it's  little  you  know  about 
QBO.    They  have  one  face  to  yer  honour  and  another 
the  counthry." 
'*  But  cannot  you  see  also,  that  the  landlord  who  has 
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a  worthless  vagabond  on  his  estate,  that  will  not 
liis  rent,  is  much  to  be  pitied?" 

<«  But  sure  every  craythur  would  pay  if  he  oodd; 
and  if  ycr  honour  comes  to  that,  there's  many  of  ta 
that  has  no  more  right  to  the  land  than  I  liav6-4ai 
pillaged  and  divided  afther  it  was  soaked  in  the  Uood 
of  its  rightful  owners." 

^^  Perliaps,"  said  Edward,  with  a  half  amile,  ^fxi 
may  liave  some  claim  to  Spencer  Court?' 

'^  Oh,  sorra  a  bit.  Sir,"  he  answered,  senoofllf; 
^Hhough  I  wouldn't  say  as  much  for  Lord  BentT's- 
Bcdad,  I'd  be  mighty  glad  to  come  in  for  an  aoeind 
a  house  though,  yer  honour,  only  for  the  last  oooli* 
tion,  and  if  nothing  better  turns  up !" 

'^  Which  means,  I  suppose,  if  you  cannot  cut  all  oar 
throats  in  the  meantime,"  answered  Edward. 

"  The  Lord  forbid.  Sir !  It's  only  one  here  ffi 
there,  yer  honour,  whose  tluroats  are  fit  for  nothing  d*. 
Sure  if  you  were  thought  of  that  way,  there  vooB 
have  been  nothing  to  hinder  its  being  done  last  nig^^^ 
quite  ready  and  convanient,  and  no  more  about  it 
But  ycr  honour  s  looking  tired.  Maybe  yc'd  take  a 
sleep,  and  I'll  keep  the  place  quiet." 

"  And  introduce  mc  to  IVIiss  Anne  when  I  wakfitt* 
inquired  Edward. 

**  Bedad,  as  by  all  accounts  yer  honour's  heart  is  ft^ 
enough,"  replied  the  Irishman,  quickly,  "  I  might  do 
that  same." 

Edward  thought  him  an  impertinent  rascal,  and  tell' 
ing  him  to  vanish,  was  soon  in  a  deep  sleep. 

When  he  awoke  the  day  was  e^•idently  fiur  spei^l 
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the  efening  sun  was  anldng,  and  the  mountain  looked 

k^t  and  burnished,  as  the  rocks  caught  the  various 

up  of  light;  the  lake  reflected  the  shadows  on  its 

■Koth  sor&oe,  and  the  morass  exhibited  the  most 

kmifbl  tints  and  shades  of  colour.    Edward  saw  by 

kvinttch  it* was  seven  o'clock.    He  stamped  on  the 

low,  and  shook  the  door,  apparently  without  making 

njone  hear;  at  all  events,  no  one  made  his  appear* 

mce.    The  confinement  was  becoming  more  and  more 

ahooie  eveiy  moment,  and  he  resolved  to  lose  as  little 

time  as  possible  in  endeavouring  to  bribe  his  gaoler. 

BtfiDg  much  pnxelj  English  &ith  in  the  power  of 

goU,  he  did  not  quite  believe  that  one  so  poor  would 

orooald  refuse  it.    At  last  the  peasant  came;  and  in 

In  incredibly  short  time,  a  sort  of  Irish  mountain  din* 

ner-*fln  abundance  of  potatoes,  fried  eggs  and  bacon, 

^  boiled  rabbit,  and  a  roast  duck,  which  the  poor  fellow 

Ittd  upon  the  table  uncouthly,  but  with  much  cheerful- 

*Mb,  and  a  species  of  grace,  ^'  that  God  would  give  his 

wumr  the  good  of  it."     Of  course  the  whiskey  was 

there,  in  a  marvellously  old  and  odd  shaped  bottle, 

Aooompanied  by  an  object  eagerly  sought  for  by  all 

^tiquarians,   a  deock-an-durras  glass,  which,  to  the 

Itishman's  great  astonishment,  Edward  refused  to  use; 

^n  which  Paddy  proposed  to  "  show  his  honour  the 

iray  of  it,"  which  he  did  by  triumphantly  draining  off 

ts  contents  of  ^'  punch" — he  had  manufactured  afler 

he  most  approved  fashion,  with  water  '*  screeching" 

lot,  and  every  thing  else,  '^barring"  the  sugar  and 

emons. 

After  aU  his  preparations,  Mr.  Spencer  submitted 
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the  ofi^  to  hia  gaoler  in  a  "veiy  iiiartM<tao  miimeF' 
telling  him  how  paiticukdy  aiudoaa  he  was  to  getto 
Spencer  Court;  and  that  the  som  he  would  giwlii, 
if  he  oonveyed  him  there  aafdy  that  night,  ahonld  \» 
enough  to  take  him,  and  the  gid  he  loved,  out  of  Ae 
country,  for  he  knew  he  would  not  like  to  remtb  ii 
it  after  aiding  his  escape;  in  &ct,  he  would  give  \m 
a  hundred  pounds,  if^  by  the  dawn  of  the  next  men* 
ing,  he  was  either  there  or  at  Macroom. 

The  offer,  much  to  his  astonishment,  made  no  iiB^ 
presdon  on  his  guardian*    He  neither  ezpresaed  9ip^ 
probation  or  the  contrary,  at  its  object  or  magnitrntef 
he  simply  refused  it,  as  a  thing  impossible  to  be  listaie^ 
to,  much  leas  taken  into  consideration.    Edward  10^ 
creased  his  terms.    He  knew  the  man  was  struggfioS 
with  poverty;  that  his  Irish  heart  was  full  of  love;  th^ 
the  sum  he  oflered  would  rescue  him  firom  the  cme, 
recompense  him  for  the  other.    Still  more  a^x>nished 
his  careless  refusal,  he  asked  him  if  he  did  not  thiDlc 
it  enough. 

"Nothing,  Sir,"  he  said,  "that  you  could  ofe^t 
would  be  enough  to  make  up  for  my  sinning  my  9Pf^ 
Don't  I  see,  as  plain  as  eggs,  that  it  would  be  aU   ^ 
one  as  if  I  turned  informer  myself?    Don't  I  see,  ***** 
what  you  want  is  just  to  tell  what  you  fancy,  and  ^^ 
the  country  on  us  at  once?  and  what  we  want,  i^ 
prevent  you.    And  as  to  Mary,  she'd  live  all  her  3^7 
on  potatoes,  and  die  in  a  ditch,  before  she'd  tak^    ^ 
with  me  for  good  and  all,  if  ahe  thoaght  Td  have     *** 
dirty  drop  in  me.     Ye  don't  know  the  holding 
that's  in  the  Irish  girls  in  a  good  cause.'' 


A  STOSKT  OF  IBEUkKD. 


91 


Edward  then  endcavouied  to  reason  with  him,  as  to 

^liether  his  cause  was  really  a  good  cause  or  a  bad 

<Hae.    But  Paddy's  ready  wit  "  bothered"  him  at  every 

tentenoe.    It  was  like  attempting  to  reason  with  Jack- 

BrLantem — a  thing  with  abundance  of  brilliancy,  but 

nobnans. 

Deipite  the  man's  civility,  he  watched  Mr.  Spencer 
UKRowly;  and  it  was  with  a  feeling  of  extreme  horror 
of  what  the  next  few  hours  might  bring  to  others,  that 
lie  feb  ihem  pass.  He  delivered  himself  over  to  the 
inoodiaeBB  of  desponding  thoughts,  without  an  effort  to 
cast  them  oK 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

THE  CAPTIVITY  CONTINUED. 

The  night  passed  away  without  an  inddent  of 
kind;  Edward  Spencer  awoke  frequently,  to  see  in 
waking  dreams  that  the  moon  was  shining  on  the 
and  the  stars  were  bright  in  the  softness  of  a  summer 
There  was  neither  owl  nor  bat  to  disturb  the  solitude  t^" 
the  ruins,  nor  was  there  a  com  field  where  the  Rail 
shelter.  Soon  after  break  of  day,  he  heard,  as  he  thought, 
the  whistle  of  the  green  plover,  first  at  a  distance,  then 
nearer  to  where  he  was  confined ;  but  shortly,  a  more- 
ment  in  the  room  beneath,  and  the  sound  of  the  heavy 
door  opening  careftilly,  convinced  him  of  some  fieak 
arrival.  Moving  a  portion  of  the  straw  upon  which 
he  had  lain,  he  ascertained  that  a  hole  in  the  floor  was 
covered  by  a  worm-eaten  portion  of  an  oak  plank;  this 
he  pushed  aside,  hoping  to  discover  the  new  coiner;  but 
instead,  he  looked  down  into  a  chamber,  or  more  pro- 
perly speaking  a  cell,  smaller  than  the  one  he  occupied, 
as  if  divided  off  from  the  room  where  he  had  heard  the 
movement;  there  sleeping  calmly — the  beautiful  sleep 
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outh — ^was  a  woman.    The  light  stxeamed  in  upon 

couch,  fix>m  a  window  similar  to  that  by  which  it 

<  admitted  into  the  room  he  occupied. 

Hie  white  and  delicate  hands,  the  high,  fair  brow, 

<uid  which  the  hair  carelessly  folded,  the  soft,  trans- 

tient  skin,  and  a  gold  chain  lost  within  the  bosom 

fa  black  silk  dress,  indicated  a  person  of  much  higher 

)Tade  than  '*  Miss  AnneV  relatives  could  be  supposed 

^  hold  under  their  present  circiunstances  ;  it  was  evi- 

^^t,  from  her  not  being  undressed,  that  she  was  not  at 

^^<^e   in   this  moimtain  fortress,   and  he  wondered 

^  it  were  possible  that  she  was  a  prisoner  like  himself. 

-'^^te  the  repose,  there  was  a  pained  and  worn  expres- 

^on  in  the  slight  contraction  of  her  brow;  and  once  or 

^^ioe  the  delicate  rose-like  lips  were  closed,  as  if  by 

I^^,  or  a  desire  to  repress  some  painful  feeling.     Ed- 

^^aid  felt  he  had  no  right  to  watch  the  sleeper,  and  yet 

''^  continued  to  do  so,  fascinated  by  the  loveliness  of  the 

^^ir  unknown,  and  quite  alive  to  the  romance  of  seeing 

^Uch  a  person  in  such  a  place. 

Suddenly,  a  change  pajssed  over  her  &ce^  she  moved 

l^er  head  uneasily  upon  the  rudely  contrived  pillow,  her 

^x»om  heaved,  aghs  escaped  from  her  lips,  and  tears 

^xced  their  way  down  her  cheeks;  her  features  seemed 

^xmvulsed  by  grief  or  terror;  she  murmured  many 

>7oards,  but  so  indistinctly,   that  Edward  could  not 

ascertain  their  meaning ;   suddenly  she  clasped  her 

luunds,  and  then  they  sunk  in  an  attitude,  which,  to 

liave  caught  would   have   immortalised   a   sculptor. 

While  hoping,  and  yet  fearing,  she  would  awake,  Ed- 

mod's  ear  waa  arrested  by  the  seneschal's  stumbling- up 
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tho  stairs,  as  if  he  had  been  xatdiiig  up  a  mooBtui; 
hastilj  rcpladng  the  boaid  and  ananging  the  ateir,k 
feigned  sleep  to  admiration. 

*'  The  top  of  the  tnorning  to  yer  honoor,*'  heaii, 
when  Edward  opened  his  eyes,  "  the  tip-top  of  it  to  jet 
honour,  and  there's  some  wann  wather  and  a  mx  I 
brought  ye;  hedad,  I  take  pride  in  myself  for  nnkbg 
such  a  beautifol  own  man  ;  maybe,  it's  a  placeTdbe 
getting  and  doing  all  kinds  of  grandeur  one  of  these 
days  through  the  manes  of  it — ^who  knows  T^ 

The  breakfast  was  much  like  the  previous  one,  bit 
Edward  thought  he  was  more  narrowly  watched  tba 
before  by  the  mountaineer;  he  became  impatkntof 
observation,  and  not  even  the  announcement,  thit**lu8 
guardian  had  sent  *  as  good'  as  ten  mile  to  get  a  pipe^ 
to  divart  his  honour;  and  he  so  lonely — a  piper,  or » 
fidler,  or  even  a  fifer,  better  than  nothing"  could  render 
Edward  tolerant  of  his  presence.     His  restlesanes  i&* 
creased  as  the  day  advanced;  he  could  receive  no  te^J 
to  Ills  inquiries  as  to  the  probable  duration  of  his  cap- 
ti\'ity ;  and  if  left  for  five  minutes  to  himself,  the  inde- 
fatigable guardian  was  sure  to  return,  and  fixing  tis 
large  gray  eyes  upon  liis  victim,  would  ask  m  the 
quietest  possible  manner,  "  What  his  honour  wonW 
plase  to  want?" 

*'  Want !"  repeated  Edward,  at  last   "  Want !  do  joa 
think  I  want  to  eat  my  way  out  of  this  cursed  hok  ? 

"  Is  it  eat  yer  way  out  of  that  wall  ?  bedad,  SiTf  *■ 
don't ;  do  ye  think,  yer  honour,  that  I  take  ye  f**' 
Oliver  Crummel  ?" 
'    ^  Did  he  eat  his  way  through  your  walls  ?' 
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^He  did.  Sir ;  lie  wbb  die  greatest  devil  that  ever 
me  aemu  Ireland — and  that's  a  bould  word,  and 
oeen  EHnbeih  to  the  foie,  and  the  dirty  Dutchman 
It  jez  took  up  from  over  the  wather  for  a  king — sure 
mshere,  Sir." 
•*  Who  ?  Oliver  Cromwell  ?' 

^Aj,  indeed.  Sir!  and  I'm  not  sure  but  he's  in  it 
D,  it's  as  likelj  to  be  him  as  any  thing  else,  for  all 
Bj  say  to  the  oontrary ;  did  ye  sle^  asy  last  night?' 
"Yes." 

•*lfightyafly  ?* 
**  Yes — very  welL" 
''  And  see  nothing  ?" 
"No." 

"  Wdl,  glory  be  to  God !  What  docs  yer  honour 
ink  I  was  doing  all  the  night,  but  meandering  up  and 
own  that  long  terrace  walk  afther  Miss  Anne,  the  poor 
■torbed  craythur ;  the  one  that  do  be  with  her  is 
^1^,  and  charged  me  to  watch  her^  for  fear  any  thing 
>ttld  come  to  her,  or  she  should  go  to  any  thing." 
^'  Indeed !  what  should  come  to  her  ?' 

*  (Ml,  whisht !  but  it's  well  known  in  the  counthry, 
ftiere's  no  harm  in  spaking  of  it,  and  it  might  divart 

honour,  for  I'm  fearful  we've  no  chance  of  the  piper, 
toy  kind  of  music;  they're  so  busy,  playing  for  the 
liers  to  engage  them  at  the  dances  and  the  like — ^" 

*  Has  Miss  Anne  any  relatives?'  interrupted  Edward. 
^  Is  it  relations  ?  &ix,  she  has  ladiins  of  them — 
tttjr !  ay,  up  to  a  twentieth  cousin." 

*  Any  Uving  with  her?' 

^Betimes,  when  the  new  crop  comes  in;  but  iK>t  half 
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as  many  as  you'd  expect;  bedad,  there's  hardly  apoei 
boy  sufiered  lately  that  wasn't  her  Uood  rektion,  to 
say  nothing  of  all  that  war  tranqported,  and  gone  to 
America." 

*'  Has  she  any  young  relations?' 

*^  Flinty,  young  and  old,  but  not  stopfnng  widi  bo^ 
there's  no  young  woman  can  abide  the  place  at  nij^; 
the  priest  has  been  here  twice  about  it;  but  it's  nogoodi 
nor  won't  be  I'm  thinking,  till  she  goes  herself." 

'^  What  do  you  mean  by  the  priest  being  up?* 

"  To  lay — ^the — ^the  noise ;  he  laid  it  twice  in  tlie  Bed 
Sea,  but  it  came  back  again  when  its  time  was  gone;  be 
couldn't  lay  it  for  more  than  a  year  on  account  of  hii 
being  only  a  friar." 

"  Well,  tell  me  all  about  it,"  said  Edward,  in  deqpiir, 
seeing  tliat  the  man  was  resolved  to  stick  to  him  moie 
closely  than  ever. 

'*  Her  people  lived  here  for  a  thousand  years,  mwe 
or  less,  a  rale  ancient  ould  family,  and  the  last  of  them 
was  a  grate  gentleman  entirely,  sitting  up  like  an  eagle, 
sometimes  in  this  castle,  where  he  made  and  drank  htf 
own  whiskey,  and  sometimes  in  another,  that  ^ 
canted  long  ago;  wislia!  every  day's  bad  lucktohiD* 
that  bought  it ! " 

**  Wliy?    Did  he  not  wish  to  sell  it?" 

**  Faix  ay,  to  be  sure  he  did;  but  one  doesn't  aUde 
seeing  a  bit  of  a  grazier  ^sqtdriiig  himself  on  the  strength 
of  the  bit  of  land,  whicli  lie  buys  with  his  dirty  thras^i 
and  setting  up  to  be  as  great  as  if  he'd  been  bom » 
gentleman  for  many  hundred  years  upon  it" 

"  Well,  go  on,"  said  Edward,  who  could  not  bdp 
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over  a  new  proof  of  the  total  want  of  sympathy 
bh  justice  the  people  evinced  on  all  occasions. 
'*  He  died  like  a  |nrince  as  he  was.  Aflher  keeping 
^  a  gang  of  guagers,  and  sending  them  back,  with 
le  life  left  in  'em,  for  a  reinforcement,  the  dirty 
idil  he  got  the  whiskey  cask  lifted  on  the  table, 
Ittt  upon  it  in  all  his  glory,  like  a  king  on  a  throne  I 
1  long — ^"  the  man  paused  and  crossed  himself — 
10  matther  what  he  song;  but  as  the  last  word  was 
t  of  his  lips,  he  fell  over,  a  dead  man !" 
"  And  he  left  his  property  to  this  Miss  Anne?' 
"  Ay  did  he— or  rayther  he  did  not,  for  he  made  no 
Q;  and  the  heir  male  would  have  come  from  foreign 
rts  to  dispute  it  with  the  three  young  ladies,  his 
Qghters,  who  war  young  then,  only  for  a  rason  he 
d;  it  would  not  be  convaynient  for  him  to  come 
er  here,  because — ^but  no  matther  for  tliat;  there  was 
ifl  Anne  and  Miss  Lucy,  and  the  youngest,  a  grate 
•uty, — ^they  say  the  blaze  of  her  eyes  was  enough  to 
lock  the  heart  out  of  any  man,  and  she  had  a  voice 
»  a  thrush  in  June,  and  she  was  mighty  fond  entirely 
learning  and  all  sorts  of  Latin,  and  they  all  thought 
^  had  a  vocation  for  a  holy  life,  wanting  to  be  a  nun, 
i  her  great  hope  was,  that  her  and  her  sisters  would 
able,  through  France  or  Spain,  to  get  this  ancient 
Id  place  converted  into  a  nunnery.  Well,  they 
i  letters  firom  foreign  parts  about  it,  and  at  last  who 
"Uld  come  over  from  Portingall  or  Italy  (as  he  said), 
'  a  priest,  sent  to  see  and  settle  it  all;  and  a  fine  holy 
ce  this  was  to  be  made  of,  very  difierent  from  what 
^as  in  ould  times,  to  be  sure,  but  still  a  fine  place. 

^OL.  II.  H 
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Well,  instead  of  being  ould  and  TcneisUey  this  pdot 
was  young  and  lemarkaUe  handamme;  and  Fadiff 
0*Grady  always  thought  it  was  mighty  quaie  that  lis 
never  would  go  over  the  hill  to  help  and  serve  mas 
or  the  like,  only  excused  himself  on  account  of  sodb 
obstacle  he  said  he  had  in  his  throat;  only  teaddog 
Miss  Agnes  Liatin  and  laying  out  plans  for  the  nansflj. 
Well,  time  passed,  and  there  were  quaie  things  mi, 
but  no  one  cared  to  turn  their  tongue  much  to  serve 
their  thoughts,  on  account  of  the  dress  he  wore;  hit 
the  sliort  and  the  long  was,  that  he  vanished  ttcm  die 
place  as  quickly  as  he  came,  and  soon  after,  Mias  Agna 
took  to  her  bed,  and  no  one  could  stay  near  the  odiff 
two  for  the  mortial  crossness  that  came  over  tkoBf 
and  there  wasn*t  another  word  said  of  the  nunn^* 
Well,  reports  get  about  on  the  four  winds  of  heaven, 
and  one  night  a  man  who  was  seeking  a  cow  that  W 
got  over  the  mountain,  said  he  heard  the  most  awfiu 
cries  coming  out  of  Miss  Agnes'  room,  and  that  in  the 
midst  of  the  sobs  and  groans  he  saw  one  of  the  la<&* 
fly  along  the  terrace  with  something  in  her  arms,  an« 
fling  it  as  you'd  fling  a  stone  as  far  as  ever  she  could 
into  the  lake,  and  she'd  hardly  done  so  when  he  sa^ 
Miss  Agnes  start  out  like  one  in  grave  clothes,  and  it 
was  as  much  as  ever  the  first  sister  could  do  to  hinder 
her  from  throwing  herself  also  into  the  wather,  and  the 
screams  of  the  poor  lady  sunk  into  his  heart,  and  what 
she  cried  was  '  My  child !  My  child  Y  and  the  three 
were  out  by  this  time  screaming  and  skirling  ^ 
sperits,  and  the  two  dragged  in  the  third; — ^now  there s 
only  the  man's  word  for  that,  but  let  it  be  as  it  willi*^*® 
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r  thing  was  nerer  seen — ^not  to  say  seen — firom  that 
r.  But  my  mother  lived  with  them  as  good  as  fivo 
n  afther,  and  she  saw  many  a  time  that  beautiful 
toe,  gone  in  mind  and  body  to  a  shadow,  sitting 
the  floor  of  the  Htdc  room  she  lived  in,  on  a  heap 
atmw,  tying  up  stones  for  a  rosary  one  minute,  and 
diooing  a  bundle  of  rushes  as  if  it  was  a  bom 
bby  the  next,  and  then  she'd  tie  two  sticks  in  a 
ai  together  and  pray  to  it,  Grod  help  her !  And  so 
» wasted  and  died;  and  the  thing  that  bothered  my 
sther  was,  that  our  own  priest  (a  fine  man  he  was, 
B  heavens  be  his  bed,)  refused  to  bury  her  in  holy 
oand,  and  they  were  forced  to  lay  her  somewhere 
Qitt  here,  myself  doesn't  want  to  know  where;  and 
xr  that,  all  their  people  wanted  Sister  Anne,  and 
Bier  Lucy,  as  they  call  them,  to  come  down  and 
«  among  them,  for  there  Avas  no  doubt  i/Gss  Agnes 
otttftf ;'  but  nothing  could  move  them  from  tho  ould 
Qes.  No  one  ever  saw  them  smile  afler  her  death, 
i  they  took  on  them  the  habit  and  ways  of  nuns; 
SB  Anne  wears  it  to  this  day,  and  doesn't  mind  who 
Oes  or  goes,  no  more  than  if  it  wasn't  her  own  place, 
I  her  other  sister  is  dead  these  twenty  years«  No 
t  knows  her,  none  but  ourselves  think  she's  in  life, 
go  bail  not  a  creature  in  Cork,  or  Bandon,  or 
titiy  that's  living  now  ever  heard  her  name,  and 
^  flhe  lives  in  this  world,  I  don't  know.  I've  been 
Iiere  some  few  times  about  one  little  job  and  another 
en  there's  any  thing  to  be  kep-  out  of  the  way,  and 
1  certain  she  walks  all  night,  and  o&ea  meets  those 
^*d  rayther  not,  face  to  fiu^Ci  poor  thing!    It's  an 

.   h2 
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awful  thing  for  the  dead  and  the  living  to  meet  eadt 
other,  and  stand  looking  the  one  at  flesh,  the  otherit 
a  heap  of  bare  rattling  bones  flhivering  throng  lk 
moonlight." 

*'  What  a  scoundrel  that  priest  was,''  said  Ediroid. 

*^  What  priest?'  inquired  the  man.  ^'Ib  it  his  re* 
Terence  that  wouldn't  buiy  her,  ye  mane?' 

*'  No,  the  other,"  replied  Mr.  Spencer. 

^'  Why  sure  yer  honour  is  not  so  blind  as  to  think 
he  teas  a  priest?  Not  he,  indeed— only  the  odd  boj 
himself.  Priest !  Oh,  the  Lord  forbid,  we  AooU 
even  the  like  of  that  to  a  right  priest.  It  was"— md 
he  drew  himself  close  to  Edward — "  it  was  one  of  4^ 
c^il  sperits,  that  do  be  getting  power  somehow,  tbt 
took  the  shape,  just  to  beguile  her,  that  was  all:  80IT» 
a  thing  else.  Look  out,  Sir,  if  ye  plasc;  now  ye  cin 
sec  Miss  Anne." 

Edward  looked  towards  the  terrace,  and  perceived  a 
remarkable-looking  woman,  straight  and  tall,  dresK^ 
in  a  habit  similar  to  that  worn  by  the  sisters  of  danty 

• 

on  the  continent.  Her  robe  of  black  serge  was  evi- 
dently much  decayed.  She  was  walking  towards  miBt 
and  he  could  see  the  long  rosary  depending  from  t^ 
waist,  with  its  massive  cross  of  chased  silver.  It  wtf 
evident  that  some  of  the  more  monotonous  habits  ^ 
this  world  clung  to  her  still,  for  as  she  walked  she 
twirled  a  distaff,  spinning  after  the  old  fashion,  slowly 
and  tremblingly,  as  if  her  fingers  had  lost  their  strength* 
and  resorted  to  their  old  occupation  from  custom,  i*' 

• 

ther  than  pleasure.  Pleasure !  It  must  have  been  tor 
deed  long   since    any  feeling  of  pleasure,  or  eveD 


A  8T0BT  OF  IBELAKD.  lOl 

ntonl  in  the  thixigs  of  life,  disturbed  those  worn, 
inacttted,  aad  terror-stricken  features.  Edward  had 
lever  looked  upon  such  a  &ce,  and  hoped  he  might 
lever  behold  such  another.  It  was  only  the  eyes  that 
|ave  indication  of  life,  if  the  sudden  suspicious  move- 
neot  of  those  large,  pale,  moonlight  looking  orbs 
ug^t  be  really  said  to  be  occasioned  by  any  sympathy 
n  common  with  her  kiad. 

^  She's  alwajTS  looking  behind  her  that  way,"  ob« 
ened  his  guard,  in  a  tone  of  pity.  ^'  The  Lord  look 
own  upon  her — she's  always  thinking  thoughts  known 
nty  to  Grod  and  herself.  It  will  be  a  mercy  when  the 
Ard  is  pleased  to  take  her  out  of  a  world  that  only 
tmbles  her." 

''She  must  have  been  very  proud,"  said  Eldward 
pencer.  *'  Even  now  what  a  haughty  bearing  there 
about  the  head  and  carriage." 
•*  You  may  say  that.  Sir.  And  why  wouldn't  she? 
Ikeie's  the  blood  of  half  a  hundred  Irish  kings  and 
mces  creeping  through  those  hard  ould  veins — that*s 
tnething  to  be  proud  of,  any  how !  for  Ireland  was 
sountiy — <mce»* 

-And  again  Mr.  Spencer's  mind  reverted  to  his  conver- 
ion  with  Dean  Graves,  and  he  thought,  **  how  can  we 
pect  to  make  a  people  rational  in  this  our  present  state 

existence,  who  have  no  sympathies,  and  are  taught 
'  sympathies,  with  our  present;  but  who  consider 
U  present,  a  violence  and  an  insult  on  the  past  they 

much  honour ! — ^time  must  indeed  elapse,  and  new 
oughts,  and  much  knowledge,  engrafted  here,  must 
t  left  to  fructify,  before  we  can  make  them  practically 
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useful.    I  eee  the  dean  ms  light    We  hsve  tdoei 
every  thing  away  firom  them,  and  gi^en  them  BOthag 
in  return.     They  nourish  their  old  thoughti,  dd  at 
toms,  and  old  language;  the  present  deals  haidlywidi 
them,  and  the  future,  they  expect,  will  be  but  t  n- 
petition  of  the  present;  it  is  only  in  the  past  they  fire, 
only  in  past  they  exult.     ^  Ireland  was  a  conntiy  Mee/* 
What  a  pity  their  legislators  did  not  study  their  da- 
racier,  before  they  forced  laws  upon  them.    What  a 
pity  they  did  not  think  before  they  acted.    Wkat  a 
pity" — ^and  Edward  bewildered  himself  by  pccoBbo- 
tions,  and  theories,  and  speculations;  recalling  liisccB- 
vcrsation  on  board  the  steamer  with  Dean  GhraYes;  lad 
wondering  how  long  it  would  be  before  steam  naTigi- 
tion  and  education  would  amalgamate  them  with  the 
sister  country;  thinking  how  ridiculous  the  narrative 
of  his  imprisonment  would  sound  in  the  Englidi  coun- 
ty paper,  and  wondering  how  long  it  would  last   His 
dinner  was  accompanied  by  die  same  attention  and  ex- 
cuses as  on  the  previous  day;  and,  as  the  evening  ad- 
vanced, his  watchman,  after  politely  inquiring  if  he 
was  in  liis  honour's  way,  and  regretting  that  there  va3 
no  company  to  be  had  that  would  be  "  divartm*"  to 
his  honour,  shouldered  liimsclf  against  the  door-post, 
crossing  one  foot  over  the  other,  and  with  a  freedom^ 
as  usual,  both  easy  and  respectful — commenced  a  con- 
versation. 

"  You've  a  fine  place  of  your  own  in  England,  Sir, 
ril  go  bail?"  Edward  smiled.  "  And  your  people  aie 
mighty  fond  of  you,  for  you're  tlie  fine  landlord  to 
them.    I'll  engage  you  never  drove  one  of  them  yet?" 
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]fr.  Spencer  Had  learned  that  "  driying^  signified 
geetment,  and  answered^  '^  No,  I  never  had  occasion; 
tibqr  pay  their  rent  punctually." 

"To  be  soxe  they  do,  as  they've  something  to  pay  it 
■idu  And  if  yer  honour  finds  them  able  to  pay  the 
bfy  diillings,  you  dom't  raise  it  to  fifty." 

"I  could  not,  if  I  would;  they  have  their  leases." 

"That's  a  fine  thing.  Sir.  And  I  warrant  you're  a 
jood  hand  to  give  them  straw  to  mend  their  thatch^ 
ind  a  bit  of  timber  towards  building  up  their  little 
3lM9e,  at  the  first  going  ofi*,  if  they  want  it." 

"  Oh,  their  houses,"  said  Edward.  ''  They  are  put 
nto  comfortable  slated  cottages  at  first,  built  either  of 
Hack  or  stone,  and  are  expected  to  keep  them  as  they 
indthem." 

"  It's  no  wonder  they're  comfortable !  Slated  houses 
itt  their  heads  at  the  first  going  ofi*I  Well,  I'd  be 
ughty  proud  just  to  see  a  tenant  put  into  a  place  like 
iiat,  and  no  trouble.  Oh,  then  it's  they  that  would 
e  the  ungrateftdest  people  in  the  world,  if  they  were 
ot  content  and  happy.  And  they  don't  be  disputing 
i)out  their  religion  there.  Sir;  they're  all  Protestants, 
m  thinking?" 

"Not  all,"  replied  Edward,  humouring  his  goaler 
ith  great  good  nature;  and,  seeing  he  was  determined 
)on  questioning,  desired  him  to  sit  down.  This  the 
an  thanked  him  for,  but  refused  to  do. 
**My  legs,  plase  yer  honor,  have  better  manners 
UL  to  be  weary  standing  before  your  honour.  Only, 
r,  if  it's  plasing  to  you,  what  religion  is  in  it,  if  it's 
t  Protestant?" 
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*'  Oh,  Dissenters  of  Taiious  kindfl,"  lepfied  Ednri, 
carelessly. 

''  Is  it  Swaddlers,  Sir?  Well,  I  hxve  no  olgectkn 
in  life  to  a  good  sound  Protestant;  but  the  backofsf 
hand  to  the  Swaddlers,  all  the  world  over.  Circnnnii- 
vigating  they  always  war;  bitter  against  the  two 
ancient  ould  churches;  because,  Sir,  though  yoa  bid 
no  religion  before  Luther,  still  the  Protestant  &ith  if 
ould  enough  to  be  respectable;  but  the  Swaddlen  set 
up  for  themselves,  without  bell,  book,  or  candle,  aid 
strike  at  us  both.  Why  even  Abel  Richards  giev 
worse  since  he  took  to  Swaddling." 

Edward  smiled,  but  his  questioner  had  hardly  ooift- 
menced: — 

"  May  I  make  bould,"  he  continued,  changing  ti« 
subject,  "  may  I  make  bould  to  inquire  if  you  think 
the  Irish  ladies  as  handsome  as  the  ladies  of  joui 
own  country?' 

Edward  almost  blushed  at  the  question.  *^I  really 
don't  know,"  he  replied,  "  I  have  hardly  had  time  to 
observe." 

"  But  sure  your  honour  has  seen  them  in  England, 
there's  full  and  plenty  of  them  there,  I'm  sorry  to  saji 
for  it's  in  their  own  country  we'd  rather  keep  them." 

**  Well,  I  think  those  I  have  seen,  very  intelligent. 

"Sir?" 

**  Clever  and  handsome." 

**  True  for  ye.  Sir,"  replied  tlie  peasant,  di^ap" 
pointed,  however,  by  Edward's  cool  praise;  "and» 
indeed,  the  poor  Irish  women  go  through  a  deal 
of  hardship,   a  great  deal,  labouring  in  the  fields— 
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roaHang  at  *^  the  bit  of  land,"  if  they've  the  luck  to 

Vie  it,  while  the  husband  is  slaving  for  his  eight- 

9ioe  or  tenpence  a  day — turning  the  wheel — ^work- 

g  the  needles— and  minding  the  children,  and  all 

ilh  a  cheerful  heart  and  voice." 

«Lideed,Ibdieveit." 

^6od  bless  you,  Sir,  for  that.    The  English  are 

rt  as  fond  as  we  are  of  the  learning,  are  they,  Sir?' 

''I  fisar  not.    John  Bull  is  a  more  stupid  fellow  than 

iiddy,  but  he  is  very  firm  and  steady.'* 

"And  so  are  we,  Sir,  in  our  hearts;  an  Irishman  is 

m  to  his  church  and  his  country,  and  gratefiil,  I 

ipe,  Sir." 

"I  hope  so  too,"  replied  Mr.  Spencer,  "  but  some  of 

m  know  of  conspiracies  against  your  masters,  and 

oogh  they  have  been  kind  to  you,  you  never  want 

em  of  their  danger." 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir;  if  a  master  breaks  the 

les,  that  is,  takes  away  the  bit  of  land,  or  distrains, 

the  like,  he  knows  in  his  own  heart  what  he  has 

expect;   there's  nothing  done  unknown  to  him,  he 

8  his  warning,  and  we  can't  go  against  tlie  law; 

*  let  any  one  dare  to  lift  a  finger  against  him  for  any 
er  rason,  and  every  man,  woman,  and  child  in  his 
rice  would  lay  down  their  lives  for  him.  I  kept  a 
Iter's  house  once,  myself  and  two  other  farming 
^ants;  kept  the  liigh  sheriff's  writs  out;  and  tore 
n.  the  bills  of  sale  they  put  up  of  his  property  all 
^ugh  the  country.  Ay,  and  the  barony  got  him 
lined  for  parliament,  in  spite  of  the  law." 

*  Why,"  replied  Edward,  affecting  not  to  understand 
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Iiim,  ^^you  spoke  jiut  now  of  not  gcnng  against  tl^ 
law,  and  the  next  mom^it  of  withstanding  the  hig^^B^ 
sheriff." 

*'  One/'  replied  the  man,  fixmlj,  ^^  is  the  kw 
country  is  forced  to  make  for  its  own  protection, 
other,  what's  made  for  it :  there's  a  deal  in  the  differ.       I 
lost  the  two  fingers  of  this  hand  defending  a  stung^s?, 
who  would  have  heen  robhed,  and  maybe  nmidntpi^i 
once,  on  the  Glanmire  load,  near  Cork— and  he 
himself;  I  saved  his  life,  as  I'd  save  any  man's  when  L 
not  against  what  I'm  sworn  to." 

"  But  my  good  firiend — "  commenced  Edward. 

The  man  made  a  gesture  of  impatience,  moving 
one  leg  to  the  other. 

*'  I  beg  your  pardon.  Sir;  you're  a  well-Ieamed 
a  kind  gentleman^  and  a  stranger,  and  you  can't  see 
country  through,  and  you  just  read  the  things  as  the/: 
put  in  the  papers — ^no  more  than  that ;  and^  as  I  to^V^ 
you  before,  many  thanks  to  your  kindness,  but  wl 
you'd  say  couldn't  turn  me,  and  maybe  you  might 
something  that  wouldn't  be  pleasant  to  hear." 

^^  And  what  then  ?"  asked  Mr.  Spencer. 

^'  Nothing,  Sir;  only,  maybe,  it  might  only  be  w 
you  said  before;  the  gentry  have  been  saying  the 
thing  over  and  over  again,  and  doing  the  same 
over  and  over  again ;  and  that's  quare — for  if  we': 
breaking  in  a  horse,  and  find  one  way  won't  do,  why 
try  another ;  but  they've  only  the  one  way  with 
and  over  again.     Maybe,  some  day  they'll  try  another 
My  grandfather's  father  was  a  mighty  pleasant  onld  Bsn 
(but  if  it's  wearying  to  yer  honour,  Fll  hould  my  tongoe), 


A  STOET  OF  IBSLAXD.  107 

I  nraot  BOOH  lave  you  alone,  I  thought  a  little 
oat  JOB  miglit  lighten  the  time  that  you're  on  the 
in  for  change  of  air — ^and  this  air  is  uncommon 
^ye  heard  many  say,  it  was  as  fine  air  as  any 
irfaole  country." 

laxe  say  it  is,"  replied  Edward,  both  amused  and 
ed  by  the  fellow's  coolness,  ^^  but  the  sooner  I 
(the  lower  air  of  Spencer  Court,  the  better  I  shall 
sed;  inheaven's  name,  will  you  tellmehow  long 
t  be  caged  up  here  ?' 

» longer.  Sir,  than  the  gentlemen  can  help ;  Tm 
Igo  on  my  hands  and  feet  all  the  way  to  Bantry 
:e  the  place  agreeable  to  you,  and  if  we  could 
3t  a  piper  or  a  fiddler,  or  any  living  thing  to  get 
f  sport  out  of — ^for  sure  it's  the  charge  of  the 
we  had  about  yer  honour,  only  that  poor  Miss 
s  so  bothered  and  so  stupid;  if  it  was  forty  years 
1  had  the  luck  to  be  in  it,  it's  difierent  entertain- 
ou'd  have  got,  I'm  sure  of  that !  But  my  grand- 
»lather  had  a  power  of  lagends;  and  though  he 
't  talk  EngHsh,  he'd  the  world  and  all  of  Latinin 
id,  and  Ossian  in  the  original  on  the  top  of  his 
i;  and  as  to  the  Druids'  altar  above  there,  and  a 
jht  it  is—" 

bould  like  so  much  to  see  it,"  interrupted  Edward, 
)uld  like  so  very  much  to  see  it ;  do  you  know, 
England  we  talk  a  great  deal  about  your  round 
.  and  your  Druids'  altars  and  Ogham  stones." 
are  say  you  do— why  not  ?'  replied  the  moun* 
Aot  seeming  to  be  at  all  astonished  at  the  infor- 
^  it's  only  natural  that  people  that  haven't  such 
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thlngsshoiildtliink  a  dale  about  them;  th^ieflopknftf 
with  us,  that  we  don*t  think  any  thing  of  them;  animj 
grandfather  s  fiither — " 

''  But  could  I  not  see  this  Druids'  altar  ?' 
*•  Bcdad,  you  could,  Sir,  if  you  war  there;  it*8  »  bi^ 
every  blind  man  in  the  country  can  see  it — almost;  bat 
honour  bright.  Sir,  you  wouldn't  get  a  poor  boy  lib 
me  into  trouble;  and  imtil  Fm  totdd^  I  dare  not  send 
your  honour  out  for  a  walk  even  that  fitr.  But  so  litde 
did  my  CTandfather*s  father  think  about  them  Druid  alliii 
diat  once  having  wandered  half  the  day  until  almost 
night-fall,  about  the  hill-side,  afW  an  unruly  yocog 
heifer,  one  of  the  rale  Kerry  breed  that's  first  cousin  tolb 
goats,  and  tliat  would  win  a  steeple  chase  if  any  co0 
would  ride  her;  after  spending  his  day  that  way,  wbctt 
he  got  under  the  shelter  of  the  stone  and  the  sun  scttbgi 
he  lay  his  gray  head  on  his  hand  and  fell  to  rest  in  two 
minutes,  just  as  innocent  and  sleep-full  as  a  new  bom 
baby.  Well,  he  never  could  tell  how  long  he  slept, 
but  at  last  he  woke  and  wondered  to  sec  the  beautifiu 
colour  of  the  setting  sun  all  gone,  faded  away  like  a 
rose  in  hot  July,  and  nothing  above  him  but  the  moon 
and  the  dawshy  stars  sporting  and  sparkling  tkrougb 
the  heavens,  and  he  wondered  where  the  heifer  couU 
be,  when  he  turned  his  eves  a  little  to  the  lefl,  and 
there  she  stood  as  meek  as  a  lamb,  not  a  stir  in  her,  and 
her  wild  wicked  eyes  fixed  upon  a  bunch  of  green 
blackberries,  and  her  tail,  that  used  to  be  stiff  as  a  blast 
of  the  north  wind,  hanging  down  like  a  bimch  of  silk, 
and  her  ears  quiet,  and  a  sugaun  of  fruit  and  fresh-made 
hay  roimd  her  neck  and  one  end  of  it  in  the  hand  oi 
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$mo6t  beautiful  little  creature  the  sight  of  his  ejes 
ar  looked  upon,  and  she  twisting  and  spinning  about 
the  top  of  the  heifer's  little  stumpy  horn. 
* '  Oh !  murder,  my  lady,'  says  my  grandfather's  father^ 
Imh,  *  is  it  there  you  arc,  and  is  it  my  beautiful  little 
0001  ye'r  going  to  whisk  off  to  your  own  country? 
"'Oh,  fie!'  she  sajrs;  and,  saving  ycr  presence, 
^  flhe  says,  ^  is  it  a  Saxon  you  take  me  for,  to  be 
aag  the  good  out  of  the  country?  I'm  no  such 
Bg.  I  found  yer  little  beast  on  the  wild  hill  side, 
1 1  brought  her  to  you;  and  there  she  is,  as  tame 
1  as  gentle  as  a  new-bom  lamb.  She'll  never  give 
a  any  more  trouble  as  long  as  she  lives.  I've  got  all 
5  wildness  out  of  her,  that  I  have.'  Well,  my  great 
uidfather  thanked  her,  as  in  duty  bound,  and  the 
de  heifer  walked  over  to  him,  and  the  good  lady 
opped  the  sugaun  in  his  hand,  and  sat  herself  very 
ietly  down  in  the  centre  of  the  Kerry  cow's  forehead, 
^king  at  my  father. 
"  *  Haven't  I  tamed  her?'  she  says. 
" '  You  have,  indeed,  my  lady,'  he  answered;  *  and 
you  would  not  think  I'd  bo  making  too  bould,  I'd 
glad  to  know  how  you  managed  it  all,  for  I'd  like 
tty  the  same  method  on  my  wife,  who's  any  thing 
t  tame.  She's  mother  to  fourteen,  grandmother  to 
"Qrty-cight,  and  great-grandmother  to  five  childre. 
•ell  be  seventy-two  years  of  age  come  next  Saint 
^ftimas,  and  she's  just  as  bothersome,  as  talkative,  and 
Qig  to  me  now,  as  slic  was  the  day  I  married  her, 
^  flhe  was  not  all  out  seventeen,  and  was  called  tho 
3d  Rose  of  Musketry.' 
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^*  ^  Is  she  a  gieat  bother  to  you?'  said  the  htdy,  and 
her  voice  sounded  as  sweet  as  a  Ime  mountain  nil  i^ 
hot  thirsty  weather. 

'^ '  She  is,  indeed^'  he  answered. 

'^ '  But  she  has  lived  with  you,  and  loved  yoa,  ac^^ 
worked  for  you,  and  brought  you  fine  sons,  and  viztao«^38 
daughters? 

'^  ^  She  has  so  ;  but  she  fights  sometimes  to  have       < 
little  of  her  own  way;  she  does  a  deal  that's  jdeasiog 
me  in  some  things,  but  every  now  and  then  she 
to  be  what  she  calls  ^  considered.' ' 

*'  *  And  you  don't  like  that? 

^^ '  I  do  not,  my  lady  ;  I  like  to  have  my  own  wa 
and  not  be  teazed.' 

"  *  And  what  have  you  done  to  keep  her  quiet  ? 

"  *  Why,  then^  I  may  as  well  tell  you,  for  I  dare 
you  know  ;  whenever  she  puts  me  out  with  her  grui^^" 
bling,  I  give  her  a  bating.' 

*'  *  And  if  she  puts  you  out  again  ?  said  the  Utt !"« 
fairy. 

"  *  Why  then  I  give  her  another.' 

"  *  And  if  she  still  bothers  you  ? 

"  '  What  do  I  do,  is  it,  my  lady  ?  asked  my  gres-* 
grandfather,  '  why  I  give  her  another.' 

'^  *  And  so  on,  I  suppose,'  said  the  jewel;  and  atfixs^ 
she  laughed,  but  by  degrees  her  face  grew  serious,  an^ 
she  looked  at  my  great  grandfather,  very — ^very  stead^ 
&st;  '  and  suppose,'  she  said,  ^  you  war  to  tiy  the  other 
'^^J'j  try  kindness-— and  justice — above  all,  kindness;  it 
did  well  with  a  cow;'  she  went  on  stroking  the  haste's 
ears,  who  moved  like  a  wood-quest  in  answer,  *  it  did 
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well  with  a  oowj  and  I  don't  see  why  it  should  not  do 
with  a  woman:  you  hunted  her,  I  coaxed  her.' " 

^You're  a  capital  maker  of  £Euiy  tales,"  said  Mr. 
Spencer,  laughing,  ^^  and  I  must  be  more  stupid  evea 
than  an  Englishman  not  to  read  it." 
**  Oh,  Sir,  I  give  you  my  word." 
'^Ay,  ay,  I  understand,  and,  moreover,  I  agree 
with  you.'* 

''  But  to  finish  the  story." 

While  the  peasant  was  calming  his  features  into  a 
quiet  expression,  a  horn-blast  came  over  the  mountain, 
ahiill  and  dear. 

"I  ask  your  honour's  pardon,"  he  said,  and  Edward 
ll&oa^  he  changed  colour;  the  haste  with  which  he 
left  the  room,  however,  did  not  prevent  his  securing 
'die  jastening;  but  in  less  than  ten  minutes  he  re- 
tiuned,  saying: 
'  There  were  plenty  of  "  the  boys"  below,  and  about 
^  place,  but  they  mightn't  be  as  '^  divartin"  to  his 
^lonoiir  as  he  was — for  they  did  not  understand  a  word 
of  English ;  and  so  there  would  be  no  use  in  his  rap- 
P^  or  calling,  for  there  wasn't  one  of  them  would 
^I'swer.    He  hoped  to  be  back  with  his  honour  before 
^^ve  that  night,  and  there  never  was  any  thing  out 
^  the  way  until  after  that,  a  good  while.     He  hoped 
Ua  h<moaT  would  be  comfortable  and  contint,    Edward 
^18  too  distressed  to  make  any  observation,  but  looked 
w  feelings  so  well,  that  after  hasping  tiie  door  out- 
aide,  the  man  un&stened  it,  and  poking  in  his  large 
diock  head,  said, 
^  I  hope  your  h(»iour  isn't  cuiray  with  me  for  just 
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doing  my  duty.  I£  I  had  a  minute,  Sir,  Td  Met  a  ooir, 
and  then  jou'd  see  I  couldn't  help  it  Just  hid  God 
be  wid  me  before  I  go;  because,  though  it's  onljfe 
a  while,  just  down  the  mountain,  you  understiiid,  ibB 
one  docs  not  want  to  have  bad  blood  tracking  ooe'^ 
traheens" 

**  I'm  sure  I  have  no  bad  blood  towards  ycm,  iDj 
good  fellow,"  said  Mr.  Spencer,  "and  I  hope  Q<^ 
will  be  with  you  in  all  ways  that  merit  his  protectioi^' 

"  Thank  yer  honour,"  and  he  fastened  the  door  o^ 
the  outside. 

The  poor  peasant's  manner  convinced  Mr.  Spenc^'^ 
that  he  was  going  on  a  service  of  danger,  and  thoo^''^ 
he  spoke  about  his  returning  so  rapidly,  Edward  te^ 
assured  it  was  more  than  likely  he  would  not  t'^ 
back  that  night.    He  waited  for  some  time,  listemiy^ 
attentively  to  catch  any  sound;  but  after  a  few  minnt^^ 
the  place  became  as  stiU  and  silent  as  a  tomb,  no  echc^^ 
ing  voices  or  echoing  feet;  once  he  saw  a  bare-footed^^ 
half  naked  boy  below,  and  watched  him  as  he  departe^^ 
at  a  half  trot,  skirting  the  margin  of  the  lake  and  the^^ 
poleing  himself  across  it  on  a  bundle  of  brushwood  ^ 
and  finally  bounding  up  the  most  perpendicular 
of  the  moimtain  with  the  alertness  of  a  wild 
Mr.   Spencer  then  removed  the  piece  of  wood 
looked  into  the  room  beneath,  but  it  was  tenantleas; 
saw,  however,  that  the  window  was]  much  larger  thar:^' 
he  had  imagined,  and  was  open;  and  upon  inveetigmtin^" 
more  closely  he  also  perceived  that  the  board  or 
he  had  pushed  aside,  was  only  a  portion  of  a  tn^-d< 
dexterously  contrived  in  the  ceiling,  which  was  of  oi 
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Bot  of  stone  like  the  one  he  was  in — ^probably  altered 
fiom  its  original  formation;  this  door  opened,  not 
"diiecdy  into  the  room,  but  over  a  sort  of  closet  or  recess, 
^ODunuiiicating  not  only  with  that  chamber,  but  one 
Iwneath  it — a  dungeon  perhaps;  and  upon  examining 
^  roofing  of  the  cell  he  occupied,  Edward  saw  that  a 
^e  immediately  above  had  once  been  moveable, 
^HhoQgh,  not  having  been  displaced  for  years,  it  had 
^^eoome  of  the  exact  colour  of  the  older  stones,  and  the 
division  could  not  be  observed  except  upon  minute 
Scrutiny. 

There  coidd  be  no  diiSculty  in  his  letting  himself 
^^own  into  the  lower  room,  and  the  window,  he  felt 
damped,  was  not  more  than  five  or  six  feet  from  the 
^^round.     Disappointed,  as  he  certainly  was,  at  not  see- 
ing its  fair  occupant  once  again,  a  sudden  hope,  sprung 
%xp  within  him  that  he  had  discovered  a  way  of  escape, 
-^md  might  still  be  able  to  prevent  the  plan  of  the 
"Whiteboys  from  taking  effect.     He  was  certain,  not- 
"withstanding  his  gaoler's  boast  that  there  were  plenty  of 
people  about,  that  every  man  had  been  called  away  for 
«ome  particular  purpose;  yet  he  felt  that  he  had  better 
wait  until  evening  closed  in,  before  he  made  the  attempt ; 
he  then  replaced  the  wood,  leaving  the  smallest  pos- 
fflble  space  through  which  he  could  make  observations — 
and  no  doubt  the  time  that  intervened  between  his 
resolve  and  twilight,  appeared  an  age.    Never,  to  his 
thinking,  had  the  sun  so  lingered  in  the  heavens,  never 
was  there  so  tedious  a  sunset,  never  did  night  come  on  so 
creepingly;  and  then  every  thing  was  so  still,  so  death- 
like in  the  house.    At  last,  to  his  great  relief,  he  saw 
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the  dark  form  of  lifiss  Anne  pacing  along  the  terrace, 
and  the  window  below  opened  in  a  different  direction 
to  the  one  from  whence  he  looked.     Surely  it  was  dark 
enough  now,  and  he  conld  but  make  the  attempt;  at 
the  very  moment  that  he  knelt  on  the  floor  to  with- 
draw the  worm-eaten  beam,  just  as  his  fingers  rested  on 
it,  a  slight  noise  made  him  aware  there  was  some  one 
beneath;  he  looked  through  the  chink  and  perceived  tliat 
the  fair  sleeper  had  returned.     He  could  not  see  her  dis- 
tinctly^ but  there  was  no  mistaking  the  outline  of  the 
face  and  head.     She  stood  at  the  open  window,  and  in 
another  moment  he  heard   her  in  conversation  with 
some  one   outside,  who,  like  herself,  spoke  in  a  low 
and  guarded  tone. 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 

THE  ESCAPE. 

Sdward  Spencer  was  of  too  lofty  a  nature  to  play 
le  eavesdropper;  but  a  variety  of  contending  feelings 
laaned  him  to  the  spot  when  he  recognised  the  voice 
f  the  treasure-seeker,  and  from  his  words  was  at  once 
xmvinced  that  the  lady  who  had  attracted  his  attention 
•n»  no  other  than  Ellen  Macdonnel — a  prisoner,  whe- 
fticr  voluntary  or  involuntary  remained  to  be  ascertained. 
Several  sentences  had  been  spoken  before  Edward  com- 
[■diended  their  tendency.  At  last  he  heard  the  lady  say : 
**  I  dare  not  go  where  you  would  have  me;  and  yet  I 
^^JJJiot  remain  here  much  longer;  if  I  do  it  will  kill 

There  was  a  reply,  which  Edward  did  not  hear; 
r^  she  spoke — 

*  All  I  want  is  the  means  to  leave  the  country;  that 
*U  I  wait  for,  all  I  desire;  there  is  no  safety  if  I  rc- 

"*^ere  were  some  other  words  from  without. 
'Xliank  you,  good,  kind  Mattliew,  I  know  that,  and 
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I  am  sure  I  wish  you  could  find  the  treasore  70a  dram 
of;  but  trust  mc,  it  will  be  only  ft  dream.  I  amsore  jon 
have  sought  as  you  say,  day  and  night,  I  am  oertva 
of  it,  and  you  need  not  teU  me  that  you  will  giTene 
all  you  find,  good  Matthew;  and  what  you  find  I  will 
promise  to  take,  and  I  am  sure  that  promise  makes  joa 
happy;  but  I  dare  not,  my  good  master,  trust  Detn 
Graves  or  any  else;  they  would  think  they  did  a  land— 
a  just — a  most  meritorious  action  in  bringing  me  fi)^ 
ward ;  they  would  think  it  their  duty,  and  their  lo?e  fer 
me  would  lead  them  to  do  what  would  break  my  heirt 
I  can  trust  no  one — ^no  one  but  God;  and  I  do  tiu* 
Him,  and  hope  to  be  delivered  f5rom  this  state— a  hun- 
dred times  worse  tlian  death.  No,  Matthew,  I  did  not 
say  I  would  not  trust  you ;  now,  do  not  weep,  that  0 
so  like  a  child;  I  know  the  danger  you  incur  in  ventur- 
ing to  find  mc,  as  long  as  it  is  my  brother's  pleasure  I 
should  not  be  found,  and  I  may  truly  add,  my  own 
desire  also." 

Another  pause,  and  Edward  caught  a  few  of  the 
treasure-seeker's  words  ;  he  had  raised  himself  up,  9jA 
now  clung  to  the  window. 

"  I  caimot  explain  to  you  all  I  mean,  good  Matthew; 
God  knows  this  place  seems  to  me,  I  dare  not  say  what; 
and  tliat  woman !  Oh,  Matthew !  if  they  should  ^l^^ 
der  me  as  they  have  murdered  others,  and  tlirow  me 
into  that  lake.  \Vliy  does  not  Lawrence  come,  when 
he  knows  what  I  endure  for  the  sake  of  his  safety;  * 
am  sure  there  is  something  dreadful  in  progress,  or  the 
men  woidd  not  have  gone  away,  watching,  as  they 
have  been,  some  other  hostage." 
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Ihe  Master  of  Spencer  Court  lifled  the  trap,  and 
ind  that  the  descent  was  much  easier  than  he  ex- 
sfted,  as  there  were  projections  whereon  to  rest  the 
i  Ellen  was  not  aware  of  the  movement,  so  fully 
8  flhe  occupied  with  her  old  friend;  and  Mr.  Spencer 
itted  the  recess,  and  announced  himself  immediately, 
as  to  prevent  her  being  alarmed.  Nothing  could 
)eed  poor  Matthew's  delight  and  astonishment  at  his 
)earance,  he  both  remembered  and  forgot  all  Ellen 
1  told  him,  his  mind  became  more  confused  than 
T,  '^  She  said  she  could  trust  no  one  but  God,  and 
t  he  would  help  her,  and  behold  help  is  sent;  it  is 
Dy  wonderful — quite  marvellous — and  there  is  no 
5  to  hinder  her  going  now." 

Ellen  was  tmablc  to  speak;  the  affectionate  tenderness 
ber  cousin's  manner,  added  to  his  unexpected  appear- 
Je,unnervedhcrcompletely;  it  seemed  so  long  since  she 
I  heard  the  voice,  and  such  a  voice,  of  kindness,  that 
'  thoughts  echoed  what  Matthew  had  repeated;  she 
1  looked  for  help  to  God,  and  He  had  sent  it  I  It  was 
Joeaible  to  meet  Ellen's  eyes  without  reading,  and  at 
^  a  volmne  of  high  thoughts,  wliile  feeling  the  pre- 
ce  of  her  perfect  truth.  Edward's  nature  was  too 
''alrous  not  to  acknowledge  its  influence,  and  he 
ted  her  the  affection  and  protection  of  a  brother, 
1  an  earnestness  and  sincerity  not  to  be  mistaken. 
'  brave — ^the  true — the  upright — the  virtuous — in- 
ctively  understand  each  other;  there  is  no  desire  to 
dve,  no  dread  of  deception ;  no  introduction  is  needed, 
iacplanation  necessary. 
X  little  thought,"  she  said,  "when  I  heard  that 
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another  prisoner  had  arriyed,  to  be  caiefiiUy  looked  to 
for  a  day  or  two;  I  little  imagined  who  it  was;  nor  had 
Biddy  Doyle,  who  left  me  only  last  night,  the  least  idea 
who  the  stranger  could  be,  though  she  tried  haid  to 
prevail  upon  your  guards  to  tell ;  they  would  all  die 
rather  than  disclose  any  thing  connected  with  their 
meetings." 

Edward  did    not  deem  it  prudent   to  impart  to 
Matthew  why  he  was  so  anxious  to  escape,  but  learned 
with  great  satisfaction  that  Miss  Anne  and  two  lads 
were  all  who  were  left  to  keep  watch  pjid  ward,  and 
from  one  or  two  words  which  Ellen  heard*  die  did 
not  think  it  was  likely  the  men  would  return  before  ^ 
next  night.    Matthew  was  delighted  at  the  idea  of 
guiding  Mr.  Spencer  over  the  mountain,  not  doobUBg 
but  Ellen  would  accompany  them. 

"  The  sooner  now  you  go  the  better,  Mr.  Spencer, 
she  said,  ^'  the  sooner  the  better;  Matthew  is  a  good 
guide.  I  have  not  asked  why  you  were  sent  here,  \if^ 
be  it  what  it  may,  I  shall  rejoice  at  your  eso^;  I  •* 
sure  you  would  not  harm  a  misguided  peof^  and  tb^ 
are  reasons  why  you  should  treat  with  care  and  tender- 
ness some  who  have  not  only  been  misguided^  but  ^ 
misguide  others." 

"  But  you  will  come  with  us;  surely  yoo  will  not  re- 
main here,"  urged  Edward  Spencer,  **  why  should 
you  ?  I  know  the  high  and  noble  part  you  acted  towards 
one  so  little  worthy  of  it,  and  there  is  not  a  man  intb^ 
county  who  is  not  prepared  to  render  you  homage." 

*'  Homage !"  repeated  Ellen,  "  and  to  what  wcflld 
homage  lead  ?  I  caimot  explain  it  even  to  you,  who 
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ittio  short  a  space  of  time  have  taken  away  the  blight 
of  desolation  from  about  me ;   but  the  thorny  path  I 
kie  to  tread  must  be  trodden;  at  all  events,  tmtil 
nme sre  in  ihdr  graves  and  much  has  been  forgotten: 
nnj  from  all  who  knew  me  once,  my  only  hope^  is 
k>  remain  anywhere  silently  and  secretly;  my  entreaty, 
hat  trusting  as  I  do  most  firmly  upon  your  honour,  you 
nH  never  mention  where  you  have  met  me,  except  to 
«dy  Mary  O'Brien,  until,  if  it  should  bo  worth  your 
anembrance,  my  brother,  at  least,  is  in  a  distant  coun- 
J.    I  do  entreat  you  by  every  tlung  you  hold  sacred, 
ot  to  say  to  any  living  creature,  not  even  to  Dean 
Invee  or  to  his  daughters,  that  you  have  seen  me; 
^  wiU  think  me  a  monster  of  ingratitude,  but  I  must 
>dme  it;  they  will  not  think  so  always." 
**  It  is  to  save  your  brother  you  do  this,"  said  Ed- 
^ud,  taking  Ellen's  hand,  and  moving  her  away  from 
btthew,  who  still  stood  at  the  window,  wavering  be- 

V'^en  hope  and  disappointment,  not  understanding  any 

• 

^^Bg,  yet  feeling  all  things ;"  it  is  to  save  yoiu: 
mother — a  brother  unworthy — ^you  do  this." 
**It  is  not  because  my  brother  is  fortimele^,  and  dif- 
■■  fiom  your  received  opinions,  or  even  from  mine," 
*  answered,  *'  that  he  must  be  imworthy ;  he  is  all 
have  in  the  wide  world  to  love." 
**  And  do  you  love  him?" 

"  He  is  my  brother,"  she  replied,  after  a  pause,  "  we 
c  alone  in  the  world,  and  the  more  lonely,  the  more 
uigerous  his  position,  the  more  it  is  my  duty  to  be  to 
la  in  place  of  what  other  men  enjoy." 
*^  Do  you  know,  that  Abel  Richards  has  o£red  a 
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n^xrar.l  to  whoever  leads  to  your  place  of  oonoeil- 
ment."" 

"  Tlie  wretch  T  she  exclaimed,  ^*  the  base,  merdlev 
hvpocrite !  I  wi^h  you  had  not  named  him  ;  I  should 
h:ive  liked  these  low  moments  spent  with  my  dearun* 
clo's  nephew — ^^ 

•■  Your  e'Misin — triend — ^brother — ^if  you  will,"  ulte^ 
ruptevl  Ed  wordy  sudeiing  his  latent  enthusiasm  to  goab 
I'orth,  **  I  shall  never  forgive  myself  for  not  having  ko^ 
sinco  done  what  he  intended  to  do." 

EUea.  though  with  a  trembling  voice,  continQed, » 
it  he  lud  not  spoken. 

"  I  should  have  liked  them  to  have  remained  in  my 
memory,  pure,  bright,  and  sparkling,  like  yonderstir- 
unsulUed:  but  his  waniins:  to  discover  it,  would  be sut 
r.oieni  to  kev^p  ii  eonceakxl  from  the  whole  country; 
liowever.  I  hope  those  he  would  sacrifice  will  be  soon 
bevond  11:3  reach — tlie  ibreswom  traitor — to  wish  to 
make  me —  I  But  you  must  go,  and  may  God  protect 
you,  to  the  home  of  my  childhood — my  own  dear  honw 
— tliat  I  mav  never  see  a:r<:im  T' 

*'  It  is  not  so — it  is  not  so,"  said  Matthew;  "  Sir,  Mr. 
Spencer,  you  will  let  Miss  Xelly  come  and  see  Spencer 
Court,  will  vou  not  ?  I  am  sure  vou  will;  it  will  be  • 
long  time  before  they  love  you,  Sir,  as  they  love  th>t 
little  girl." 

*•  Peace,  Matthew  I'*  said  Ellen,  struggling  with  1^ 
tears. 

*'  Nav,  Miss  Ncllv,  sure  liis  honour  knows  it's  natni«* 
we  should  love  what  we  see  grow  under  our  eye;  ^ 
do^  if  it  is  only  for  the  trouble  it  gives  us — ^we  do,  ^' 
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id;  she  could  be  so  useful  to  your  honour,  teach  you 
w  to  mix  judgment  with  your  charity,  and  charity 
tk  your  judgment," 

'^You  do  not  heed  the  words  of  a  fond,  weak  man; 
!}  no  one  heeds  Master  Mat;  and  surely  you  will  for- 
^  me  if  I  entreat  you  to  judge  kindly  of  the  poor — 
1  Mrs.  Mylcr  knows  those  who  need  most,  where  all 
leed  are  needy — ^you  will  be  patient  with  the  poor, 
they  need  patience;  and,  oh,  do  not  let  any  harden 
IT  heart  against  them !  Strangers  get  amused  by  their 
;,  and  laugh  at  their  blunders ;  but  when  the  starva- 
1,  and  the  beggary,  and  the  entire  wretchedness, 
en  all  that  comes,  they  tire  of  it,  and  forget  that 
irity — true  charity — ^beareth  all  things;  the  romance 
one  thing,  the  reality  another.  Dean  Graves,  ho 
tties,  pities,  and  yet  loves  them ;  it  requires  a  woman's 
art  and  a  man's  head  to  manage  them  rightly.  And 
•  thing  more;  there  is  a  dog,  that  I  brought  a  puppy 
ly  arms  to  Spencer  Court ;  it  has  been  my  friend  and 
ipanion  for  years;  it  is  old  and  feeble  now,  strangers 
t  new  servants  may  ill-treat  or  neglect  it ;  will  you 
i  for  it  ?" 

'  Anan !"  said  Master  Mat.  "  I  forgot  to  tell  you, 
'9  the  poor  craythur  had  the  sense  of  a  Christian- 
Was  foimd  dead  at  your  room  door,  and  Mrs. 
ier  buried  him,  darling,  just  by  your  own  bower  in 
School  garden.  The  sound  of  tlie  river  comes  up 
e  from  the  valley;  and  the  hum  of  the  children's 
eg,  in  their  lessons,  will  be  pleasant  over  his  grave, 
was  mighty  good  to  little  children." 
)u8  sad  intelligence  overflowed  the  heart  of  EUea; 
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she  covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  and  sobbed  IkI* 
terly. 

**  See  how  she  cries  for  the  dumb  beast,"  sud  Mift- 
thew,  ''  and  never  shed  a  tear  about  parting  widtne— 
only  would  send  me  away  without  her,  for  no  rettoft 
Mighty  strange  arc  women !  Do  try  and  persuade  ImTi 
Sir.  It*3  a  great  pity — ^it's  a  great  pity.  Her  brodKr'i 
at  the  bottom  of  it  alL  A  wild  boy.  Sir — veiy  vili; 
never  would  learn — ^ncver  I  Never  did  more  in  ha* 
guages  than  call  me  maestro,  and  never  took  ddiglitia 
any  book  but  that  old  history  of  Ireland,  that  he  xsA 
to  grind  his  teeth  over.  Poor  Miss  Ellen !  ahe^d  pacii^ 
the  country  quicker  than  any  r^ment  of  soldiett 
Don't  fret  about  the  beast,  Miss,  darling;  111  get  je 
another,  twice  as  liandsome,  a  little  black-a-viced  ta^ 
ryer,  or  a  lady  spaniel,  or  a  fine  setter.  But  tbt 
wont  do;  no  indeed  it  won't!  It's  not  thebewdyof 
tlie  thing,  but  the  loving  it;  and  use  is  more  near  tie 
heart  tlian  beauty." 

Ellen  apologised  to  Edward  for  her  emotion^  but^ 
not  venture  to  allude  to  its  cause.  A  few  days  would 
make  a  great  change;  at  present  she  lived  in  agony» 
not  knowing  wliat  her  brother's  late  might  be;  ana 
after  gathering  energy  for  the  effort,  she  entreated  Ed- 
ward to  remember  that  Lawrence  had  been  pecuHany 
situated ;  that  he  had  been  aggrieved ;  that  he  had  been 
trained,  unhappily,  in  the  strongest  Irish  hatred  of 
English  rule.  She  buried  his  faults,  his  harshness  to 
herself,  within  her  own  bosom ;  but  illumined  his  perfec- 
tions with  the  light  of  her  own  love.  She  spoke  with 
a  feeling,  an  earnestness,  so  natural,  so  powerful,  ^^ 
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et  BO  iromanlj,  that  Edward  Spencer,  as  he  gazed  into 
crdoquentfiMe,  forgetting  altogether  his  conventional 
toldnesBy  permitted  his  lips  for  once  to  convey  the  feel- 
Bgi  of  his  heart,  and  said,  ^^  I  will  remember  only, 
lilt  lie  is  your  brother."  And  then  he  endeavoured  to 
•faoeher  to  promise  that  nothing  should  tempt  her  to 
■Kie  her  native  land.  He  told  her  he  had  determined, 
Mfiae  they  met,  to  see  that  she  received  what,  brought 
9  as  his  imde's  child,  she  was  entitled  to  receive. 
Dui,  he  said,  was  necessary  to  the  preservation  of  his 
Httmr;  to  the  embalming  of  his  imcle's  memory  in 
iie  hearts  of  all  just  men.  She  should  have  whatever 
kdesired,  as  to  means;  or  would  she  write  to  him  con- 
Uentially,  and  direct  him  as  to  her  wishes?  She  owed 
dm  no  thanks — ^it  was  her  due,  her  right.  It  ought 
0  have  been  done  before,  but  he  hoped  for  the  pleasure 
f  ananging  it  himself,  while  he  assured  her  that  in 
nu  she  would  ever  meet  the  tenderness  and  affection 
^  a  brother.  The  y oimg  Englishman  had  forgotten 
(together  that  he  had  known  his  fair  relative  moments 
4  not  years.  He  felt  for  her  all  he  expressed ;  the 
^^ng  was  enhanced  by  a  meeting  imder  such  circum- 
lOoes,  and  the  regret  that  he  might  not  see  her  again; 
>Q  more  than  regret  that  he  had  not  known  her 
!<eviously. 

Again  and  again  he  entreated  her  to  change  her 
Upoee.  She  felt  as  if  she  could  have  trusted  him  with 
!r  secret^  and  more  than  once  was  on  the  point  of 
ying,  ^^  and  yield  my  brother's  life  to  Abel  Richards;" 
[ft  die  remained  firm  and  silent,  and  so  they  parted; 
e  one  urging  comdderation  for  the  people — ^the  other, 
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with  excited  admiration,  scarcely  acknowledged  to 
himself.  More  than  once  he  turned  back  and  mfA 
his  hand  towards  the  window,  and  then  proceeded, 
carefully  guided  by  the  treasure-seeker,  who  led  lam 
beneath  the  shadow  of  old  walls  and  moaIdeDi|g 
firagments,  which  showed  how  extensiye  the  stnnge, 
shapeless  building  must  once  have  been^  straggling  and 
irowning  by  the  side  of  that  lonely  lake,  and  backed  lij 
these  grim  mountains,  without  shelter  or  vegetatioB* 
And  then,  to  prevent  his  crosang  the  bridge,  lAoAf 
irom  its  immense  height,  might  have  expoeed  Aon 
to  observation  even  in  the  night,  Matthew  walked  fiir 
some  time  along  the  border  of  the  river,  that  roind 
and  rushed  on  its  mad  course,  as  if  meny  at  escepiBg 
restraint  in  the  tranquil  lake — while,  taking  Edward's 
hand,  tlicy  stepped  one  after  the  other  over  some  huge 
stones,  that  were  but  seldom  crossed  even  by  the  moun- 
taineers. Matthew,  who  appeared  to  have  collected  his 
senses  in  a  marvellous  manner,  once  left  Edward  on  the 
margin  of  the  water,  to  ascend  to  a  cabin  that  could  not 
have  been  distinguished  from  the  sliingle  of  the  moun- 
tain but  for  the  light  which  a  turf  fire  emitted.  He 
returned,  but  not  until  Edward's  patience  was  nearly 
exhausted,  liaving  "  kindled  liis  pipe,"  and  told  hinii 
that  there  were  only  the  women  and  children  "up there," 
for  the  "  boys"  were  all  gone;  the  woman  was  weeping 
bitterly,  for  she  knew,  she  said,  there  was  much  danger 
about;  the  corpse  candles  had  been  dancing  over  the 
river  all  the  night  before,  and  every  inch  of  her  candle 
ran  into  winding-sheets;  when  she  rose  in  the  monung» 
she  found  three  crickets  perished  on  the  hearth-stone,  and 
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le  dead  hand  never  let  her  sleep  all  night,  knocking 
EOB  knocks  on  the  door.  Her  husband,  *'  a  quiet  man, 
I  ever  broke  the  world's  bread,"  had  gone  away  with  a 
fcnmger  that  morning;  and  if  the  schoolmaistcr  walked 
en  miles,  she  did  not  think  he'd  find  any  but  women 
iberever  he  went ;  she  was  sure  they  were  gathering 
be  men  for  no  good ;  and  the  treasure-seeker,  whose 
implicity  had  been  quite  satisfied  by  wondering  how 
(r.  Spencer  came  **  at  the  back  of  God  speed,"  never 
iked,  or  even  thought  a  question  on  the  subject; 
ever  imagining,  that  he  more  than  any  knew  the  cause 
f  the  movement  that  had  driven  the  men  from  their 
eaoefiil  homes. 

^  Can  we  not  get  on  faster,  and  how  &r  ore  we  from 
penoer  Court?'  he  inqiiired,  afler  achieving  tlie  summit 
^  a  mountain,  which  he  believed  to  be  the  one  whose 
^  he  had  caught  sight  of  from  Ellen's  window. 
•*  It's  weary  miles  yet  to  Spencer  Court,"  was  the 
ply.  "  But  in  the  bend  of  the  valley  yonder,  is  Dean 
niTes',  that's  not  five  miles  all  out;  but  I  mustn't 
^  there,  they'd  be  asking  me  about  Miss  EUcn,  and 
Qiiistn't  tell,  and  my  memory  is  feeble,  though  my 
W  is  true;  I  might  do  mischief  where  I  meant  good, 
Hi  not  go  near  them." 

"But  I  have  no  such  fear,  so  let  us  cross  the  country 
that  direction,"  said  Edward,  ^^and  they  will  not 
ittdon  me  about  her,  I  am  sure  of  that." 
While  they  were  journeying  in  the  moonlight, 
KOngh  a  country  in  some  places  densely  populated, 
boogh  not  a  man  throughout  the  district  slept  that 
{ht  in  his  own  home,  EUcn,  now  that  reaction  after 
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her  excitement  was  come,  wept  more  bitterly  than  she 
had  ever  wept  before,  within  those  walla ;  theze  m 
something  inexpressibly  horrid  in  her  over-nigiit  fed* 
ings,  in  being  almost  alone,  alone  but  fixr  the  janan 
of  a  couple  of  moimtainbojs,  with  *'  Sister  Anne,"  ^xn 
whom  the  crime  of  in&nt  murder  was  stamped.  Her 
brother's  prolonged  absence  boded  evil,  nor  was  ihe  u 
indifferent  to  the  fate  of  the  devoted  Louis,  as  dielnd 
been  to  his  love.  She  would  have  rejoioed  beyondall 
telling  if  her  humble  friend  Biddy  had  been  with  lier^lxift 
she  had  gone  to  attend  some  cousin's  funeral;  thenihe 
reproached  herself  for  not  expressing  gratitude  for  Ed- 
ward's kindness — what  must  he  think  of  her?  then  agiiOf 
a  sort  of  terror  crept  through  her  veins  least  by  aidiog 
his  escape,  she  had  brought  her  brother  into  hann.  But 
in  the  midst  of  this  chaos,  the  tones  of  Spencer's  yoice, 
so  rich  in  tenderness,  would  return  to  her  ear,  and  stzike 
upon  her  heart ;  the  conviction,  that  he  would  indeed 
be  kind  to  the  poor,  whose  future  comfort — ^whose  Tcry 
existence  depended  upon  him  ;  the  generosity  of  to 
intentions  —  all  soft,  kindly  thoughts  would  soothe 
and  comfort  her,  as  she  gazed  into  the  darkness  which 
so  soon  had  hid  him  from  her  sight;  more  ibui 
onco  she  contrasted  him  with  another,  with  him;  to 
whom  she  had  been  all  that  man  ever  dreams  of  when 
he  loves ;  who  had  cherished  her  every  word  and  look» 
when  she,  an  unconscious  girl,  warmed  into  a  still 
stronger  patriotism  by  the  injustice  or  indifference  of 
the  English  to  Irish  siiffering  and  Irish  virtue,  poured 
out  her  whole  heart  to  him ;  who  listened  at  first^t^ 
cause  he  loved — ^and  afterwards  loved  what  he  had  lis* 
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to;  "who  foiled  to  win  lier — why  ?  it  is  impossible 
.  Perhaps,  because  his  love,  instead  of  rendering 
loquent,  sealed  his  lips  ;  perhaps,  because,  as  his 
L  became  fettered  by  afiection,  her's  grew  calm  ; 
pe,  because  her  lofty  mind  could  only  bow  to  one 
bfty !  And  yet  that  was  not  it;  it  was  simply  one 
e's  mysteries  that  are  never  read — she  knew  it  not 
f ;  but  in  that  brief  interview,  tlie  image  of  Ed- 
Spencer  had  sunk  deeper  into  her  heart  than  any 
whom  her  eyes  had  rested,  or  could  ever  rest 
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CHAPTER  Vm. 

THE  BOUTE  TO  THE  PASS. 

Edwakd  Spenceb  and  the  schoolmaster  pirted 

before  daybreak,  after  guiding  him  within  sight  of  tie 
avenue  wliich  led  to  the  Glebe. 

"  I'll  keep  about  that  ould  castle  in  the  bend  of  the 
Tallcy,"  said  Master  Mat,  '*  I'll  fill  up  my  time  root- 
ing imdcr  the  stones,  or  clearing  the  moss  out  of  thcsgiw 
and  letters  on  the  old  tombs  beyant;  for  there's  an  an- 
cient burying-place  near  it,  and  they  never  wonder  at 
seeing  poor  Matthew  about  ruins;  or  maybe,  111  take  a 
sleep  somewhere,  for  it's  worn  to  death  I  am  with  the 
thramping ;  and  if  you  should  want  me,  you'll  know 
where  to  find  mc  without  any  trouble— only  don't  teu. 
You  can  get  into  the  house.  Sir,  by  your  leave,  or  trith 
your  leave,  for  there  isn't  any  one  in  the  country  wca- 
dles  or  makes  with  the  dean,  and  the  never  a  lock  i3 
turned  in  his  door;  he  has  a  fortune,  you  know,  ofhi* 
o^vn,  and  hasn't  looked  for  a  farthing  of  tithe  th«c 
five  years,  and  is  a  real  pacificator — constantly  coniing 
betwixt  them  and  harm;  so  they  let  liim  alone;"  ^^ 
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391  the  ample  creature  kissed  Ed¥rard's  hand,  and 
fled  a  few  words  of  apology  ;  "  I've  been  bad  com- 
Eijfor  jourlionoury  not  all  as  one  as  I  used  to  be  long 
er  ago  in  your  uncle's  time,  when  Fd  the  classics  at 
2  top  of  my  tongue,  and  could  divert  you  with  alge- 
ft,  or  astronomy,  or  discourse  you  in  Latin,  or  have 
id  you  the  names  of  every  star  in  the  heavens  as  they 
>ked  down  upon  us,  and  we  breaking  our  hearts 
ider  them !   Wonderful  things  arc  them  stars !  But  it 
sins  as  if  my  maning  and  memory  are  gone,  though 
^  the  heart  to  ihe  good  still,  only  it  troubles  me  more 
ttn  it  used:  it  is  mighty  hard  to  have  the  heart  to 
sf,  and  want  the  head  to  think — ^but  it's  the  will  of 
od!  it's  the  will  of  God !   We  must  set  the  one  against 
e  other.     Some  men  seem  to  have  heads  only  for  ill, 
ce  Abel  Richards,  and  some,  all  as  entirely  for  good; 
id  more  times  I  wonder,  if  it's  real  life  Fm  in,  or  if 
L  I  have  seen  and  known  in  this  world  is  nothing 
*t  a  dream,  from  which  I  shall  wake — ^the  Lord  above 
lows  when!" 

There  was  a  tone  of  such  intense  melancholy  in  the 
lioolmaster's  voice,  and  an  air  of  so  much  tenderness 
id  feeling  about  him  as  he  spoke,  that  Edward — always 
ive  to  whatever  needed  cheering,  and  with  a  sym- 
lihy  which  he  felt  he  could  indulge  in,  without  being 
llgeeted  to  the  wellbrcd  ridicule  that  awaits  every 
lenuine  demonstration  of  the  heart  in  ordinary  society — 
sessed  Matthew's  hands  between  his  own. 

"  No,  no,  my  old  friend,"  he  said,  *^  no,  no,  it  is  all 
eaEty;  and  so  you  will  find  it  very  soon,  when  the 
diool  house  is  done  up,  and  refurnished,  and  you  have 
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ordered  new  books,  and  globes,  and  mapSi  andlimill 
your  boys  about  you  again." 

''Thank  you,  thank  you,  that  will  be  wdl!  BntiveU 
keep  some  of  the  old  books — old  books  are  like  die 
faces  of  old  friends — ^we'U  keep  them.  Miss  Nelly  used  to 
put  sand  in  my  ink  bottle,  and  place  '  Robinson  Cnaoe* 
or  *  The  Adventures  of  Freeny'  before  me,  when  I 
wanted  Virgil ;  but  she's  steadier  now — she's  xuxb 
steadier — she  wouldn't  do  that  now.  Avoumeen  ded- 
ish !"  he  exclaimed,  suddenly,  ''  what  am  I  thinking  of? 
No,  Mr.  Spencer ;  no.  Sir,  I  could  stay  easy  in  Ae 
school  now  worse  than  eyer—- wanting  HEB ;  and  tvio 
boys,  when  I  came  back  this  last  time  througli  Ae 
sickness  and  the  disturbance,  I  asked  for  my  best  GiediB 
— andmy  little  poet — and  my  square-root;  and  they  told 
me  of  three  graves — not  green — ^in  the  church-ywd; 
there  arc  my  scliolars  now !  No,  good  Sir,  Tm  not  fit  to 
teach,  I  m  hardly  fit  to  learn ;  so  I'll  just  wait  the  Lord's 
pleasure,  and  pray  that  if  I  do  no  good,  I  may  do  no 
harm ;  and  who  knows,  if  I'm  shut  out  from  this  worldt 
I  may  sec  other  things,  and  find  what  /  knmo  is  Wd- 
den !  God  never  takes  one  sense,  without  quickeniB? 
another — God  be  with  you.  Sir,  I'll  be  below  at  the 
ruin;  you'll  mind  her  words.  Sir;  Gt)d  be  with  you 
ever  more  I" 

Poor  Matthew  had  spoken  more  at  parting  than 
during  his  entire  companionship ;  he  seemed  a&aid  to 
trust  his  wandering  thoughts  to  words,  only  giving  thfln 
vent  at  intervals  and  then  sealing  his  lips  until  lecallcd 
by  some  event  or  observation. 

The  gate,  leading  to  the  deanery,  was  open,  ss  Iiiv^ 
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8  generally  aie,  and  Edward  felt  it  awkward  to 
r  at  sack  an  unusual  hour;  he  knocked  at  the 
rof  the  lodge  hardly  expecting  to  receive  an  answer, 
much  to  his  astonishment,  a  woman,  dressed  as  if 
hid  sat  up  all  night,  opened  it  immediately.  He 
Died  at  what  time  the  family  rose  in  the  morning, 
told  him  *•  early.'  Would  she  ask  her  hushand  (she 
a  young  in£mt  in  her  arms)  to  walk  with  him  to 
liouse.  Her  manner  became  confused,  and  after 
)  hedtation  she  replied,  that  ^*  He  wasn't  in,  he 
just  gone  out  on  a  little  business,  that  was  all; 
1  go  down  with  his  honor,  herself,  only  she 
dn't  leave  the  gate." 

dward  smiled  at  her  sudden  care  of  an  open  gate, 
proceeded  alone  down  the  avenue;  he  had  not 
)  many  yards  before  a  child  pattered  after  him, 
little  rosy  feet  wet  with  the  early  dew  as  she  ran 
ugh  the  grass  that  sloped  from  each  side  of  the 
age-drive. 

Flase  yer  honour,  mammy  says,  don't  tell  the 
jfcer  that  daddy  wasn't  in,  as  he'd  go  mad  with  her 
?ely,  and  mammy  couldn't  hinder  him." 
And  where  is  he  gone,  my  little  maid?*' 
Bedad,  Sir,  I  don't  know,  only  he  went  on  his 
«  not  to  be  axed  to  go,  and  they  would  have  kilt 
dead  if  he  didn't;  and  mammy  says  maybe  he'll 
rcome  back;  and  don't  tell  the  minister,  plase.  Sir, 
le'd  go  mad,  so  he  would,  and  so  would  the  young 
«,  and  they're  the  darlins  of  the  world  to  us — so 
are." 

e  gave  the  child  a  shilling,  which  doubtless  she 
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consttrued  into  a  promise,  and  pondered  dmnig  ilie 
remainder  of  his  short  walk,  on  the  omnipotenoeof  t 
system  that  so  completely  held  in  despotic  tbziUom 
all  who  came  within  its  influence. 

The  house  was  one  of  those,  so  common  in  Ireliad, 
placed  in  a  situation  of  extreme  beauty,  but  witboot 
any  exterior  ornament.  No  verandahs  garlanded  vitk 
roses,  no  trcllice  covered  with  climbers,  no  vBses,  no 
bowers,  no  indications  of  taste ;  but  the  prospect  ins  of 
surpassing  loveliness — ^meadows  and  river,  trees,  luinSr 
hill  and  dale,  mingled  together,  girded  by  moantvtf 
in  the  distance,  all  glowing  in  the  increasing  light  of  ft 
summer  morning.  It  was  necessary  to  ascend  flomft 
steps  to  reach  the  hall  door;  and  as  Edward  did  so,  be 
perceived,  through  the  half-closed  shutters  of  a  bow- 
windowed  room,  a  ray  of  light,  struggling  feebly  with 
the  broad  beams  of  morning.  When  he  stood  on  the 
top  step  he  looked  in;  and  though  the  smouldering 
wicks  of  the  candles  showed  how  much  they  had  been 
neglected,  he  saw  that  a  lady  in  deep  mourning  was 
^vriting  at  the  table,  while  Dean  Graves,  looking  at 
least  ten  years  older  than  when  they  last  met,  was 
seated  in  a  large  chair  opposite.  He  knocked,  still 
keeping  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  window.  The  hij 
started  and  turned  round ;  and  Edward  Spencer  s  heart 
beat  more  loudly,  to  liis  thinking,  than  his  hand  had 
knocked — for  it  was  Lady  Mary  O'Brien.  The  dean, 
after  a  little  hesitation,  advanced  to  the  window,  and 
opened  the  shutters  fully.  He  immediately  recognised 
Edward,  and  hastened  to  admit  him,  leading  hiin» 
however,  to  a  diflerent  apartment  from  that  which  be 
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iiad  quitted.  If  Lady  Mary  felt  any  emotion  at  this 
visiti  unexpected  as  it  must  have  been,  she  soon  over- 
cune  it,  for  Edward  had  hardly  exchanged  ten  words 
with  the  Dean  when  she  entered;  nor  did  she  permit 
tune  for  the  usual  greeting,  when  she  inquired  if  Ed- 
ward had  received  her  letter. 

"And  delivered  it,"  was  the  reply. 
"Not  yourself,"  said  Lady  Mary.      "Surely  you 
^id  not  venture  there?* 

"  I  would  have  ventured  much  farther,  Lady  Mary, 
te  execute  any  commission  of  yours." 

Lady  Mary's  cheek  flushed.  She  hesitated,  and 
l^ecame  more  and  more  agitated,  until,  making  a  de- 
<sided  efibrt  at  self-command,  she  said,  "  It  was  most 
^ind,  most  generous,  but  most  imprudent.  I  should 
l!lever  have  thought  of  hazarding  your  life  in  such  a 
^kianner.  I  should  have  dreaded  their  discovering  you." 
"  I  did  not  permit  them  to  discover  me,  I  discovered 
tayself." 

"  And — did  you  see  liinif^ 
"  Certainly." 

**  But  are  you  sure  you  were  not  deceived  ?* 
**  Not  if  your  description  was  correct ;  the  ma     on 
^the  wrist,  and  all — " 

Lady  Mary  sank  into  a  chair. 
"  No,  no,"  she  said  to  Dean  Graves,  who  evidently 
thought  she  was  fainting ;  "  no,  no ;  I  am  not  one  of 
your  fidnting  ladies,  my  reverend  friend ;  no,  no ;  I  am 
overwhelmed  by  thinking  of  the  peril  to  which  so  kind 
a  friend  was  exposed." 
•  Oh,  how  Edward  Spencer  felt  at  that  moment;  how 
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ho  longed  to  throw  himself  at  her  &et;  but  the  mpaj 
as  to  '^  Who  was  Louis  ?"  restrained  him. 

^'  Did  they  demand  no  pledge  firom  you  ?  Did  Lqni 
^ve  you  no  letter — ^no  message  ?  How  did  yoa  oone 
here  ?  Did  you  know  I  was  here  7* 

''  I  must  request  your  paticnee;  they  demanded d» 
pledge,"  he  replied,  assuming  a  gaiety  he  did  not  fed, 
''  but  they  bandaged  my  eyes,  made  a  clear  case  of  the 
abduction  of  an  EngHsh  gentleman  by  the  wild  Irii, 
and  sent  mc  away  to  the  ^  Castle  Dangerous*  you  irae 
so  good  as  to  hint  at  in  the  steamer;  the  gentlcmiB, 
your  ladyship  calls  ^  Louis,'  took  the  letter,  but  gave  no 
message,   save  to  those  whose  custody  he  confided 
me  ;  and  when  I  came  here,  I  had  no  expectation  o€ 
this  honour — no  hope  of  seeing  any  one  except  the  dem, 
whom  I  wished  to  speak  to  in  private." 

"  A  thousand  pardons !"  said  Lady  Mary,  rising, "  I 
ought  to  apologise  for  this  intrusion ;  I  have  already 
caused  you  much  trouble,  and  most  miintcntionally  C3C- 
posed  you  to  much  danger;  my  usual  messenger  ifa^ 
nowhere  to  be  found;  if  you  remember,  you  inviteo. 
tlie  trouble,  and  God  knows,  I  would  not  have  expose^ 
you  to  tlie  peril  you  have  escaped  from,  no — not  to  hx^^^ 
saved  my  own  life." 

"  Only  to  save  a  life  dearer  than  your  ladyship's  own 
said  the  haughty  Edward,  while  a  fierce  jealousy  straff 
glcd  in  his  bosom. 

**  You  say  truly ;  the  life  I  would  save — ^thc  noW^ 
creature  I  would  recall — ^is  far  dearer  to  me  than  vaf 
own  fevered  and  disappointed  existence  can  ever  be^ 
God  knows  this,  and  knows  how  deeply— deeply  gratefiu- 
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I  am  to  you  at  this  moment."  She  held  out  her 
nd  to  Eldwixdi  who,  without  seeming  to  notioe  the 
ifementy  bowed. 

"Nay,"  she  said ;  ''  do  not  look  so  stately  and  so 
iglidi,  I  really  think  you  are  worse  than  ever  I  ia 
5  bow  neyer  unbent?'  At  that  moment,  Edward 
cnoer  felt  the  extension  of  that  small  white  tiem« 
Dg  hand  towards  him  a  positive  insult ;  he  wished 
t  were  a  man,  that  he  might  call  her  out;  he  won- 
ed  how  he  could  have  been  such  a  fool;  he  thought 
ly  thing,  but  he  said  nothing,  and  suffered  Lady 
ly's  hand  to  fall  to  her  side,  without  accepting  its 
sore. 

Inuurt  sayl"  observed  the  lady,  drawing  herself 
and  looking  as  dignified  as  noble  descent  for  mx 
^rations  could  entitle  a  beautiful  woman  of  five* 
-twenty  to  look ;  "  I  must  say,  that  having  conferred 
vour  upon  me,  you  have  made  mo  feel  its  value." 
It  is  not  that;  oh,  indeed,  it  is  not  that  T  exclaimed 
ivard,  as  he  attempted  to  prevent  her  leaving  the 
n;  but  she  was  gone. 

I  am  sorry  to  see  this,"  said  the  dean.  '^  Lady  Mary 
been  sitting  up  all  night,  writing  and  suffering;  she 
no  idea  of  what  you  undertook,  and  her  mind  is 
y  distressed,  as  you  may  suppose.  She  was  very 
ous  to  see  the  Master  of  Macroom,  but  unfortunately, 
^d  a  number  of  gentlemen  went  to  Bantry  yester- 
(br  a  day  or  two  ;  there  is  very  little  doubt  firom 
%ture  of  information  obtained  in  a  very  singular  man- 
that  they  will  find  the  leaders  of  this  imhappy  dis- 
ince,  and  a  great  quantity  of  arms  and  ammunition, 
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which,  we  feu,  has  been  contdbnled  hy.lbtwjyi ffct 
oontenta,  at  one  end  or  other  of  die  BMief  KlON^. 
eigh;  the  infannatioii  is  ao  eixooinatMttiaLiBdiQVllL 
authenticated,  that  they  departed  fidl  of  InpB.  Hii 
miUtaiy  at  Bantry  wiU  act  iinder  thieu  cQBtnl;  oneUt 
stroke  will,  Itrost,  oonvince  the  deluded  people  rfAat  ] 
folly ;  in  the  meantinie,  poor  Lady  Mary  it  in  aMi. 
of  distraction." 

'<  It  is  much  to  be  xegietted,**  aaid  Edward,  ^"^ 
the  object  of  thia  solicitude  ia  not  more  woKd^." 

^^Soitis;  but  whatcanbe  done?  Itisnovionh 
somng  with  women  about  the  worthineM  of  a  bdsnl 
object;  the  more  worthless  it  is,  ihe  nune  their  if»: 
pathy  is  excited ;  and  because  all  the  world  tfanb* 
badly  of  that  one  particular  person,  they  wiQ  (^ppoii 
the  world." 

"  Their  obstinacy" — said  Edward. 

"Or  heroism,"  interrupted  the  dean — ^'^inhercMe 
it  is  particularly  imfortunate." 

Mr.  Spencer  was  so  bewildered  by  his  unexpected 
interview  with  Lady  Mary,  and  the  strange  turn  it  w 
taken,  that  it  was  some  time  before  he  could  collect  »> 
thoughts  or  subdue  his  feelings  so  as  to  speak  of  the 
object  of  his  visit.  It  will  be  remembered  that  be 
only  heard  a  portion  of  what  Byrne  intended  to  pio- 
pose,  but  it  was  quite  sufficient  to  lead  him  to  ^ 
belief  that  the  Whiteboy  emissaries  had  succeeded  A 
deceiving  the  gentry,  and  that  it  was  more  ii» 
probable  the  sun  which  had  just  risen  would  setoaa 
dreadful  tragedy.  Edward  stated  to  the  dean  all  be 
had  heard,  and  all  he  believed  on  the  subject    Ibe 
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sigymaii  lieaxd  him  with  attention,  and  made  him 
peat  Byrne's  observation,  saying  that  he  knew  the 
Bk,  and  knew  him  to  have  been  rendered  desperate 
well  as  detennined,  by  the  fate  of  his  two  sons  and 
d  death  of  their  mother,  who  expired  at  the  foot  of 
d  gallows  on  which  her  youngest  bom  was  executed; 
t  hedid  not  place  the  same  confidence  in  the  strength 
Whiteboy  power,  or  the  extent  of  Whiteboy  in- 
Knce  that  Edward  did ;  he  did  not— even  with  the 
Kmledge  of  the  ruse  by  which  Murtogh  had  wiled 
e  soldiers  from  Glen  Flesk  at  the  very  time  when 
avis  was  concealed  there — he  did  not  even  then 
£eve  that  the  gentry  who  were  still  residents  in  the 
<im^  and  so  large  a  number  of  the  military  could 
t  decoyed,  as  Mr.  Spencer  seemed  to  apprehend  they 
Doldbe;  and  he  talked  of  the  '*  limited  number"  of 
e  incendiaries  imtil  Edward  assured  him  that  even 
s  own  gate-keeper  had  been,  it  might  be,  forced  to 
>andon  his  trust  in  a  way  which  left  no  doubt,  at  least 
L  his  mind,  of  his  destination.  It  became  evident  to 
iward  that  the  dean  was  now  alarmed  for  his  friends, 
oagh  still  clinging  to  the  belief  that  they  could  not 
►ve  been  deceived.  But  what  was  to  be  done?  It 
mid  have  been  unsafe  to  withdraw  any  more  soldiers 
mt  Kenmare  or  Macroom,  nor  could  Edward  state  the 
jcific  time  for  the  encounter  from  which  he  appre- 
aded  so  much  danger.  There  were  some  half-dozen 
diers  left  to  garrison  a  gentleman's  house  within  two 
les  of  the  Glebe  who  had  requested  such  protection; 
might  even  tiien  be  too  late  to  give  such  warning  as 
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could  put  them  cm  their  guard;  still  tke  effixrt  mnikltt 
made,  and  at  once. 

After  much  deliberation  it  was  agreed  that  flef 
should  partake  of  some  hurried  refieahment  and  sda 
rapidly  in  the  direction  of  the  pan  of  Kaim-an-dgliinl 
80  on  to  Bantrj.  The  dean  was  certain  of  the  fide% 
of  two  of  his  servants  who,  as  Protestants,  could  nofc 
belong  to  tlie  insurgents. 

*'  I  dare  not  let  Lady  Mary  know  of  our  inte&liflB, 
much  less  of  tlie  cause  which  prompts  it,  for  she  irooU 
insist  on  riding  with  us.  Nothing  daunts  her  qpinti' 
observed  the  clergyman. 

At  any  other  time,  Edward  Spencer  would  not  bn 
failed  to  have  thought  over,  in  his  usual  spirit  of  poodo^ 
ing,  the  extreme  want  of  feminine  delicacy  which  cbsao 
tensed  such  an  intent :  but  the  excitement  under  vbicb 
he  laboured;  the  anxiety  he  felt,  it  must  be  confcaed, 
for  both  parties  ;  the  devotion  he  had  witneased  in 
these  misguided  men  for  what  they  considered  right; 
the  constitutional  determination  of  all  Englishmen  to 
preserve  the  law  invioktc ;  added  to  the  horror  that  all 
must  feel  at  the  idea  of  fellow-creatures  being  betrafti 
to  death — agitated  and  yet  roused  him  so  efiectually, 
that  he  neither  felt  hunger  nor  fatigue,  but  an  ove^ 
whelming  desire  to  mount  and  away,  hoping,  despite  tlid 
impossibility  of  the  case,  that  he  might  yet  be  in  time 
to  put  his  friends  on  their  guard.  Nor  was  Dean  Graves 
less  anxious;  if  Edward's  apprehensions  were  well 
founded,  tliose  in  danger  were  the  friends  of  the  W 
forty  years  of  his  life— or  even  more  dear,  those  who  hi 
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[Own  up  to  manliood  beneath  liis  eyes,  whose  parents 
id  been  the  companions  of  his  youth.  Still,  there  was 
tde  to  apprehend  from  a  guerilla-like  ambush ;  were  it 
A&r  the  training  of  the  last  few  months,  they  would 
f,  as  they  always  did,  before  the  first  volley.  Both 
ere  agitated  by  contending  feelings,  which  they  endea- 
med  to  conceal  from  each  other.  Mr.  Spencer 
Uied  the  dean  to  take  a  couple  of  soldiers  from  the 
misoned  house,  but  he  objected ;  two  soldiers,  he 
ought,  could  be  but  of  little  service,  if  service  were 
ieded,  and  their  appearance  would  only  excite  the  sus- 
cions  of  the  peasantry.  No;  his  servants  should  be 
Bed  as  fidly  as  themselves,  and  all  well-mounted,  they 
ooldat  once  hasten  on  their  way.  Lady  Mary  had  re* 
led  to  her  room^  sending  her  host  word,  that  she  was 
edausted  as  to  require  rest,  and  imploring  him  to  let 
vknow  immediately  whatever  occurred. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  TEBIPTEB  AND  HIS  TOOL. 

The  trap  designed  for  the  gentry  of  the  oounby  Vf 
Byrne  was  skillfully  laid  and  well  baited;  long  before  be 
developed  his  plan  to  the  meeting  at  Gougane  Bra, 
he  had  cunningly  caused  reports  to  reach  the  ears  of  the 
magistrates  of  such  a  nature  as  to  draw  their  attention 
to  the  neighbourhood.     So  far  the  genius  of  Byne 
carried  him;  but  no  farther.     There  are  many  mino* 
sufficiently  endowed  to  lay  a  small  snare,  to  work  up 
a  villanous  scheme  to  a  certain  point,  yet  are  incapawe 
of  conducting  it  far  enough — ^not  from  any  hunnne 
delay  or  virtuous  withdrawal,  but,  though  full  of  tic 
wish  to  do,  incompetent  to  the  power  of  achievemoit. 
Such  was  the  case  witli  Byrne ;  it  was  witliin  his  com- 
pass to  increase  outrage,  and  to  mislead  directly  tfd 
indirectly ;  he  saw  that  the  parts  adjacent  to  the  lak«8 
and  mountains  knoi^Ti  to  tlicmselves,  would  be  a  capital 
field  for  slaughter  somehow^  and  that  some  **  burnings 
would  be  certain  to  bring  on  an  investigation,  parti- 
cularly if  any  of  the  retainers  of  Lord  Bantiy's  fiunfly 
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3  oatraged.  ^'  If  we  can,"  he  said,  *'  get  them  into 
pasB  of  Kaim-an-eigh  we  can  slay  them  like  sheep, 
Qg  and  old  together." 

Qt  Louis  immediately  observed,  *'  Not  unless  jou 
keep  them  there." 

awrence  saw  at  once  the  force  and  truth  of  this 
Tvation;  and  while  he  permitted  Byrne  to  play  his 
er  part  in  the  cause,  which  so  far  he  was  weU 
olated  to  manage,  he  resolved  to  induce  Louis  to 
i  the  pass,  and  survey  it  attentively;  the  blow  if 
i^k  must  be  struck  at  once,  and  if  struck  efi^tually, 
lelieved,  even  after  the  excitement  of  the  midnight 
dng  had  subsided,  the  whole  of  the  '^  Beautiful 
A"  would  be  their  own. 

ouis,  always  facile,  was  again  led  forward,  by  the 
ince  and  daring  of  the  undertaking,  to  act  as  he 
but  recently  determined  he  never  would  again — 
sr  such  circumstances. 

rhile  Edward  and  the  schoolmaster  were  treading 
r  way  through  the  mountains,  the  flower  of  West 
atry  chivalry  were  assembled  in  Lord  Bantiy's 
e;  many  of  them  Edward  had  met  at  Macroom; 
3  were  others  from  the  dark-eyed  kingdom  of 
y;  between  fifteen  and  twenty  gentlemen,  brave, 
jess,  handsome  Lishmen,  ^'up  to  any  thing;"  as 
r  to  hunt  a  Whiteboy  as  a  fox,  and  in  many  in- 
^es  stimulated  by  indignation  and  resentment  to  a 
.  duty.  They  laughed,  and  talked,  and  sung;  they 
iheir  butt  also ;  kicking  rude  jests  at  Abel  Richards, 
n  a  party  of  the  yoimger  ones  had  forced  to  accom- 
them,  diough  they  well  knew  he  would  have 
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ibBik  into  a  xabbit  hole  ndier  Aaa  apMi  VmMi$ 
danger  unknuiged  theieto  hjwatBm  gnatjnqmi 
liisowxi;  and  he  sat  at  the  lower  cndof  ^^MfLaif 
boaid,  gmiling  at  fboluh  jeBtaniiea  tiuj  fiD.  iDOsil 
lips  of  rank,  casting  up  his  eyes  UUtniDf  itii 
bounding  oaths  the  utterance  of  ivhick  dqpiil 
many  a  high-bom  gpntlflmaH|  and  Jaffing  into  oosMwdl 
abstraction  as  he  looked  into  the  deep  and  iafm 
pitfidb  of  his  own  mind  where  a  mwltitndft  of  in 
thoughts  were  in  peipetual  motion^  like  tad^pols  ill 
stagnantpooL  Heaffixrdedaieqxirt»li0WOT8i^toMl 
who,  as  he  became  more  under  ihe  inflnmwi  of  Al 
potent  whiskey,  extracted  his  tiacta  fiom  his  jui0 
and  substituted  ribald  songs  in  their  stead;  wfaikolbil 
up  to  '*  the  joke,"  when  he  had  grown  appaxentty  d 
more  intoxicated^  entreated  that  Mr.  Richaids  voiU 
bestow  on  them  one  of  his  *'  Roads  to  Grace,"  9t 
"  Solemn  Calls,"  or  « Patient  Spirits,"  or  "  Beam 
for  sweeping  out  Popery,"  and  then,  after  zeoeinng 
what  he  imagined  to  be  the  sought-for  treasuisi,  pio* 
claiined  with  mock  solemnity  the  sad  backsIidiBg  of 
their  sanctified  &iend. 

The  gentlemen  had  gone  through  a  hard  da/8^<A 
and,  prone  to  after-dinner  indulgence,  thought  litdetf 
the  plan  formed  for  their  starting  by  daybreak,  toiHtfi* 
they  had  been  led  to  believe  the  mysterious  leaderiia 
his  two  principal  lieutenants  would  be  found.  It  v« 
extraordinary  how  all  the  information  they  obiaiw 
led  to  the  same  conclusion,  and  how  careftdly  evfi} 
little  point  was  elucidated,  and  every  difficulty  deaiw 
up;  the  chain  of  evidence  rendered  completei  not  Ij 
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diflcloeuie — that  would  at  once  have 
enited  fOBfacion,  but  by  scraps  and  atoms,  sufficient 
to  mulead  cooler  and  wiser  heads;  some  indeed,  with 
tke  Master  of  Macroom  and  Abel  Richards,  thought  it 
poniUe  they  might  be  disappointed,  and  that  they 
Boight  retam  without  either  arms  or  insurgents;  but, 
on  the  other  hand  they  might  find  what  they  sought, 
nd  it  was  worth  the  trial. 

Although  every  peasant  in  the  country  knew  how 
fom  of  the  very  same  party  had  been  foiled  in  Olen 
Desk,  they  themselves,  with  all  their  boasted  knowledge 
of  the  country  and  the  people,  had  no  idea  of  it,  but 
ittgined  that  their  anticipated  prisoner  had  really  es- 
cq^ed  them  boxa  the  ruined  castle  of  the  Macarthy. 

While  the  house  resounded  with  revelry,  and  a  party 
tf  soldiers,  waiting  the  commands  of  their  officer,  made 
^  goard-room  of  the  servants'  hall,  or  bivouacked  on  the 
BWn  within  hail  of  the  most  varied  and  most  lovely 
oenery  the  Almighty  has  permitted  His  creatures  to 
iijoy  in  the  most  beautiful  portion  of  his  beautiful 
'Orld, — our  old  acquaintance,  Doyle  of  the  Cars,  was 
tttioned  at  a  small  grating,  almost  concealed  by  brush- 
^X)d — if  an  accumidation  of  shrubs  may  be  so  called; 
o  was  stretched  along  the  ground,  so  completely  con- 
daled,  that  no  creature,  except  a  dog,  could  have  dis- 
arered  him  ;  he  had  lain  there  motionless  for  several 
ours,  and  at  last  a  ray  of  light  came  through  the 
ladng,  which  it  was  evident  he  expected,  for  he  mut- 
aed^"  Glory !  there's  life  in  us  yet,  any  way." 

**  Doyleen !"  whispered  a  face,  close  to  the  bars. 

**  Success  at  harvest !"  was  the  rejoinder. 
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'*  We'ie  right,  jewel ;  it's  dead  with  the  could  jene^ 
only  it's  worth  waiting  for.  We  couldn't  get  lomil 
the  fellow  that  had  the  orders,  nntal  we  got  him  oom- 
platdy  overtaken  with  the  drop;  and  then  Betty  d^iped 
the  orders  out,  and  a  pack  of  cards  in ;  won't  be  le 
dancing  mad  at  brake  of  day,  for  that's  ihe  time  fir 
marching." 

"  Any  thing  else  ?' 

''  Ould  Richards  is  in  it,  and  the  young  gentknes 
swear  he  shall  go  with  them ;  I  never  saw  km  so  otof- 
taken  before,  for  in  general  he's  too  'cute  for  tbe 
whiskey." 

^^  Pisen  him,  as  you  would  a  rat,"  said  the  GinnaD, 
in  evident  disgust. 

"  It  would  be  a  sin  to  let  him  oiBT  that  way,  for  theiii 
sure,  it's  in  his  bed  he'd  die." 

**  True  for  ye  ;  I'm  so  glad  Mr.  Spencer's  notinitr 
I  could  not  have  stood  any  danger  to  him — ^I'd  biTC 
died  first;  and  the  ould  King  of  Macroom,  rilovnrd 
be  long  sorry  any  thing  happened  him." 

*'  *  He's  roaring  alive'  with  the  gout;  and  sure,  it's  a 
blessed  case  the  Dean's  not  in  it,"  was  the  reply,  "forhes 
the  country's  friend.  But  I'd  have  invented  some  ^J 
to  save  his  life,  or  lose  my  own;  I've  not  forgotten  how 
he  saved  my  mother's  life,  and  she  in  the  fever;  I  hw 
forty  inventions  on  the  tip  of  my  tongue  to  save  luDi» 
if  he  had  the  luck  to  be  with  the  rest." 

**  Glory  to  the  saints  for  tliat,"  was  the  reply;  "d^ 
rest  must  take  their  chance,  and  I'll  carry  the  ne^  to 
Macarthy ; — is  all  clear  ?" 

*'  No,"  said  the  voice  of  Betty  Doyle,  who  had  been 
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)motcd  ftom  the  service  of  "  Mrs.  Attorney"  to  some 
erior  poet  at  Glengariff  Castle ;  "no,  faix,  the  soldiers 
die  devil's  good  luck  and  their  own  to  them — are  all 
iggling  round  the  wall  jou  have  to  cross,  and  the  life 

0  iiightened  out  of  me  when  I  saw  it;  three  of  us 
Jshad  been  doing  our  best  to  *tice  them  in,  jigging 
d dancing,  and  singing;  but  they've  grown  obstinate, 
d  not  rollicking  with  the  whiskey,  and  I  believe,  to 
f  soul,  there's  something  lurking  near  this  bit  of  a 
ue  ruined  place.  Oh,  mercy,  if  there's  not  one  of 
an  with  his  head  over  the  wall;  down  for  your  life !" 
rhe  girl  had  hardly  thus  spoken,  when  they  heard  the 
i  of  a  gun-lock,  and  the  head  kept  rising  and  rising 
)ve  the  wall:  "  Who's  there  ? — speak,  or  Fll  fire." 
"I'm  here,"  said  Lord  Bantry's  under-butlcr ;  **  Fm 
:e,  getting  wine  out  for  his  lordship — that's  the  light 

1  see!" 

Fhe  soldier  spoke  in  a  lowered  voice  to  his  comrades, 

I  then  added,  "  If  there's  room  for  the  light,  there's 

m  for  a  bottle  of  wine,  and  I'll  come  for  it." 

Jetty  groaned  and  trembled;  her  brother's  life  hung 

»n  a  thread. 

*  Give  me  the  paper,"  whispered  the  servant,  hoping 

^le  would  hear  him  ;  *'  if  that's  found  we're  all  as 

d  as  murdered."     But  Doyle  had  moved  himself 

ly,  crawling  into  thicker  cover. 

Che  soldier  was  half  over  the  wall,  when  the  girl  cried 

,  "  Never  mind  him,  Sir;  it's  only  the  second  best 

i  of  wine  that's  kep  here,  what  his  lordship  allows 

quality  when  they're  so  far  gone  as  not  to  be  able 

ell  one  kind  from  another;  but  if  you'll  get  ro\md 

'OL.  II.  L 


14S  IBB 

to  the  odbcr  ade,  m  be  ifidi  joain  two  ndwifeMiiik 
some  of  the  rak  sort.  A  Ihde  -window  it  1%  m  doft 
to  the  groimd  as  this,  just  noBi  to  ghre  jao,  a  ooBfli 
ofbottks." 

"'  And  a  coaple  of  kuKS?*  qneried  ihe  8q1&^  li^ 
had  had  enough  of  dnnk  to  make  him  denze  mon^ 

"  Ay,  faix,"  she  leplied.    ^'Wmyoagor 

*^  A  bird  in  the  hand  is  worth  two  in  ihe  hdkr 
said  the  soldier,  as  he  deaied  the  wall,  and  M  ft  iidi 
length  aa  the  tangled  graaa.  Both  the  serfaatitn9- 
bled;  but  Betty,  lifting  the  gmting,  foioed  an  adoni- 
ble  laugh,  and  inquired  if  die  should  oome  and  fA 
him  up.  The  man  endeavoured  to  laugh  himself;  vi 
stumbling  forvrard  hit  his  foot  agunst  Doyle's  hngof^ 
Tvhoec  leg  projected  from  beneath  the  bushes.  ^^Tnm 
ycT  light  tills  way,  I've  struck  something." 

Betty  turned  the  candle  so  as  to  cast  the  light  in  tf 
opposite  direction,  while  she  said,  '*  Was  it  as  hard  tf 
yoiu*  own  heart.  Sir,  dear !  Here,  take  it  quick;  uA 
oh,  for  the  love  of  mercy,  be  off  with  yerself  as  &*«■ 
shot,  for  here's  Mr.  Lynn,  the  head-butler,  coming" 

He  muttered  sundry  oaths,  and  withdrew,  Betty 
promising  to  meet  him  at  the  window  round  the  oomtf* 
Doyle  ejaculated  his  favourite  exclamation  of  '*  Glotji 
and  the  under-butler  retreated,  while  Betty  poured  «D 
the  information  she  had  obtained  during  the  day  in^ 
her  brother's  ear,  who  was  soon  able  to  withdit^t 
having  heard  the  soldiers  summoned  from  stiagglioS 
by  a  sharp  roll  on  the  drum. 

While  this  important  manoeuvring,  managed  with 
such  untaught  skill  by  the  sharp-sighted  and  reidy- 
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itted  undeorlings  was  proceeding,  Abel  Richards,  hay- 
g  escaped  from  the  mirth  and  mischief  of  his  parly, 
18  engaged  in  deep  conference  with  Peter  the  Peeler. 
Hey  met  in  a  curious  room  hung  roimd  with  various 
iplements  of  the  chase.  One  large  window  commanded 
new  of  the  bay — ^matchless  in  the  world  for  beauty; 
any  who  doubt  this  bold  assertion  visit  it  by  moon* 
bt,  and  gazing  from  that  window,  say  if  it  be  not  so. 
chards  paused  there  for  a  few  minutes,  waiting  for 
fter,  heedless  of  the  loveliness  upon  which  he  looked, 
i  levelling  in  the  cool  air  which  fanned  his  heated 
m. 

Aibel  Richards,  like  most  of  the  men  of  his  time  and 
»,  was  fond  of  drinking— fond  of  "  the  stiff  tum- 
r" — ^and  at  one  period  of  his  life,  had  been  proud  of 
^g  a  head  sufficiently  strong  to  bear  a  great  many 
them;  but  as  it  was  his  object,  on  that  particular 
suing,  to  amuse  the  young  gentry  at  his  own  expense 
ter  than  to  push  himself  forward,  he  saved  himself 
ch  trouble,  and  continued  to  make  observations,  by 
fering  them  to  suppose  he  was  "  overtaken,"  when  he 
8  certainly  more  sober  than  usual.  He  was  an  ex- 
lent  actor,  and  fond  as  he  was  of  whiskey-pimch, 
Ud  resist  it  whenever  he  had  a  purpose  in  view. 
^*  How  fresh  and  well  you  look,  Mr.  Richards,  Sir," 
d  Peter  ;  **  why  they  have  it  outside  you  war  done 
two  hours  ago." 
Bichards  smiled. 

'*  Don't  be  smiling  that  way,  Sir;  if  it^s  pleasing  to 
Uy  I'd  rather  see  the  wickedest  frown  that  ever  came 

l2 
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upon  your  face  than  such  a  smile  as  that — ^bedad  I 
would!" 

**  Have  you  any  trace  of  the  girl  ?' 
"  I  have,  and  I  have  not;  there's  no  use  in  your  getting 
mad  with  me  now,  Mr.  Richards;  sure  you  ought  to 
know  yourself,  that  it's  no  easy  matter  to  track  event 
girl  that  would  be  taken  away  to  be  married — ^let  alone 
such  a  case  astliis — when  Lawrence  Macarthy's  knownto 
wish  to  keep  her  up,  and  she  herself  is  as  willing  to 
hide  as  others  arc  to  hide  her.  I  knew  how  the  people 
would  laugh  at  the  reward;  theU  would  never  get  trace 
or  track.  I  can't,  for  the  life  of  me,  think  why  you 
bother  youi-self  so  much  about  it — ^what  is  it  to  you  ? 
Sure  you  can't  make  so  much  as  an  acre  of  land  by  it, 
and  you're  only  sending  good  money  after  bad  ;  and  if 
you'd  sit  down  on  a  hob  for  a  year  or  two,  and  not 
raise  your  little  finger,  Lawrence  is  just  the  fellow  before 
his  hair  is  gray,  or  there's  an  old  bone  in  his  body,  that 
will  work  his  own  head  into  a  halter." 

"  And  what's  that  to  me  imless  I  place  it  there?  will 
you  answer  me  that  ?"  said  Kichards,  while  pacing  up 
and  down  the  room  ;  *'  what,  I  say  to  you,  is  that  to 
me,  unless  I  place  it  there  ?  I  have  myself  chained 
up  wild  Bess,  my  terrier,  that  I  may  crush  with  ©y 
own  heel  the  rat  that  revels  in  my  bam — crush 
it  myself!  Unless  /  put  the  rope  round  Lawrence  Ma- 
carthy's neck,  I  shall  die  hungry  T  The  expression  of 
his  face  terrified  the  tool  he  liad  so  often  worked  with. 
"  Well,"  he  said,  with  feigned  composure,  *'  every  man 
to  his  fancy,  and  I'm  not  the  boy  to  stand  in  my  own 
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It;  I  swear  to  you  that  neither  are  out  of  the  coun- 
;  she's  hid  somewhere  up  the  mountains,  I'm  sure  of 
t;  and  I'm  also  certain  that  Lawrence,  and  that  gen- 
nan-trainer  they've  got  among  'em,  are  down  about 
faageela  or  Grougane.  They  say  Mr.  Spencer,  of 
moer  Court,  young  '  hot  and  cold,'  as  they  call  himi 
heen  spirited  away  too;  there's  a  whisper  within  the 

half  hour  that  he's  missing — maybe  murdered  in  a 
;  hole  by  this  time !"  Peter  garnished  his  intelligence 
h  an  idea  of  his  own,  which  produced  an  instantane- 

change  in  his  employer  s  manner. 
'  You  don't  mean  it,  do  you  ?"  said  Richards,  glee- 
Y  rubbing  his  hands,  **  you  don't  really  mean  that 
ng  Spencer  has  been  trapped  ?  I'm  glad  of  it !  I'm 
ikful  for  it ! — wliat  right  had  he  to  be  liberal  ?  He 
lid  be  his  own  agent,  would  he !  he  would  judge  for 
self,  would  he !  and  be  tied  to  no  party !  He'll  the 
e  thing  as  turn  me  out  of  the  best  room  at  our  own 
jI  in  Cork,  will  he? — and  give  half  guineas  to  papist 
!S  on  board  steam-ships,  will  he  ?  and  trust  to  the 
de,  will  he  ? — the  *  fine  peasantry !'  I  hope  they 
?d  him,  Peter."  Peter  turned  away,  while  Abel 
n  rubbed  his  hands ;  **  What  good  has  it  done  him 
all  himself  a  member  of  the  church,  and  insult  it, 
loisting  rebel  colours  on  his  serv^ant  men !" 
It  tocLS  a  sin !"  said  the  spy. 

Ay,  and  dine  one  day  with  a  priest !  and  the  next 
with  a  minister !  there  was  a  public  sinner  ;  what 
be  got  by  it,  I  wonder." 
The  ould  story,  yer  honour,  of  between  the  two 
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"Biglitr  exclaimed  BiduadBi  tuingiB  liii  aM| 
'*  there  neyer  was  any  one  wbo  looked  at  botk  iim 
of  a  loady  that  didn't  get  bogged  in  ihe  middbHi 
Iceland.  I  had  a  Ettfe  incliwatinn  onoe  mjadf  totqr 
keeping  in  with  the  pe<^,  and  neridng  mj  way  il4ft 
nme  time  wilb  the  teaand  tracts,  bat  it  wonldnHb— 
no,  Sir;  a  man  who  is  not  of  a  party,  in  Ixdand,  \m 
no  back;  he  is  doubted  by  both,  abused  by  both,  nd 
would  be  murdered  by  both;  there's  great  sooesi  k 
going  through  the  country  with  one  eyo  skat  Aft 
you  sure  he  is  dead,  my  good  fidlow?  it  will  be  tte 
lesson  to  the  world  if  he  is — a  fine  lesson — people  te- 
lieving  they're  safe  unless  they  take  land!  I  oonldgBiii 
the  soul  out  of  any  one  who  talks  of  being  safewididB 
peasantry,  or  goes  to  bed  and  to  sleep  with  unbmed 
doors,  that  I  could — ^but  arc  you  certain  he's  deadT 

"  I'm  sure,  since  ye'r  so  glad  of  it,  Mr.  Richards,  Ihope 
it's  true  ;  and  they  say  he  was  to  be  married  to  Lidy 
Mary  O'Brien.  I  mind  the  time  in  the  old  master  of 
Spencer  Court's  life,  when  Lady  Mary's  brother  i«8 
mighty  sweet  upon  Miss  Ellen,  and  they  said  his  fiiAear 
was  like  to  go  mad  about  it  not  being  a  fit  match." 

"  A  parcel  of  benighted  papists,"  replied  AW; 
*'  but  Miss  Ellen  never  cared  for  him — she  soon  sent 
him  out  of  the  country." 

"  I'm  thinking  so.  And  yet,  who's  the  fine  tnunff 
that's  been  marshalling  and  marching  the  men  bj 
night." 

"  Stuff* !"  exclaimed  Richards,  who  had  no  fiuthia 
any  purpose  which  self-interest,  according  to  hii  id^ 
thereof,  did  not  stimulate,  and  consequently  wis  vo 
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judge  of  the  more  chiyalrous  feelings  that  wann  men 
into  action.  *'  He  held  his  majesty's  commission — ^he 
ms  no  foreign  officer.  It's  some  Frenchman  or  Spa- 
akid  they've  got  among  'em.  But  your  news  of 
Blaster  '  Hot  and  Cold,'  who  cast  my  '  babes  of  grace* 
on  the  floor,  and  told  me  he'd  be  his  own  agent,  and 
j»dgB  for  lum«lf,-your  news  of  his  falling  among  tho 
Philistines  elated  me,  and  I  almost  forgot  what  I  had 
to  say.  Fm  sorely  tried;  I'm  often  sorely  tried;  those 
joung  ruffians  within  try  mc.  There's  hardly  one  of 
ihem  upon  whose  property  I  have  not  a  grip;  and  yet 
they'll  set  me  up  as  a  laugliing  stock,  and  ask  me  for 
Lawrence  l^Iacarthy,  and  if  I  remember  the  funerals, 
and  what  are  eggs  by  the  dozen !  But  I'll  have  my 
levenge  of  them,  the  yelping  curs!  one  of  these  days; 
Imt  not  the  revenge  that  I'll  have  of  Lawrence  Macar- 
thy!  There  isn't  a  trouble  in  the  world  yOu  have, 
Peter,  that  I  won't  take  off  you,  if  you'll  just  let  mc  get 
the  clutch  of  my  own  hand  on  the  collar  of  his  coat,  or 
let  me  once  cover  him  with  my  pistol !" 

"  The  lease  of  the  seven  acres — three  lives  and  tliirty- 
<Hie  years,  the  three  lives  my  own  and  my  two  girls — 
you  said  you'd  do  that,  Sir,  at  ten  shillings  an  acre." 

*'  It's  worth  three  pounds." 

"  Or  three  poimds  ten,  Sir,  I'll  not  deny  it,"  an- 
swered the  peeler;  *'but  the  value  is  nothing  to  the 
bargain,  quite  true.  Indeed,  unless  I  got  a  bit  of  land 
dog-chape,  I'd  not  trouble  the  country  at  all,  for  it's 
not  comfortable  to  be  walking  the  road  expecting 
every  breath  you  draw  off  the  mountain  may  be  your 
last'' 
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*'  Tm  as  bad  off  in  that  way  as  you,  Peter;  ImtldaA 
mind  it,  if  I  can  only  punish  llie  eoonndsek.'* 

*'  You're  a  public  man  and  agreat  patziat,''  wdFekr; 
*<but  there's  only  one  name  thxaoj^  the  eaaatxj  ftr 
me — only  one  I  The  lease  of  llie  seren  aoes,  Sn^ii 
for  setting  Lawrence,  dead  or  aHve." 

''  Not  dead  I"  interrupted  Abel  Richards.  '*  Onecff' 
case  is  the  same  as  another;  no,  not  dead.    I  maifc 
either  shoot  him  myself,  or  lodge  bim  myself  betff«a 
the  stone  walls  of  a  gaol;  I  must  couTict  him  bj  As 
evidence  of  his  own  aster.    There  was  a  tiiiiei  Fefto^ 
when  I  loved  that  girl,  and  be  insulted  me  on  it;  Aifc 
came  soon  on  the  back  of  the  funerals.    Eveiy  tfi| 
I  did  in  the  country  got  the  wind  of  the  word  tboqi^ 
him  and  his  sister;  a  penniless,  bouseless,  manndOy 
witli  his  silver  mounted  rifle  and  bis  dog  on  every  wild 
liill  side,  and  blessed  at  every  cabin  door !    The  very 
gentry  tliat  scorned  him,  believed  the  words  he  apob 
of  me;  there  isn't  a  girl  in  the  coimtry  that  doesn^t 
turn  tlie  bright  beam  of  her  eye  into  a  curse  when  I  pi* 
her,  and  all  through  him ;  and  then  he  heated  the  ooan- 
try  into  a  furnace  which  at  last  consumed  my  house,  and 
was  disappointed  only  because  I  did  not  perish  theraB* 
And  now,  if  it  costs  my  life,  I'll  have  my  revenge  I 
I'll  have  it  in  a  way  that  will  crush  his  heart,  if  not  his 
spirit,  and  sink  his  lady-sister  to  her  grave.    Fll  hs^ 
her  in  the  witness-box,  and  him  in  the  dock — then-*^ 
then,  Peter,  you  scoimdrel,  Abel  Sichards  will  hs^ 
his  revenge !  And  it's  all  the  law — ^for  the  sake  of  4fr 
law  and  justice,  that's  it,  my  Peter !  I'm  only  the  instror 
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'    And  according  to  his  old  habit  he  turned  up 
s;  then,  after  a  pause,  Peter  answered  him, 
1  strike  the  bargain  for  Lawrence,  Sir;  but  as  to 
lUen,  it's  just  one  of  the  things  I'd  rather  have 

to,  and  that's  the  truth.  The  blessing  of  the 
country  is  over  her,  and  if  you  want  her  brought 
i  you  must  get  some  one  else  to  seek  her,  and 
lOugh,  I  wonder  ye  wouldn't  see,  Mr.  Richards, 
lat  every  one  would  be  agin'  yer  bringing  her 
h  a  purpose  after  saving  yer  own  life  that  night.*^ 
^ould  be  impossible  to   depict  the  expression 

gathered  darkly  and  heavily  over  the  coun- 
e  of  Abel  Richards  while  Peter  thus  spoke* 
)de  up  to  the  spy,  rested  his  hands  on  his  shoulders^ 
oking  him  steadily  in  the  face,  while  he  drew 
n  close  and  more  closely  to  him,  hissed  forth  his 

as  a  serpent  hisses  when  it  poisons, 
lien  you'll  hang,  Peter — I  tell  you,  you  shall  hang. 
3t  unreasonable  nor  cruel;  but  if  you  will  not- 
or  the  law,  the  law  won't  protect  you;  and  if  I 

I  know  of  you  the  law  can^t  protect  you.  So 
ar,  Peter — ^find  her;  I  want  to  see  them  together 

if  you  don't  find  them  both  I  withdraw  my 

s  to  hanging  me,  Mr.  Richards,"  said  the  peeler,, 
ig  back,  "  it's  all  bathershin;  there's  not  one  of 
sntlemen  would  hear  to  it,  just  for  the  sake  of 
•wn  party;  there's  not  one  would  have  me  touched 
low  that  much,  any  how.  No,  no,  they'd  laugb 
ur  asking  it.  Sir.    I'd  rayther  have  nothing  to  do 
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with  Miss  Ellen,  as  I  ham  odd  bofeie;  Umil  k 
no  blessing  about  it." 

*'  Paha,  Peter,  why  what  a  Ibol  jaa  an.    BvBtti 
Graves  been  preaching   to  yoa  one   of  his  viUk 
couiaes?"  said  Richaida,  ahfllring  him.    ^'Wliaitt 
we  work  for  blessings,  can  you  tdl  me  that?   I  ioA 
want  any  harm  to  come  to  Miss  EDen.    She  \m  tat 
aonable  papeis  in  her  holding,  and  I  only  want  herto 
apeak  the  truth.    If  it  was  lies  I  wanted  her  to  4 
you  might  think  it  light  mnoe  yoaVe  taken  to  MAi 
Peter;  but  it's  for  the  aake  of  the  law,  and  H^stohep 
the  country  at  peace,  that's  all  I  want ;  as  fir  ai  is 
goes,  I  have  no  ill-will  to  her.    And  there's  *G)db 
Dennis  Bradley's  growing  into  a  hard  man,  and  wodl 
be  glad  to  undertake  the  search  if  it  was  only  to  mk 
a  reputation  for  himself ;  for  as  to  the  little  thing  dnt 
settled  liim  with  the  people — ^the  information  I  na- 
naged  to  get  out  of  him,  you  know — ^that  was  all  pbiA 
work ;  no  proof  of  genius  in  that,  not  a  bit,  thou^  H*s 
in  him — I'm  sure  its  in  him !     And  it's  only  for  me  to 
draw  it  out,  for  I*m  proud  of  Dennis,  and  fond  of  his* 
I  managed  him  beautifully.     He  was  always  Moft,  lod 
tender  of  his  reputation,  and  timid  of  the  people,  lod 
no  wonder,  imtil  I  got  him  fast,  and  then  he  did  not 
care  what  he  got  over— dash  at  every  thing.    He  does 
not  like  thinking;  and  though  he  can*t  help  fodiifi 
why  he  tries  to  get  over  it,  and  I'd  like  to  encoungo 
him.    I'm  sure  of  this,  that  at  this  present  moment  la 
hasn't  such  a  tender  conscience  as  you  have,  and  Td  tf 
soon  lease  a  few  acres  of  land  to  Dennis  Bradkj  as  to 
you,  if  you  come  to  that." 
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"Dennis  Bradley,^'  repeated  Peter  in  bitter  scoTn, 
'  eren  Dennis,  or  the  like  of  Dennis  to  me !  that's  a 
[Wte  idea  entirely  youVe  got,  Mr.  Richards.  How 
vould  he  get  my  experience,  I  wcmder?  How  could 
m  undentand  the  ins  and  outs  of  the  country  as  I  do? 
Wat  knowledge  has  he  of  people  or  places  ? — ^it's 
nig  before  Dennis  will  have  sent  out  of  the  country 
16  same  number  of  people  that  I  have; — ^it's  long 
efine  hell  have  the  face  to  do  what  I  have  done, 
ren  to  oble^e  yourself,  Mr.  Richards; — to  swear 
ibis  and  serve  ejectments,  and  identify  those  I  never 
t  eyes  on,  and  have  a  pile  of  five  shilling  pieces— 
lat  high — ^for  Bible  oaths  without  a  vestige  of 
ath  in  'em.  I  tell  you  what,  Mr.  Ricliards,  Dennis 
tadley  will  never  be  the  man  that  I  am,  for  it's  not 

be  expected  that  he'll  have  the  twenty  years'  train- 
^  that  I've  had,  from  yourself^  and  tfud's  made  me 
lat  I  am,  one  that  the  ould  boy  himself  would  be 
oad  of !    Think  of  that !     I  may  well  cling  to  a  bit 

land  for  the  support  of  my  poor  girls;  there  isn't 
man  in  the  country  will  marry  them ; — fine,  hand- 
ne  girls  though  they  are — a  dale  too  good  for  me." 
"  You've  talked  yourself  out  of  breath  for  nothing, 
fter,"  said  Richards,  taking  advantage  of  the  fall  in 
I  voice,  which  always  succeeded  the  mention  of  his 
Hdren,  and  their  being  outcasts  from  their  own 
mble  but  high-spirited  class;  and  quite  satisfied  that 
)  mention  of  his  imfortunate  rival,  whom  he  hated 
th  all  his  heart,  had  determined  Peter  to  do  all  and 
sry  thing  he  desired.  "  You've  talked  yourself  out 
breath  for  nothing.    I  only  mentioned  him,  to  prove 
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that  if  yoa  didn't  tiack  then  oudacwa,  flOOMibofy  db 
would;  to-morraw,  if  nothing  dae  k  done,  veV  dub 
them  out  of  their  hiding  holes  and  about  theR,  nd  it 
you're  as  wakeful  as  usual,  jonH  get  on  die  lade 
somehow.  Are  your  trsins  laid?  theie's  a  mnikrtf 
their  staunch  fiiends  in  gosL  Above  all,  is  die  oait 
wdl  guarded?'' 

'<  Wonderful  I  but  I  don't  think  ihey'ie  fiir  cnpt 
I  don't  think  Sfiss  EDen  would  leave  die  coanlij.  I 
think  they're  only  keeping  ont  of  die  way  ^  it 
blows  over.  Ifiss  EUen  has  a  strong  back,  with  gait 
and  simple." 

"  I  tell  you  what,  Peter,  I  think  youVe  been  hSbA 
not  to  know  where  she  is." 

**  Well,  for  a  Christian  man,  you've  evil  thooglitSi 
Mr.  Richards.  I  did  not  know  before  to  niglit  diit 
you  war  as  much  set  on  finding  her  as  on  finding  Ur; 
if  I  had,  I'd  have  worked  her  out  some  way,  for  a  iro- 
man's  easier  traced;  but  I  thought  there  might  be  ft 
remembrance  about  your  heart  would  hinder  you  from 
harming  her;  but  I  sec  you  can't  help  it,  Sir;  it's  the 
chain  of  evidence,  you  can't  punish  him  without  her.* 

"  That's  it,  Peter,  you  sec  it  now !" 

"  It's  all  in  the  line  of  the  law." 

"  Exactly,  nothing  but  what  we've  gone  dizoa^ 
for  less  cause." 

"  Ay,  'deed,  that's  thrue !" 

**  And  if  it's  done  well  and  quickly,  much  within  ft 
month  from  this  day,  I  don't  care  if  I  make  the  seven 
acres  fourteen,  at  the  same  rent." 

*'  Ter  honour's  generous;  and  now  if  it 'ud  be  jiBSODg 
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t)  ye,  rd  like  to  know  how  it  was  you  got  round  Dennis 
'SsfHejfirst;  all  the  country  knows  what  he  did;  and 
'deed,"  added  Peter,  looking  round  with  the  conscious- 
aeas  of  a  most  villanous  superiority,  ''  'deed,  though  I 
would  not  demane  myself  to  compare  Dennis  to  the  man 
of  jour  twenty  years'  teaching,  Mr.  Richards,  still  he's  a 
'cute  feUow — ^though  with  a  mighty  down-heart-broken 
look ;  he  does  not  take  kindly  to  it,  Mr.  Richards;  it 
loes  not  comfort  him;  and  what  he  gets  doesn't  grow. 
^ve  heard  he*s  taken  many  a  penance  on  himself,  but 
lever  had  the  strength  cither  to  go  through  it,  or  keep 
com  it — ^I'd  like  to  hear  how  you  got  him^r*^." 

"  I  had  a  great  card  to  play  in  the  country,  Peter  ; 

wanted  to  make  them  all  feel,  that  Abel  Richards 
ould  do  what  no  one  else  could,  and  I  knew  that 
tennis  was  in  the  thick  of  all  the  knowledge  about  the 
Uband  Lodges,  and  the  like  ;  so  I  went  offering 
rfbes^" 

"To  Dennis?" 

"  No— you  fool !  but  to  every  other  man  I  judged 
"as  in  it,  until  not  one  of  the  whole  set  would  enter  my 
OQse,  and  I  was  as  good  as  proclaimed  from  the  altar 
lat  no  man  should  hold  any  commimication  with  me — 
tt  fear  of  their  morals,  Peter — that  was  it,  I  suppose  !*' 
id  he  laughed,  and  his  miserable  satellite  echoed  the  vile 
luckle.  "Well,  Dennis  had  a  horse  to  sell,  and  I 
lused  it  to  be  known  that  I  wanted  just  such  a  beast; 
id  Denny  thought  it  sorrowful  that  he  should  lose 
le  market  of  his  horse,  for  he  had  ever  and  always  a 
ceat  turn  for  turning  a  penny;  and  I  observed  that 


:3!tx  :r  zmix:  m  3uxxet^;«9^  Dennis  mlkad  the 
hcc^  zusc  3IT  3iLz{ua7-viMia«^«  md  stood  Umsdf  it 
£ie  :r:i!!zis  :c  ^  fcneec  m  if  onring  to  see  me,  nd 
T«  Z9:g  "'V-rr  :?  Tytimr^:  s^  as  laa  one  Sitoidif 
}:e  per:  iiie  .i»:j!se  ^.  abI  van  jfafcnjr  put  the 
-svisii*:-*-.  jickizc  ^  ^ri£i  i&e  cul  of  lib  eye;  and  it 
I  iir*:^  iz  XT.  lai  sold  him  I  raited  to  biow 
Tci«:t*  :c  lie  .::cse.  So  ae  aid,  and  I  told  him 
sc  s.--ci»r  ill.  iz.'i  I  wjb*  sure  ^n?  would  agree;  so  ifier 
■^  —""-'*«*  l-.xiiz^  'ZD  liie  5CKtj«,  aad  down  dw  street, 
12  ji<e  c-x=k:  :  izid  '^re  2;ad  dnK  been  a  minate  in  hudlj, 
wjvjz.  I  =i::^«i  4T»T  noai  rtra,  and  gave  orden  to 
fozi-e  ::'  riv  :w3.  re::>Ie  to  :z^  about  and  anest  two 

::  &  ciir^  ci'  adu^inirtcring  uidiw- 


VV       -«.■?- 


i'zL  :;i:l_--  Ar.I  5*:  I  p::  iho  hot  water  and  mite- 
~jJi — :l:v  5:.ii  :':r  j  -r^-irr.":  tumllor  a:  oaco;  iind  after 
niu:..:  I:';iur^  -rizz,  IXnr.:?,  I  ol.tscd  the  bargain:  he 
r'x':c:::-i  :.:  m?--:-.-  ijii  I::?  j'^m  rain  at  ilie  same 
lii-o.  O:  o:v.r5o  :1:-:  ^.r.l ::  :!:•:•  w:-rd  was  down  alwut 
the  :.:T*r.  ih;*:  IXimis  wa*  :n  mv  house;  then  rnvfel- 
l.'W?  niid-i-  a  :zrt-^:  Ivtlicr  abou:  tiie  il:o:jal  oaths;  and  as 
s-ivn  is  I  jaw  >:r!io  I  knew.  |>e.^p:ng  in  at  the  window, 
I  ^uJ^^ed  ::  w;is  all  up  wiih  Dennis.  He  had  business 
tl.u:  I  manaj'.-d  should  keep  liiin  in  town  tliat  night> 
and  siiiv  enouirh  the  Ix'V?  were  so  sun?  he  had  sold 
the  Pass  on  ihoni,  that  ihev  burned  everv  tliinu  he 
had  in  the  world,  that  verv  niirht,  takin^  it  for  ffranted 
lie  had  turned  inibrmer.  Tlie  llrst  lisrht  in  tlie  morn- 
ing, he  came  doAvn  to  me;  calling  on  me,  Peter,  asffi 
honest  man,  to  come  forward  and  state  that  he  was 
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pith  me  about  selling  a  horsc^  and  nothing  else.     How 

laughed  at  him!  ^I  have  you,  my  boy/  I  said, 
soul  and  body;  they  saw  you  here,  tliat  is  quite 
nough;  they  saw  you  here,  they  knew  how  I  pro- 
leeded  immediately;  you're  believed  to  be  an  informer 
vy  the  whole  country ;  your  life  isn't  worth  a  tra- 
leen;  you're  cried  through  every  to^vn  land;  I'll  sware 
oit!"' 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Ricliards !"  exclaimed  Peter,  "  but  you  are 
k  great  hero  entirely." 

"  Dennis  fell  on  liis  knees — he  roared  like  a  great  bull ; 
md  I  took  no  notice — except  telling  him  tlie  same  thing 
>ver  and  over  again ;  he  saw  it  himself,  and  felt  he  was 
nmy  power;  *  Now,'  said  I,  '  give  me  your  list,  and  I'll 
jive  you  two  hundred  pounds  to  take  you  out  of  the 
country;'  well,  to  make  along  story  short,  he  did,  and 
he  money  was  paid ;  but  he  lingered  about,  his  wife 
eft  him,  and  so  did  his  cliildrcn;  and  he*s  marked — ^like 
^rarself,  Peter ;  but  he's  growing  very  useful,  and  I 
lon't  think  he's  worse  off  than  you  arc  now.  By  the 
vay,"  he  continued,  carelessly,  *'  have  you  ever  set 
ilaster  Mat?" 

"ITiere's  none  of  my  boys  will  have  a  haporth  to 
o  with  him;  they've  a  shuperstition  about  liim,  and 
never  can  get  any  good  of  them  when  they  hit  on 
shuperstition.  If  I  thought  he  had  any  thing  to  do 
rith  the  hiding,  I'd  set  liim  myself;  but  he's  taken 
p  with  Mr.  Spencer,  and  the  school-house  to  be  re- 
one.  Indeed,  he's  a  quare  man  altogether;  there's 
either  good  nor  liarm  in  him;  and  it  isn't  worth  our 
^hile  to  be  bothering  about  the  likes  of  him.   Besides,  he 
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ofiered  to  tachc  my  girls — only  the  scholan  tlueatened 
to  quit  if  they  came  into  it.  YouVe  no  curoaty  at  all 
about  their  strange  trainer?" 

*^  Noy  Peter,  hc*s  nothing  particular  to  me,  neither 
here  nor  there;  if  all  that's  said  is  true,  you  may  torn 
a  penny  by  letting  him  alone.  Fll  go  on  chance  with 
these  yelping  curs  as  soon  as  they're  ready,  or  thejH 
say  I  am  cowardly,  though  I  don't  think  well  luTe 
much  luck.  Mv  eves  wont  know  rest  until  Lawrence 
is  safe  in  the  body  of  Cork  gaol,  and  remember,  Petff, 
unless  /  place  the  rope  round  his  neck,  as  I  told 
you  before,  I  SHALL  DIE  HUNGRY  r' 
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CHAPTER  X. 

THE  PASS  OF  KAIM-AN-EIGH. 

The  car-driver  had  the  start  of  the  military  by  about 
ajr  hours — quite  enough  to  enable  Louis  to  make 
3  final  arrangements.  The  place  of  meeting  was  a 
iiied  cottage  within  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  the  entrance 

"the  Pass,  at  the  end  nearest  to  Glengarifi*,*  and  where 
has  by  no  means  the  dismal  and  terrific  appearance 

sssumes  when  completely  a  moimtain  gorge;  there 
oyle  delivered  the  paper  which  pointed  out  the  route 
e  military  were  to  take,  where  they  were  to  defile, 
id  where  unite,  and  how  far  they  were  to  proceed — 
tless  so  and  so  happened.  The  scheme  had  been  ar- 
Hged  by  one  particular  magistrate^  who  in  a  most 
^methodical  country  was  famed  for  method,  and  was 
iver  satisfied  with  any  plan  until  he  saw  how  it 
oked  upon  paper. 

After  Louis  and  Lawrence  had  counselled  together 
ley  proceeded  to  the  entrance  of  tlie  pass,  where  Law- 
nce  blew  a  single  blast  upon  his  bugle ;  this  was  answered 
ithin  a  few  seconds  by  another,  and  that,  before  the 

VOL.  II.  M 


Ul  THE  VamBOTi 

eclioefl  had  died  away,  by  a  third;  and  w  on,  mdAi 
real  call  and  the  echo  mingled  thdr  wild  nonditDp- 
tber  in  most  unearthly  muao — flying  as  if  b]r  migt 
influence,  now  here,  now  diei«;  alwTC,  bdow,aniiai 
from  one  end  of  the  pass  to  the  other;  now  Beemnj  to 
Bpring  up  from  the  foaming  river;  now,  as  if  the  mjt- 
tcrioue  source  of  the  sea  sent  forth  ita  waten  to  »- 
company  some  mountain  spirit  on  its  way;  now  boot- 
ing from  heliind  a  rock ;  then  floating  away,  tntliiig 
melody  among  the  clouds. 

How  the  people  crowded!  rushing  onward.  Tiif 
their  agents  had  worked  well  togctlier,  or  such  a  mil- 
titudo  could  not  have  been  congic^ted  benndi  die 
midnight  canopy.  Rock%  knolK  cataractE^  sent  GfA 
living  creatures;  not  Eilently,  or  calmly,  with  thoa^ 
ful  brows,  and  steady  steps — stealthily,  as  they  answenl 
the  summons  at  Gougane  Barra;  but  they  cune '» 
stinct  with  life,  and  the  great  purpose  of  Imh  Hit- 
action.  Something  was  to  be  dared  and  done,  ui 
that  at  once;  this  was  enough  for  them;  enoogh  at  il 
times.  The  ready  and  willing  instruments  of  dangez  nl 
defiance,  with  heads  throbbing  as  wildly  as  their  hesiHi 
every  nerve  thrilling  with  emotion — they  cam^  th^ 
gathered  round  their  leaders,  all  doubt  and  coldnes 
vanished,  eager  and  panting  for  action,  for  moTesNBt^ 
for  any  thing  rather  than  reflection  or  repose.  In  litat 
wild  excitement  they  forgot  for  a  time  their  joksj, 
their  wretchedness,  and  were  ready  to  do  any  tlm^— 
tlie  worst  subjects  and  the  bravest  soldiera  in  the  "wodi 
wide."  It  is  impossible  to  describe  a  mee&ng  eMf 
way  wcothy  of  the  desperate,  rude,  yet  magnifioot 
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character  of  the  scenery.  What  a  mighty  thing  it  was ! 
hearts  beating  with  the  same  motive,  the  same  resolve ; 
^es,  casting  their  lightnings  into  each  other,  and  all 
Inojutt  with  a  hope  which  they  never  attempted  to 
define  or  comprehend ;  how  they  hung  upon  every  word 
tiiat  Lawrence  uttered,  firmly  believed  in  what  he  said, 
that  before  the  noon-day  sun  was  up  they  should  be 
^  Nation  in  the  aght  of  Europe ! 

He  no  longer  reasoned;  his  style  suited  his  purpose  ; 
^  was  joyon*— fiery — ^fast — and  presumptuous,  assum- 
ing all  things  done,  that  had  yet  to  be  achieved.  He  as- 
smed  them  that  Pastorini  was  a  right  prophet,  that  the 
liour  was  come  to  thrust  home  their  pikes,  and  if  they 
%we  but  true  to  themselves,  "  the  West"  was  all  their 
Own;  that  within  an  hour  the  soldiers  from  Ban  try 
Hotdd  be  in  motion,  that  a  party  were  to  scour  the 
coontry  between  them  and  Glengariff,  while  a  few 
accompanied  the  gentry  by  the  other  road,  to  return 
through  the  pass  of  Kaim-an-eigh,   and  tmite  about 
a  quarter  of  a  mile  beyond  where  they  stood.     "  You," 
he  continued,  **  my  true-footed  Doyle  of  the  Cars,  take 
ieventy — 

**  Too  many,"  interrupted  Louis,  **  fifty  are  a  hin- 
drance; a  man  here  and  there  is  better  as  a  decoy, — 
better  than  a  multitude." 

"  Speak  on,  yourself,  then!  speak  on,  yourself!"  said 
the  easily-ofifended  Lawrence. 

"The  cause  must  not  be  lost  through  temper," 
thought  Louis,  and  continued,  while  the  storm  still 
trembled  on  Lawrence's  brow :  "  Take  fifty  of  your 

h2 
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smartest  boys,  Doyle — ^moiintaan  lads— 'ivlio  know  eioj 
rock  and  rush  of  the  whole  mountain;  lie  oonoesled,  I 
need  not  tell  you  how,  until  after  scouring  the  oountiji 
where  instead  of  finding  those  they  seek  for,  th^  irill 
sec  the  dead  ashes  and  the  bright  water  on  every  heudi* 
stone — and  perhaps,  in  revenge,  bum  these  as  they 
have  burned  other  cabins ;  then,  when  they  are  lingeiing 
about  here,  waiting  for  those  who  are  to  meet  them  after 
their  more  lengthened  round — angry  and  dispirited,  yet 
more  eager  for  blood  than  ever — show  yourselves  gndtt- 
ally,  man  by  man ;    play  roimd  them  like  flashes  (^ 
lightning,  draw  them  on — ^increasing  in  number,  kt 
carefully — ^now  high — now  low — ^through  bog,  and  up 
mountain,  picking  them  off  whenever  you  have  an  op- 
portunity, but  not  wasting  your  fire;  still  leading  them 
on,  bit  by  bit,  inch  by  inch — not  showing  your  strength 
nor  means  of  escape.     Keep  them  at  play  as  you  would 
a  ball  on  the  top  of  your  hurley;  never  come  to  dose 
quarter  ;    keep    behind   the    rocks   and   turf-champs; 
teazc   them   all   round   the   mouth   of  the  pass— but 
not   into   it;  wound   the   horses — draw   them,  boys, 
as  a  plover  docs  a  spaniel  on  the  moor;  they  would 
show  you  no  mercy,  bear  that  always  in  mind,  and 
return   them  the  compliment  as   an  Irishman  knows 
how.      Remember,   that  the  great   object  you  have 
in   view,  is  to    scatter   the  led-coats   in  the  moun- 
tains ;  aggravate  them  to  pursue  ;  the  gentlemen,  as  we 
know,  will  come  tlirough,  expecting  to  meet  them; 
they  like  the  drag-hunt,  but  not  the  danger;  they  like 
the  q)ort — ^perhaps  they  may  have  their  dogs,  in  case 
their  other  sport  fail,  but  no  matter.     Doyle,  remember 
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roa  and  youis  are  the  decoy  at  this  end;  for  every  once 
rou  ran  away  firom  them  now,  you  will  run  ten  times 
Dto  them  hereafter." 

*'  And  yon,  Byrne/'  said  Lawrence,  who  did  not  like 
0  yield  the  pa$s  altogether  to  Louis,  '^  take  fifty  of  the 
tontest  on  our  roll — ^is  that  too  many,  captain  ?' 

'^  I  should  say  better  a  hundred,"  replied  Louis,  in  a 
inet,  under  tone,  ^'  there  will  be  fighting  in  the  pass, 
here  strong  men  will  be  needed,  and  a  reserve  to 
wr  down  will  be  of  great  value ;  the  decoy  needs  skill 


ither  than  numbers. 
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I  have  said  fifty,"  answered  Lawrence,  impetuously, 
and  it  must  stand.  Take  fifty  of  the  strongest  on  our 
U,  go  to  the  Red-deer's  rock — ^that  big  stone  which 
likens  the  pass  even  at  noontide — from  which  the 
iiy  Doe  sprang,  and  cleared  the  gorge,  when  Fin 
[cCoul  and  his  good  dog  Bran  himted  her  for  one  long 
immer  day.  The  stone,  big  as  it  is,  is  loose  already — 
fi  captain  says  he  can  shake  it  with  his  shoulder — ten 
en,  in  as  many  minutes,  will  imdermine  and  leave  it 
;  so  that  at  command,  you  can  kick  it  down,  as  easily 
you  send  the  ball  from  the  bat.  Off,  my  good  giant, 
t  ten  good  spades  companion  your  fifty  pikes  and  fire- 
cks;  pick  your  men,  and  at  once,  losing  no  time,  dig 
ray  as  the  treasure-seeker  digs  for  gold;  work  for  the 
>erty  of  old  Lreland  and  the  honour  of  Saint  Patrick." 
"But work  carefully,"  interrupted  Louis,  "a moment 
o  aoon  or  too  late,  would  destroy  us." 
**Oh,  yes,"  said  Lawrence,  with  his  usual  impa- 
snce;  "of  course  you  must  work  carefully;  and 
hen  the  rock  is  ready  to  rattle  down,  clap  your  Kerry- 
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cow's  horn  to  your  mouthy  and  Uow me  dwoUfUto* 
boy  blast    Wait  quietly  until  you  hear  dM  took 

of  my  bugle,  andtheninthenameof  alltheMBlib'''** 
with  the  rock;  it  will  fill  up  ibe  pan  aa  lUa  codcjlip 
my  powder-horn.     And  then — and  then*  my  bam 
boys,    these    orange  baoatu — those  muidmen   to 
middlemen  are  in  our  power  I-Hsanght—biggei!— 
those  who  have  thickened  the  streams  of  our  ovi 
moimtains  with  our  bloodi     Who  have  zoDei  our 
noble's  heads  on  their  scaffidds — who  have  stalea  our 
lands — ^who  spend  our  gold  in  foreign  coantsfls— ilo 
have  bent  their  gallows  trees  with  the  bodies  of  our  ilroiig 
young  men !    Who  call  us  the  mere  Irish !    Who  brve 
trampled  our  crosses  in  the  dust — sco£^  at  the  Ueoed 
Virgin  and  our  holy  faith,  and  insulted  our  gwvtt— 
and  robbed  us  of  our  lands !     Byrne  has  'ticed  them 
well — ^baited  the  trap; — ^there  will  be  no  possibiEty 
of  their  joining  the  military,  and  we  will  bar  their 
retix^t  with  a  forest  of  pikes;  but  the  rock  will  be 
moved  by  the  power  of  our  friend  I" 

"  Let  him  guide  it,  then !"  growled  Byrne  ;  **  I 
tell  you,  Macarthy,  that  I'm  not  going  to  be  a  gwve- 
digger  up  there;  I  could  not  stand  it.  Put  me  some- 
where  where  I  can  draw  first  blood — where  I  can  eee 
the  death  pains  of  Abel  Richards — or  the — ^the — -* 
his  hands  twisted  roimd  the  neck  of  some  imsginsiy 
victim,  he  stamped  and  foamed  like  a  maniac.  '*! 
mean,"  he  said  at  last,  "  to  leave  my  bones  under  tho 
shadow  of  these  mountains — to  sell  my  life ;  a  Kfe 
for  each  drop  of  blood  that  has  been  shed  of  mine 
Put  me  where  I  can  stand  in  the  pass  and  shout  them 
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Ei;  bat  I  will  be  no  hawk  perched  on  high,  waiting  a 
gnal  to  stoop  on  the  covey  that  is  fluttering  at  my 

«tr 

^ThiB  man  is  mad,"  whispered  Lawrence. 
*'  And  will  destroy  all,  if  he  be  not  watched,"  replied 
oois. 

^'It  requires  a  cool  head,"  continued  Lawrence. 
Will  the  sword  of  Dunboy  undertake  it?' 

•*  I  will,"  he  answered,  "  and  at  once." 

Lnmediately  after  this  and  a  few  other  matters  were 
nanged^  they  divided,  and  in  such  admirable  order, 
ad  80  effectually  was  each  man  secreted  by  his  own 
ray  rock  on  either  side  of  tlie  defile,  that  a  doctor 
ho  had  been  sent  for  to  attend  a  woman  in  her  time 
r  danger,  rode  through,  less  than  an  hour  afterwards, 
•tended  only  by  his  servant,  and  declared  that  never 
ifbre  had  he  felt  so  awe-struck  at  the  silence  and  soli- 
de  of  "  The  Pass  of  Kaim-an-eigh." 
In  the  early  morning  the  military  were  of  course 
inoyed  and  disappointed  at  their  fruitless  search,  but 
ith  them  it  was,  as  usual,  a  matter  of  business;  whereas 
e  gentlemen  who  had  themselves  gone  to  seek  for  those 
hose  machinations  disturbed  the  peace  of  the  country, 
id  endangered  their  safety,  both  collectively  and  in- 
▼idually,  were  enraged  at  finding  not  only  no  trace 
'  those  they  sought,  but  no  living  creature  in  the 
bins.     They  had  been  fooled,  and  the  anticipation 

how  their  military  firicnds  would  receive  the  intelli* 
jnce,  was  matter  for  any  tiling  but  pleasant  specula- 
xn;  thus,  while  they,  jaded  and  fatigued,   prepared 

enter  at  one  end  of  the  pass,  it  was  the  business 
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of  Dojie  and  hia  gaeEiDat  to  enjpgQ  Ao  ^tMmiimd 
ihe  aoldien  at  the  other,  ao  that  tiine  and  afprtailf . 
might  both  help  the  woik  of  deakractiQii. 

The  moat  active  of  "  the  boTB**  enpt  tiam  i» 
odge  of  the  mountaina,  and  under  diebar  of  thaaida 
and  heath,  fired  a  voUejr  and  tiim  fled  towasdi  id 
Jiilla.  The  commanding  officer,  not  to  be  cang^  hf 
thifl  gueriUa  practice,  saw  the  danger  of  pomittingUi 
small  detachment  to  be  scattered  in  a  compaiatifj^ 
imknown  ndghbouriiood,  and,  while  the  maDdng  nitt 
hung  heavy  and  low  upon  the  oxdinaiy  shadows  of  Ae 
pass,  ordered  his  men  not  to  attempt  pnisnit,  but  kotp 
steady  on  their  course. 

Doyle,  and  half-a-dozen  chosen  feUows,  were  not  to 
be  foiled  by  this  grstem,  but  crept  sufficiently  netr  to 
taunt  and  abuse  the  red-coats  firom  behind  the  locb; 
and  then  a  few  of  the  soldiers,  irritated  by  the  audaotj 
of  the  Whitcboys,  started  forward  in  pursuit,  and  as- 
cended the  mountain;  hunting,  as  they  thought,  some 
two  or  three  audacious  insurgents,  who  ran  away  fiom 
the  first  danger.  But  it  was  not  so;  they  achieved  no 
very  considerable  height,  when  from  amongst  the  hiOl 
and  out  of  the  bog-holes,  up  started  the  enemy  on  evoy 
^de,  and  a  desperate  hand-to-hand  contest  ensoedL 
Numbers  efiected  their  retreat;  but  the  imfortunsle 
soldier  who  a  few  hours  before  had  rejoiced  in  the 
bottle  of  wine — whether  or  not  his  brain  still  reded, 
is  a  question — was  suddenly  uplifted  by  half-a-dosea 
pikes,  and  dashed  over  a  crag,  from  whence  he  roUed 
a  shapeless  mass  to  the  feet  of  his  commanding  officer, 
who  found  it  impossible  to  restrain  his  men  in  their 
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ene  to  aveDge  their  comrade's  death.  But  the  wily 
■Kuheni  were  now  fiirther  off,  shouting  and  huzzaing, 
aiJeading  the  ean,  as  Will-o'-the- Whisp  does  the  eyes, 
F  his  followers,  who  follow  him  nevertheless;  and  so 
» was,  the  soldiers  dallied  with  their  provocation;  now 
'iQawing  in  a  morass,  now  galloping  up  the  mountains, 
^  hear  the  taunts  and  laughter  of  their  betrayers. 
In  the  meantime,  the  gentry  were  straggling  into 
le  defile  in  long  and  loose  array,  through  a  thick 
anosphere  which  even  at  mid-day  is  rarely  visited  by 
ie  sunbeams.  Lawrence  watched  with  an  anxiety 
aounting  to  agony,  the  entrance  of  the  party  into  the 
iss;  he  knew  them  aU,  even  through  that  mournful 
rilight;  he  knew  them  all  by  sight;  and  it  was  a 
lief  to  him  to  remember  that  there  was  not  one  who 
id  ever  ofiered  him  the  least  courtesy  or  kindness, 
e  saw  the  burley  shoulders  of  Abel  Richards  squared 
"cr  a  horse  of  hardly  less  power  than  the  one  that 
liahed  in  the  flames,  and  he  heard  the  taunting 
igbter  of  a  gay,  light-hearted  youth,  at  the  occurrence 
some  jest  played  upon  ^^  the  saint."  He  could  easily, 
i  thought,  cover  him  with  his  rifle;  but  not  yet — ^not 
t !  He  coimted  them  as  he  would  count  ravens  on 
tree,  or  crows  in  a  field.  He  fancied  that  the  beat- 
g8  of  his  heart  were  audible  as  the  ticks  of  a  death- 
Itch;  so  he  bent  his  knee,  and  crossed  himself  de- 
ftly on  breast  and  brow.  He  nimibercd  the  seconds, 
pecting  every  moment  to  hear  the  horn  announce 
at  all  was  done,  that  the  rock  was  ready  to  be  hurled 
ywn  across  the  narrow  path,  and  that  then  he  and  his 
en  should  rush  down  upon  their  victims. 
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Now»  be  it  lemeoibeiedy  Ifaft  gcntqr  liad  abovl  a  idi 
to  pft—  fiom  thgjr  rid^  thft  ffliF**^'*^**  T?*'^^*^^hffTfliiiiit^ 
the  spot  whete  the  dieadM  loek  impeidedi  JUAi 
xttte  they  irere  piooeedii^y  ten  or  iwwiie  uato 
frooid  hsve  liBO^ght  Aem  to  it;  and  ttiH  omaid  Ab 
honeinea  wound  their  toolsQine  wasj  thioii|^  the  vAj 
paasy  the  river  swollen  bj  xeoent  zainst  daridag  aid 
foaming  hj  their  nde.  It  is  believed  thatf  at  dib  a* 
stant,  Byrne  became  no  longer  aUe  to  maafeer  Ub  cnth 
tion,  when  looking  down  he  beheld  Biohaidi  nSsof 
beneath  him.  This  bereaved  old  man  saw  mtm  m\k 
power  the  veiy  man  who  had  robbed  him  of  all  Aft 
props  of  his  existence.  His  thoughts  became  conoOH 
trated;  he  foigot  eveiy  thing  else,  and  in  the  agonf  rf 
passion  that  brooked  no  restraint,  he  who  had  plaiuied 
the  whole  of  the  decoy,  and  meditated  so  great  a  re- 
venge, lost  sight  of  aU  but  the  hardened  ruffian  whom 
he  believed  could  not  now  escape  him.  Suddenly  be 
sprang  upon  the  rock,  by  which  he  had  been  concealed^ 
and  holding  with  both  hands,  high  above  his  head,  a 
ponderous  stone,  he  cast  it,  loaded  as  it  was  with  (be 
most  fcarfid  curse  that  ever  escaped  the  lips  of  wash 
down  on  Abel  Richards.  But  the  purpose  was  incfieo- 
tual;  it  wounded  only  the  noble  animal  he  rode,  and 
which  plunged  \dolcntly  forward.  Inmiediately  cue 
of  the  gentlemen  drew  forth  a  pistol,  and  with  deadlf 
aim,  fired  at  Byrne,  who,  still  with  foot  advanced,  las 
gray  coat  draping  his  colossal  figure,  stood  overhead, 
cursing  his  missing  hand.  The  bullet,  true  as  an  Indian's 
arrow,  passed  through  his  gray  and  streaming  hair» 
and  closed  his  mortal  sufferings.    He  maintained  lu9 
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•CMitioiii  Ilk  azmB  outstzetched,  for  a  moment;  then 
iown  he  cune,  crafihing  and  tumbling,  among  the  pro- 
ecting  rocks,  spatteiing  those  amongst  whom  he  feO, 
rith  his  liffrUood. 

The  dicumstanoe  was  too  much  for  hot-headed  men 
>  bear;  it  was  in  vain  that  Lawrence  Macarthj,  irom 
is  aizy  height,  foigetting  all  prudential  motives,  sprang 
x>m  his  concealment,  and  by  gestures  they  did  not  see, 
id  words  they  could  not  hear,  entreated  tlic  White- 
DjB  to  forbear,  if  but  for  a  moment.  A  yell  issued 
om  the  mass — a  yell  that  sent  the  eagles  soaring  into 
te  heavens  in  terror  and  astonishment.  Each  man 
aarted  firom  behind  his  rock,  and  the  whole  glen 
cistled  with  pikes  and  muskets.  Thrusts  were  given— 
roirds  flashed  and  fell — and  shots  rattled  like  hail. 

**  Forward — forward — cut  your  way  and  forward; 
gallop  or  a  grave !"  exclaimed  the  most  collected  of 
le  oflicers.  **  Spur — spur — ^keep  moving,  and  they 
oinot  mark  us !" 

Forward  they  rode  as  men  ride  for  their  lives,  and 
lOUgh  they  rode  swiftly,  they  dealt  destruction  at  every 
[ow.  The  air  was  freighted  with  screams,  and  shouts, 
id  execrations.  Though  the  morning  had  advanced, 
8  rays  were  impeded  by  the  uplifted  mountains,  and 
ist  in  the  mist.  Tlie  fatal  rock  shuddered  at  its  foun- 
fttion— white  doc  wiU  never  more  spring  from  its 
nnmit,  nor  eagle  plume  his  feathers  on  its  brow 
gain!  Then  rang  forth  the  signal — ^heard  clearly 
bove  the  melue  beneath,  and  causing  many  a  clear 
je  to  turn  upwards:  three  rapid  notes  on  the  bright 
ugle  of  the  West ! — The  giant  crag  trembled — it  tot- 
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toed; — tlioBe  who  prened  ibnmid,  wen  ifaMil  UiU 
bjifae  anooldeiiiig  dntt  tint  nmlinji  dirmmptw  AM 
73ke  kst  lo jftlist  had  pMnd  boailii  ilH^itd  t^^ 
p(Mnt — ^when  down  it  came  widi  the  nmpiigMirrf 
thunder,  bewildering,  not  deatrojing;  a  amokbgnii, 
doeing  up  the  pass  eflfectuaUj;  too  hte  to  bar  n/Mi, 
hut  just  in  time  to  prechde  the  Whiteboja  ftoB  pn- 
anit  of  those  the j  had  devoted  to  deatmctioiL 

The  gentlemen  zallied,  and  the  troopa,  who  hi 
now  learnt  more  wiadom  than  to  fiJlow  the  aoaie  led  m 
hj  Doyle,  hearing  the  shots,  galkqped  to  the  imm. 
But  dispirited  at  the  fidfaue  of  theb  great  prajecki  Ab 
Whiteboys  were  either  dispersed  or  concealed  cAeli* 
ally  from  pursuit,  in  an  incredibly  short  space  of  tine. 

Long  before  Eldward  Spencer  and  his  Tenenbb 
firiend  drew  near  the  pass,  at  the  end  of  which  the  gen- 
tlemen had  entered,  they  were  made  aware  of  the  result 
Women  weeping  and  indulging  in  thoee  manifiBstatiou 
of  sorrow,  which,  however  natural,  lessen  the  grief  they 
wail,  were  rushing  forward  in  the  same  direction.  Tbe 
Dean  paused,  to  make  some  inquiries  at  a  cottage,  trdi 
known  in  these,  our  dajrs,  for  the  refreshment  and  ao* 
commodation  it  afibrds  to  those  who  visit  the  *^  BlesKd 
Island"  of  Gougane  Barra;  and  there,  dying  like  adog 
on  a  heap  of  straw  where  he  had  sought  refuge  ate 
being  woimded,  Mr.  Spencer  saw  his  good-natured  wtf* 
den  of  the  unknown  castle.  The  poor  fellow  recognued 
him;  though  but  for  a  moment,  he  endeavoured  toraitt 
liimself  aud  to  speak;  the  effi)rt  was  unavailing;  h0 
fell  back,  and  turning  his  face  into  the  straw,  groaned, 
and  expired. 


A  8TOST  OF  IfiBLAND.  173 

Hiexe  were  only  women  in  the  house  ;  but  one  of 
hem,  a  fearlesB,  bright-eyed  girl,  with  the  intense  ez- 
iresnon,  and  the  cast  of  features  that  one  would  attri- 
mtetoa  Joanof  Arc,  said,  while  she  knelt  by  the  body 
trhoee  lips  she  had  just  moistened,  *^  I  never  saw  him 
)efore,  in  all  my  life — I  don't  know  the  rights  of  it, 
^tlemen,  but  to  judge  by  that,''  and  she  looked 
owards  the  still  warm  remains  of  the  man  so  full  of 
trength  and  motive  a  few  hours  before,  *'  there  will  be 
{ood  reason  in  the  coimtry  to  remember  the  Pass  of 
Caim-an-eigh." 

This  scene  was  but  the  sad  commencement  of  much 
bat  Edward  had  afterwards  to  encounter.  The  dean 
dshed  to  call  at  a  gentleman's  dwelling,  where  they 
rere  delayed  for  some  hours ;  and  here  they  foimd  the 
ousehold  in  a  state  of  painful  confusion,  with  the  exccp- 
.on  of  a  venerable  butler,  and  a  few  "  of  the  boys  about 
le  place"— creatures  whose  early  lives  are  spent  in 
cnng  the  fag-ends  of  every  body's  work,  whose  industry 
I  80  erratic  as  to  be  almost  idleness,  who  never  have 
me  for  any  thing,  and  yet  are  invariably  abused  for 
oing  nothing.  All  the  men-servants  that  could  be 
[>ii8idered  eflfective  were  absent,  the  women  were 
nicking  and  weeping,  and  the  ladies  obliged  to  attend 
pon  them,  as  well  as  upon  themselves.  At  length 
wo  returned,  denying  that  they  had  been  to  the  scene 
r  action,  but  confessing  that  they  had  "heard  the 
ews" — ^news,  which  they  trembled  to  tell:  how  at  first 
lie  military  moved  away  from  the  pass,  and,  as  they 
etumed  through  the  country,  set  fire  to  every  village, 
um,  and  cabin  they  came  near  ;  and  how  that  many 
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moie  of  the  people  were  eStker  kiEed  or  umBded  te 
it  ms  beCeyed  oould  Iukvb  aoSBied  dmiDg  ■>  Utf  i 
oontest  These  men  wefe  fidthfbl  aeitanti^  IntU 
been  compelled  to  the  ahenstive  of  ciAor  baihg 
with  their  neigUboun,  or  of  eofiering  aeeogJiBglf. 

As  Mr.  Spencer  had  detennined  on  leUuuug  to 
Spencer  Court  that  night— despite  tlie  hnytJtiM 
pressed  upon  him — he  resohred  to  proceed  withoot  the 
dean;  he  could  think  of  nothing  but  Etten;  and,  dell^ 
mined  that  she  should  no  longer  remain  esqiossd  tolb 
changes  and  chances  of  her  brother^s  fortanes,  bsfldi 
on  without  a  single  fear  for  himflfJf,  although  As  9- 
parent  absence  of  existence,  and  the  Imw^JiiMM  of  the 
land,  had  something  of  a  character  more  awfiiiAsn  Alt 
of  tumult.  More  than  once  he  heard  in  the  ^stuioe 
the  loud  cry  of  lamentation  of  some  bereayed  wife  <s 
mother,  and  then  all  again  was  silent;  it  was,  ss  hit 
servant  said,  ^'  a  hcavj-hearted  evening."  He  hid 
ridden  about  two  miles,  when,  not  &t  from  the  inf* 
side— only  half  concealed  by  a  dump  of  fune — ^hc  pc^ 
ceived  a  man  crouching  in  evident  anxiety  to  oonoeii 
himself.  He  drew  up  liis  horse,  and  before  there  wit 
time  to  issue  an  order,  his  servant  had  diamoonted  w 
spoken  with  the  stranger.     He  returned  quickly. 

^^  It's  only  a  poor  man,  Sir,  that  does  not  feel  veij 
well  in  himself" 

^'  But  who  is  he?'  said  the  Dean. 

*'  A  poor  man  of  the  place,  Sir,"  continued  the  8C^ 
vant. 

Edward  dismounted. 

**  It's  not  worth  your  while,  Sir,  to  take  any  troaHi 
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ibost  him,  lus  people  will  soon  be  here,"  continued  the 
cr?tnt,  anxious  to  prevent  Edward  from  speaking 
0  him.  But  Mr.  Spencer  persisted.  He  found  the  im* 
brtooate  creature  resting,  rather  than  lying,  on  his 
ide,  and  his  fiu^  turned  away.  Edward  addressed 
im;  the  man  faintly  replied  in  Irish,  to  lead  him  to 
dkve  he  did  not  imderstand  him;  but  Edward  in- 
indy  recognised  the  Toice. 

**  Doyle  ! — Doyle  l"  he  exclaimed.  "  My  good- 
Ktured  car-driyer — my  brave  apologist  at  the  midnight 
leeting— do  you  not  know  me?" 

Hie  poor  fellow  looked  up. 

•*  I  thought  it  was  all  over  with  me  when  I  heard 
le  horses'  tramp  and  the  sound  nearer  and  nearer, 
id  I  able  to  go  no  farther — ^not  on  account  of  the 
idness  of  the  hurt,  but  the  wakeness.  Oh !  then  it's 
poor  case  that  a  ball  through  the  shoulder  should 
ke  the  strength  out  of  a  man's  legs.  I  am  safe  with 
m.  Sir,  God  bless  you !  Haven't  I  the  *  grass  greens,' 
id  the  dinner  at  Blarney,  and  the  wish  yer  honour 
id  about  the  cabins  on  the  banks  of  the  Lee,  all  be- 
re  me  this  blessed  minute.  I'm  safe  with  yer  honour, 
It  it's  not  that  Tm  thinking  of — only  you're  not  safe 
Ith  me — ^that's  it !  It's  all  up  with  us,  Sir,  and  the 
miry  will  sweep  us  out  of  the  country  after  this,  and 
8  better  that  I  should  die  in  a  bog-hole,  than  you 
»w  any  question  on  yerself  by  mercy  shown  to  me. 
3  go  on,  Sir,  dear;  and  don't  bother  yourself  with 
€.  It's  no  use  now  denying  I  was  in  it,  and  if  this 
as  the  last  word  I  had  to  speak,  I'd  be  in  it  again, 
a  that's  all,  and  God  bless  you." 
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<«  I  cumot— I  win  not  Imm  yoa  lM«b  Divk  ^ 
Ueed  to  death,*'  aud  Edwudt  fiv  lie  «r  dwtliBW 
Ijing  in  blood  which  oond  from  hb  AaMrn*  ^l 
will  not  do  it,  nor  do  I  want  yon  to  makB  nj 
aon  to  me  that  would  injure  yoa  homifter.  We 
get  you  well  fint,  and  then  talk  about  that.'* 

«  I  shall  never  be  well  again.  Sir;  never  mb  a  nl^ 
or  lift  off  my  hat  to  Ladj  Maiy;  rmenuiiedandom 
this  dde,  as  well  as  shot,  so  Qod  be  with  joa,  9iti  ial 
lave  me;  the  gentlemen  woiiId*nt  iiiiiili'iitaiid  joa 
having  any  fdty  for  a  ttaitor  like  me,  tbej  ooaU  aol 
understand  it,  and  it's  insulted  yon'd  be,  as  many  lim 
been  before  you,  because  of  a  heart  to  A«  jMfk 
You'n  do  nothing  for  me,  I  couldn't  die  asy  if  ItIioii(^ 
a  hard  word  was  said  of  you  through  my  means." 

The  poor  fellow's  generoaty  moved  Edward  &r 
more  than  if  he  had  entreated  assistance. 

**  Is  there  no  cabin  near  that  can  render  you  \ts3Efi 
My  servant  shall  ride  on  and  procure  a  door  and  we 
can  carry  you  on  that  to  some  place  of  safety." 

*'  There  is  a  house  of  a  cousin  of  my  own  behind  the 
swell  of  that  hill,  but  there's  trouble  in  it  already;  the 
eldest  son  was  killed  by  my  side,  and  as  there  were  two 
more  in  it,  God  knows  whether  they  are  dead  or  afire. 
It  was  there  I  was  going,  or  it  was  there  they  were 
taking  me  and  the  poor  dead  boy,  when  the  hone  fiB 
and  could  only  move  on  with  the  one,  so  I  made  them 
take  the  ould  man  his  child,  and  the  young  wife  her 
husband,  and  thought  I*d  wait  the  mercy  of  God  here; 
and  sure  he  sent  me  your  honour." 

Edward  never  for  a  moment  thought  of  himsdf;  M 
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finding  that  Doyle  believed  lie  could  endure  the  mo- 
tion of  a  hone,  detennined  to  place  him  behind  his  ser- 
vant and  leave  him  with  his  friends.  The  car-driver  reso- 
lutely opposed  this;  if  it  was  known  in  the  country,  he 
nid,  that  Mr.  Spencer  favoured  oneofthem^  it  would  do 
him  ^*  hurt  and  harm,"  and  he  should  never  live  to  be 
aUe  to  do  his  honour  a  '^  good  turn'*  in  this  world. 
Bat  Mr.  Spenccr*s  humanity  and  gratitude  overpowered 
all  other  considerations.  The  horse  was  led  slowly  for- 
ward, for  Doyle  was  thrown  into  the  most  acute  agony 
by  the  least  movement,  and  while  the  servant  held  him 
on,  Edward  walked  by  his  side.  The  dying  man  spoke 
at  intervals. 

"  Fd  leave  the  world  happy.  Sir,  if  I  thought  you'd 
be  a  friend  to  the  country." 

*'  Ton  may  be  sure  I  shall  be  a  friend  to  the  country, 
according  to  my  own  ideas  of  what  will  serve  it,  to  the 
last" 

**Well,  Sir,  God  be  good  to  you,  you've  a  kind 
heart  and  a  fine  head  of  your  own,  only  don't  be 
hard  on  the  poor  people;  we're  led  to  it  and  trained  in 
it,  Sir,  and  if  we  had  enough  work  to  keep  us,  we 
wouldn't  be  as  mad  as  we  are.  God  look  down  on  my 
poor  mother  and  sisters,  and  the  little  girl  at  Sundays- 
Well,  that  rd  have  married  next  Saint  Martins — and 
Sir,  her  ladyship  that  you  know^  tell  her  this,  that 
her  brother  is  safe,  I  know  that." 

"  What  brother?" 

"  She  has  but  two,  the  young  gentlemen  that  came 
over  with  your  honour,  and  tlie  one  that  you  gave  the 
letter  to  at  Gougane." 

VOL.  II.  N 
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A  ^cmjiq  li^t  broke  in  upon  Edwud'f  miod;  die 
Sacz  now  seemed  dek^videnfit  ^ms  ^  I^d  never  dieuned 
it  %  betbre;  h&  wondered  at  his  previous  stupidity; 
womier^  how  lie  could  haTe  been  so  mistaken;  won- 
dered nhac  neither  che  dean  nor  Lady  Mazy  bad  a- 
piained:  he  had  never  been  a  good  tinder  out  of  riddki^ 
but  this  one  he  now  saw  wua  so  very  ampk;  ishtX 
could  even  tor  a  momenc  have  ao  perplexed  him? 
FFAat  had  rendered  him  jealous? 

^*  How  do  you  know  this?^  be  add  at  length. 

*"  Ah,  sure,  I  knew  it  as  well  as  your  honour ;  yoa 
needn't  tear  to  trust  me — ske  did  not.  I  waa  a  soldier 
tor  iwhile  mjseu  with  him,  until  I  tired,  and  one  way 
or  anccher  got  clear  ot*  it ;  many  a  time  I  saw  him  in  the 
rel  »:i:at,  diinkinii  Iiow  proud  Td  be  to  see  him  in  the 
pTL^n— C'h,  my  griet !  Tell  hor  honour,  that  every  paper 
IM  any  cidl  to  tor  him,  I  burnt  on  the  spot  where  yoa 
ll'jjid  me;  bu.<l  as  I  wai,  the  minute  I  was  alone,  I  sec 
fire  to  them  with  a  coal  out  of  my  pipe,  for  fear  they'd 
tall  into  strange  hand<;  though  its  a  rule  among  us,  to 
bury  all  papers  with  the  body  they're  ibund  on." 

TkiQ  horse  stumbled  a  little  as  he  turned  the  sharp  angle 
of  a  rock  which  brought  the  party  in  sight  of  the  cottage 
to  which  Doyle  Iiad  directed  them,  and  the  poor  fellow 
fainted  while  Edward  was  inquiring  about  Lawrence 
and  Ellen.  Further  on,  a  number  of  little  children  were 
wooping  round  a  horse  in  the  agonies  of  death,  the 
animal  had  just  been  able  to  carry  home  the  corpse  ot 
his  young  master  ;  and  as  tliey  nearcd  the  house,  they 
heard  the  "keen"  mingling  with  the  smoke  which 
ruihcd  through  the  open  door.     Despite  his  own  deep 


A  8TOBT  OF  IBELAIH).  179 

md  bitter  Borrow,  the  bereaved  father — a  vcnerable- 
looldng  man  of  the  humble  fanner  class— came  out  to 
receive  them,  and  assisted  to  carry  the  still  insensible 
caMbriver  into  the  dwelling. 

Those  who  had  brought  home  the  dead  body  of  his 
Km  concealed  themselves  at  first,  but  upon  hearing  Mr. 
Spenoer^s  name,  they  came  forth,  pouring  blessings  upon 
him  for  his  goodness,  and  all  praying  that  it  might  not 
3o  him  "  hurt  nor  harm." 

With  a  degree  of  haste  unseemly  to  Rnglifih  habits, 
they  had  already  *'  laid  out"  the  body,  lit  the  candles, 
md  raised  the  death  wail.  The  mother  sat  to  the  right 
of  the  table  upon  which  the  manly  form  of  her  beloved 
BOB  had  been  placed ;  her  husband  called  her  attention 
ko  Doyle,  and  with  extraordinary  self-command  she 
rose  to  render  assistance  to  the  fncnd  and  comrade  of 
lier  child. 

The  interior  seemed  to  Edward  Spencer  more  like  a 
Boene  of  dreamy  spells  and  incantations  than  aught  else : 
the  lights  twinkling  in  tlic  heated  and  murky  atmo- 
iphere;  ihe  earnest  and  passionate  faces,  occasionally 
bending  over  the  lifeless  form  of  the  young  and  hand- 
some peasant,  whose  dark  hair  rendered  the  whiteness 
sad  calmness  of  his  features  still  more  conspicuous;  the 
ihrnpt  bursts  of  grief,  and  exclamations  of  sorrow  or 
revenge,  finding  vent  in  both  languages,  and  sounding 
torn  the  more  obscure  portions  of  the  dwelling ;  tlie  fire, 
low  blazing,  now  smouldering,  at  the  far  end  of  the 
tpartment  in  a  very  cavern  of  blackness,  which  became 
Uamined  with  the  blaze  for  a  moment,  and  then  dark 
igain.  A  table  was  very  near  the  door,  placed,  it  appeared 
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to  Um,  ready  for  a  carou8e»  rather  than  fittad  f<x  i 
funeral,  for  upon  it,  sticks,  and  pipes,  and  mngs,  tad 
one  or  two  green  bottles,  were  hud — ^**  any  how." 

Amid  this  din  and  darkness,  a  girl,  fiur,  young,  tad 
delicate,  and  whose  hair  fell  like  a  golden  flbool 
around  her,  was  kneeling  by  her  dead  brother's  ade; 
she  had  drawn  one  of  his  hands  firom  beneath  thedotk 
that  covered  his  body,  and  pressing  her  cheek  xsfcm  it, 
gazed  upwards  with  glazed  and  tearless  ^es,  but  witk 
such  an  abandonment  to  sorrow,  fixed — as  for  ever— oa 
her  face,  that  Edward  could  hardly  believe  she  lived 
and  breathed.  They  placed  Doyle  on  a  bed,  in  a  demi- 
partition  called  '^  the  room,*'  and  when  conscionsoea 
returned,  he  seemed  so  anxious  to  speak  to  theoldnuuit 
that  Edward  left  them  alone  for  a  few  minutes. 

"  It's  what  we're  in  dread  of,  Sir,"  said  a  girl,  address- 
ing Edward  with  gentle  frankness,  "  it's  what  were  in 
dread  of,  Sir,  is  poor  Mary;  she  went  away  this  morn- 
ing to  seek  liim  that's  Ijring  dead  there — her  hearts 
husband,  that  she  loved  more  than  her  life — ^thc  Lord 
look  down  on  her !  and  when  she  comes  back — ^what 
will  she  see?  Peggy  Dacey ! — teU  us,  dear,  it  will  take 
some  of  the  trouble  off  us,  to  cry  it  with  you!" 

The  keener,  whose  long  narrow  face  was  half  con- 
cealed by  her  hood,  clapped  her  hands  together  twice  or 
thrice,  and  recommenced: 

**  She'll  see  her  young  dehght,  her  treasure  of  love, 
mowed  down  like  siunmer  hay;  his  heart  is  still,  \^ 
breath  will  not  move  the  curls  from  off  his  baby's  brow, 
nor  his  voice  sing  the  song  that  won  her  love  under  tne 
beams  of  the  May  moon. 


A  BTOBT  OF  IRELANI).  181 

"His  foot  was  fleet — InB  arm  was  firm — ^his  spirit 
high  and  fidthfiil ;  his  lip  kept  silence — ^he  was  trusted, 
and  never  betrayed  ;  in  storm  or  sunshine,  by  land  or 
sea,  at  his  father's  door,  or  among  his  people's  graves  ; 
he  was  strong  and  steady — at  Eolcrca,  or  the  Holy 
bland — by  the  lakes  of  Inchageela,  or  in  the  Pass,  where 
iD  was  lost;  the  hawk  of  the  hill  was  free  and  fearless." 

The  woman  chanted  in  a  low,  and  not  immusical 
^cnce. 

**  She  could  rise  it  stronger,"  observed  one  to  the 
Hiher,  "  only  on  account  of  poor  Darby  Doyle;  oh, 
lien,  isn't  it  shocking  to  see  him,  and  not  knowing  if 
he  J  priest  will  be  in  time  to  catch  his  breath — for  he's 
k'most  gone;  and  to  see  the  gentleman  himself,  binding 
ip  his  arm,  and  saying  he'll  pay  for  the  finest  doctor  in 
jCfA  to  save  him." 

**  Ah !  then  sure  the  English  aren't  all  such  savages," 
libeerved  another,  '^  he's  as  tender  over  him  as  a  Chris- 
iaa.  Whisht !  Peggy's  raising  the  keen  again ;  but  her 
roice  is  more  like  the  song  of  the  thrush,  than  the  cry 
yftheaiglel" 

"  The  glory  of  the  morning  was  you,  my  jewel ! 
Tour  eye  kindled  before  day — ^your  foot  was  first  in 
he  &rm,  and  your  whistle  sweeter  than  the  blackbird's. 
Elaily  and  late  you  were  cheerful  to  do  your  mother's 
bidding; — ^the  yoimg  kids  licked  your  hands — and  the 
plover  never  hid  her  nest  from  your  sight." 

"  Say  a  good  word  for  me,  Peggy,  when  I'm  gone; 
ind  good  luck  to  you,  woman  dear !"  exclaimed  the  poor 
sar-driver  from  the  inner  room.  **  Say  a  good  word 
for  me,  but  don't  drawl  it  out  that  way,  like  the  sough 
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bnght  and  fast,  like  an 
mouxB,  tdl  me  that?  Is 
were  leaTing— is  it  the 
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I'^frxr  isicmxpted  the  aged  wanin. 
^  'i>:r^'5  Snih  Iving  there,  and  myolher 
]r:->L.   izii  Tenelf,  dear,  on  the  hng 
i.^:  £je  soul   that   seeks  HeaTeiit 
•   ill  wizLT?  of  prayer,  and  not  on  i 
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:.t>f  Lriirc-  Md'am,"  replied  Dtrbj, 
>:_--j  1  :.:  T^-Tizc  :akV.  "I  often  heard  tdl 
..  :  .'  :  ":•  -^:?  .-mire  down,  but  I  don't  bww 
1  -■  *  r  Vi-i  :.j^n.  Yci  that's  no  matter. 
_*.'  •-■  .-     .r."  ^  M:.5:.r  Mi:  -T.-uld  say,  we  must  all 

.-  1".".  Li:  :!.:  >.  ::r..l  of  a  Kerry  hniric 
.  . :  -  :•.".:  :  _lz  :>.:  ^lirinir  of  a  woman — ^barring 
.  -  '.  .  ~*-  :  . . :  V  .  *  1  r.: .' ^-i::*:  than  many  other  vaj^ 
1'  .  :  ^-  :.  :.  :>.:  r  L.-.tii:*  lor  this  bullet;  itwasa 
\..j:  f^  :  — . -.  :-i:  .::-::jr.: — ^ani  look  now,  I  chaigc 
.-.:■.  .  •  . ...     _.:!.:   ■x:ri.:fa  dvinij  man,  to  see 

t-i-i:  -.  r_ir'. .:  '.i:  ">  ::>  :.  ibis  ccnileman.  Don't  fflind 
T71.J.:  y .  u  >. .  :ir — '. . ;  -.5  :!:-:  •■<»: pie's  iriond — I  tell  you  that; 
iJi:  :i:.r^. — !>•:  <t\r.  ?.::::o:hir.;r  about  him  that  makes 
mo  h.ro  we'll  ^:  *u5UvV  vox:  not  mavbe  so  much 
iriTz.  .^ur  ^wr.  cvntrv  is  from  such  English  as  this, 
..::l  :l.-r.V  n::rv  wh-::v  he  came  from.  It's  not 
v.-.^r:l:  ir.v  »:f  vour  whiles  to  Ix^k  dark  on  a  dvinir  man. 
W::.i:  I  sav  's  tho  :ra:h !"  He  endeavoured  to  nu?c 
hin:5<.j,  but  sunk  back  and  called  lor  water;  thea 
rallying",    exclaimed,    "  Oh !  wiiha.    Sir,    don't   tnm 


A  BTOBY  OF  IBELAND.  183 

;uQL8t  118.  YouVe  seen  us  in  the  storms  that  stirs 
P  all  that's  bad; — ^may  the  Lord  grant  that  you  may 
^  to  see  us  in  the  sunshine !  Whisht ! — ^that's  not 
^  voice  of  the  keener !  Oh,  murder ! — it*s  the  heart- 
kick  of  his  young  wife,  who  knows  now  that  he's 
?one  from  her  for  ever !" 

And  so  it  was.  She  had  rushed  into  the  dwelling  while 
le  inmates  were  listening  to  Darby's  words,  and  shriek 
flowed  shriek  in  every  intonation  of  agony,  as  she 
ang  to  the  form  of  all  she  loved.  Tears  that  had 
and  no  way  for  his  own  sufierings,  now  coursed  each 
\ker  down  the  cheeks  of  Doyle. 
**  Gret  her  away  from  him  somehow,"  he  said,  after 
few  moments;  "get  her  away  from  him  somehow; 
d  some  of  you  have  the  sense  to  bring  her  her 
by,  that  will  give  a  new  turn  to  her  grief,  if  it  does 
t  ease  her  heart !" 

There  is  an  intense  and  ever  active  qrmpathy  in 
eiy  Irish  bosom,  and  in  that  close  and  narrow  space, 
Iward  was  struck  with  the  earnestness  with  which 
di  seemed  to  share  the  sorrow  of  his  neighbour.  The 
use  was  so  remote,  that  numbers  had  flocked  to  it, 

in  some  degree  bereaved  of  those  dear  to  their 
ections;  and  many  for  shelter,  in  consequence  of  their 
bins  having  been  set  flre  to  in  the  morning.  The 
I  farmer  was  known  to  be  a  favoured  tenant  of  an 
iuential  landlord,  and  as  such  his  house  was  a  sort  of 
J  of  refoge  to  his  far  neighbours.  The  old  man,  indi- 
lually,  deserved  protection,  for  he  had  never  interfered, 
hough  he  had  not  the  power  to  control  his  sons, 
ither  liad  he  the  sustaining  comfort  that  belonged  to 


X  ursEizzBOT; 


t:     _-T?i!:::::itrL.  rr.in.  ^un-mr 


.Ci 


LAdfiDeninan^ 

IKS  prevent  those 

□BTQV;  and  Dojfe 

V^  diBgei  im  IB 


uid  be  knew  it, 
h.1  lire  to  see  the 
Zl  of  mm  J  of  Us 
lo  etch  in  IxkL 


hisgxcit 

iim  that  be  met 

rcfcl 'unselfishiies&— 

:'zll  break  forth. 

lirs,  &nd  manifest 


■  .r -Ji'i    ."i:   i^i^z.   li^    l-.-ij  i~T'->:j  Aess  lie  si 
r-f-.r  Lz.  ■.!: :    .rfcrrii-.c:  .m'  "£:.-:  vX^rirr"  for  his  land- 


'  '■ .  Ti>;^   -iLT-I*.  ~ 


^dered,  his 


Trlirl  T»:rri.i:<  :!:  ^;:iz.irr.  ini  r^niizs  ihe  peop!e» 
5tl:-sis:rl£:iz^  i5  rrl-- 1?.  >:  rirrcT  is  tucmles;  so  vahi- 

^  B:t5.  r  •'".i  il-f  dm-:,  t:^  u:^i  Iit^  :o  see  ii.  when 
Mr.  S>.i:v'^r*5  =:-:=: >:r  :*:r  Cork.  Miad  iKe  shoming 
ihen,  izi  d:  wn ir::-i  evcrvziin  tiiA:  doesn't  shout  londer 
ir/in  v.:*.ir5tl:!  Ii  ti^:  iLo  rrl«:s::  I  made  a  clean 
breast  t'j  £i:}:*jr  Ihifv  iho  mcrr.ir.:;  of  the  hst  meeting 
Ss,z  Goucrane  Rirra!  He's  i  nno  man.  but  easer  » 
dile  with  before  than  ifiex  a  ruction.    Mr.  Spencer— 
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Aere's  a  blessed  scapular  on  my  breast,  Sir — ^but  it's 
Bot  to  be  touched  while  I'm  living.  When  Tm  dead, 
Td  Eke  little  Mary  of  Sundays-Well  to  have  it  for  a 
<eepsake.  Fd  send  her  a  lock  of  my  hair,  but  it's 
S^wn  gray  lately,  and  gray  hair  is  an  ugly  keepsake 
&om  a  sweetheart  to  a  girl  under  twenty.  Miss  Ellen  I 
>h,  I  don't  know  where  she  is.  Sir.  Oh !  then  if  she 
Hb  Lady  Mary,  wouldn't  the  poor  liave  grate  glory 
mirely  with  her  and  yer  honour.    But  Lady  Mary's 

fine  woman — and  a  bom  beauty — and  a  good  oidd 
sock — that's  true !" 

And  then  he  continued  muttering;  the  talking  in 
le  large  room  increasing,  imtil  ''the  keen"  arose 
x>'ve  it;  or  a  more  loud  and  anguished  scream  than 
Rial,  caused  the  people  to  break  into  deep  and  earnest 
»yer  for  the  support  and  consolation  of  the  afflicted, 
requently,  Edward  observed,  at  the  entrance  of  a  new 
onor,  there  would  be  a  pause,  and  then  a  imiversal 
emulous  cry,  as  some  fresh  loss  was  recoimted.  At 
rst  Doyle  was  anxious  to  learn  the  news,  but  his 
ixiosity  became  momentarily  less  and  less,  and  while 
dwaxd  hoped  some  doctor  might  arrive  and  endea- 
>tired  to  reason  himself  into  the  belief  that  recovery  was 
DBBible,  Doyle  faltered  forth  entreaties  for  "  the  priest," 
id  thoughts  about  his  mother  and  sisters,  mingled 
ith  brief  prayers  for  Edward,  and  a  hope  that  every 
ae  might  know  how  a  gentleman  stood  by  his  death- 
ed. 

At  last  a  priest  came,  a  man  most  unhappily  min- 
led  with  rumours  of  disturbances;  one  who  had  never 
cmred  oil  upon  the  troubled  waters,  and  who  found 
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*y  soon  after,  to  leave  the  oountiy.  Qs 
^1*1  Dojle  iras  brief,  and  when  the  gu- 
^  ciliec  &zsin  for  Edwaid,  he  told  him  in  an  ei« 

he  was  **  all  ready  for  the  loai'^ 


«.  .A' 


&  7cv£  >i?  l&zii  and  piesBed  it  to  his  lipa. 

-  Y:.^"I  "ie  kiud  to  the  poor  people,  Sir;  you  will— 
Fs:  ivirs  T-.1G  TTili — and  so  may  God  Uess  yoa;  and 
vf-r  ;  .3:cr  ttc^hi  foiset  mc:  and  sore  if  I  could  dor 
;•-'.-?  vij  :;.  HeaTtn,  Fd  be  proud  to  do  it  on  my  hands 
ir»I  kzi:>«:   scini   bj  the  country,  and  the  countiy 


x:  ..1  >-_r.I  rv  j.vj.  Xever  foi^t  how  his  honour 
>r.  '^*':  n?  ::  i^  place  of  case  and  safety;  where  Ivc 
h*,-  :i:v.r  t.*  r.-.sic  mv  souL  and  not  die  in  a  ditch; 
Ari,l  r?::  :o  ssy  d."^  it,  but  did  it  himself,  see  him  in 
5a.::  :v  is  T-ru  t-s^uc  the  blcssinc  of  a  dvin':^  man.  And 
r^  r  r.:  cT.~-.::v  ::.  anv:  the  bullet  was  Cur,  though 
r^^:  o:-.>v. — CT.>i  >?  Tviih  you,  neighbours;  my  heads 
ti'^;t\"  *:v:>-n\l  ihan  ever  it  was  with  a  fight  at  afcir, 
';-:  ;■/.  "i-  ^'.  t'iiir  f-irht:  and  there's  worse  whizzing  in  my 
c^r5  :'^-.r.  over  I  thv^uirht  the  Cloonev's  shillalas  could 
T:.sCiic  when  thv^y  cried  down  with  the  Doyles.  Oh! 
w:.'»  r.,^  c:^o  :r.  n^orov  stop  that  keening?  it's  woise  on 

i"^:'  :hc  :wr*lo  who  heard  his  words,  the  one  looked 
:::  iV.o  c:hor,  for  the  keener  was  silent;  having  been, 
::^:t\\\  pomiittcvl  to  leave  the  house  on  her  promise  to 
reiuni  lor  the  '•  first  fiineral." 

"It's  the  pcv>r  loUow's  last  warning,"  whispered  one 
of  tl\o  jx^a<«iits  to  Edward:  **  the  Doyles  all  liavc  it'' 

Ho  had  Ftill  hold  of  Edwards  hand,  and  the  List  act 
of  hi^  kindly  but  misguided  lite,  was  to  press  it  to  his 


A  8T0BT  OF  IBELAKD.  187 

lips.  Mr.  Spencer's  feelings  gave  way  when  poor  Doyle 
kj  before  him — *'  a  clod  of  the  valley."  He  had  en- 
deared himself  to  the  master  of  Spencer  Court  firom 
the  first,  by  his  prompt  gratitude  in  return  for  the  sym- 
pathy Edward  evinced  for  the  people.  He  was  no- 
kfaing  more  than  a  lair  sample  of  his  class,  his  failings 
md  perfections  eminently  national;  yet  the  very  nature 
of  his  perfections  induced  forgetfulness  of  his  faults. 
Whatever  reflections  Edward  might  have  made,  were 
cut  short  by  the  ^^  ullagawn,"  attended  by  loud  clapping 
of  hands,  and  much  crossings  and  prayer-sayings  which 
fijDowed  the  certainty  of  his  departure. 

Mr.  Spencer  placed  money  for  his  fimeral  in  the 
hand  of  the  old  ftrmer,  and  as  he  made  his  way  through 
Qie  crowds  that  were  now  met  together  beneath  the 
low  roof,  he  was  followed  by  abundant  blessings. 

**  If  your  honour  should  have  any  trouble  about 
jfoiir  goodness  to  the  Wliitcboys  this  blessed  night," 
Hod  a  gigantic  fellow  who  held  his  stirrup,  ^'  there  isn't 
one  of  us  who  wont  come  forward  at  the  risk  of  our 
own  lives  and  swear  you  never  saw  Doyle,  and  never 
came  near  the  place." 

**  And  III  get  forty  to  jnyce  your  honour  was  in 
BODOiher  county,  or  anywhere  you  please.  Sir !"  ex- 
claimed a  second. 

**  And  any  thing  we  can  do  for  you  by  night  or  day, 
shall  be  done.  Sir;  for  though  we're  bet  and  broken, 
and  scattered  and  murdered  entirely  over  the  coimtry 
now,  we'll  not  be  so  always,"  put  in  the  first  speaker. 

"  And,  Sir,  if  any  one  vexes  you,  if  I  only  hear  it, 
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IL^  f=t:  *:trr  rr:iTe  :  ia,£  "ii*ec.  ^'9.  nvne  for  mother  of 
!!•£!=-  : :■:  iif  5  ^lifit — susr  -wrE^  aans  as  the  &r  end 
:•:  z*iz  Ttts  :  ^^  iii^k  lis  ^lAijirrd  will  get  him  off; 
zz'i  isj  • :  jK  rn*  r=p  c£  ije  ixw  o£  ii  yoa^e  my  in* 
tsTss:  -wzzh.  iztf  v^nirrr.  xdI  ibe  cchi  ssm  s  kndloid  is  1 

hii  refs  ^ciiiirs  :  rdj  h"*  ly?tbenBig«  azid  the  flower  of 

Efiward  heard  aX  bet  aid  Terr  Ettle;  he  wfiuigoed 
in  hrAv  uad  mind;  he  :2:Anked  them  bneflr*  aiid(^Ssei 
xnonej  to  more  than  cae,  tKtwViiig  that  like  Engiufc 
retainers  thej  waited  for  a  giatmty ;  but  it  was  alwajs 
&nd  instantly  refused,  and  that  in  a  manner  whick 
showed  it  gave  them  pain. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  EARLIEST  CONSEQUENCES. 

B  failure  of  the  guerilla  project  was  by  far  the 
stdefeat  sustained  by  the  malecontents  of  the  time ; 
3  daring  attempt  had  exhibited  the  determination 
ttemess  of  the  people,  and  proved  that  they  would 
nothing  to  achieve  their  purpose.  This,  of  courset 
srved  to  exasperate  the  gentry  still  more  against 
they  said,  it  was  evidently  not  only  the  destruction 
lozious  individuals  they  desired,  but  that  they 
.  to  sweep  away  all  who  sought  to  restrain  their 
«.  The  escape  had  been  miraculous;  for  if  the 
lad  fallen  when  and  where  the  conspirators  de- 
,  it  is  certain  that  not  one  of  the  gentry  would 
irvived  to  tell  the  tale.  The  insurgents  would 
id  full  range  to  slay  and  destroy ;  the  gentry  would 
leen  stabbed,  shot,  or  crushed  to  pieces,  before 
ould  have  received  the  least  assistance  £rom  the 
jT — even  if  the  military  had  been  made  aware  of 
tuation. 

le's  hatred  of  Abel  Richards  destroyed  not  only 
\  but  his  project;  he  paid  for  his  rashness  with 
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kb  life,  and  sroGsed  the  inoet  fearfbl  detemmubai  a 
the  pan  of  those  who  had  esoqped,  as  hj  a  ]Dinde,iD 
*•  slay  to  the  utteimoFt  and  spare  noc"  Not  a  iew  of  dtt 
gentry  had  believed  that  their  previona  ooodoct » 
titled  them  to  exemption  from  the  doom  which  hidk' 
fallen  the  property,  and  menaced  the  life  of  the  hated 
middleman:  and  felt  secure  in  the  coimtiy,  in  theToy 
midft  of  conflagration  and  murder. 

But  this  attack  proved  to  them  the  detezmined  ipnt 
of  extermination  which  chazacterised  the  oonduct  of 
the  whole — ^a  resolve  to  annihilate  the  memory  of  lO 
kindness  that  might  have  been  shown  to  them  by  waj 
of  the  gentry — to  destroy  **  by  one  tfH  swoop"  all  lAo 
came  within  their  power.  There  was  ■ft'TyHhmg  in  At 
plan  and  conduct  of  the  aflair.  which  aroused  "tbe 
country :"  it  is  to  be  feared  there  were  but  too  manj, 
who  were  glad  to  turn  the  sword  against  those  vlio 
had  exhibited  80  steady  a  resolve  to  wield  it.  It  wv  a 
proof  that  every  man's  hand  was  against  his  neighbour; 
the  innocent  were  confounded  with  the  guilty;  mffl 
and  youths  fled  to  the  mountains ;  and  women  and 
children,  helpless  and  homeless,  looked  mutely  into  laces 
tliat  were  turned  into  iron  against  them  and  theiis. 
As  to  Abel  Richards,  he  had  never  mounted  a  hose* 
during  the  past  ten  years,  but  those  who  saw  bim 
wondered  if  he  would  return  alive  I  he  was  considered 
to  have  laboured  for  and  earned  the  fate  with  which  he 
was  threatened.  But  the  attack  in  the  Pass  of  Kaiio- 
an-eigh  was  quite  another  matter;  every  gentleman  rot 
as  though  a  pistol  had  been  levelled  at  his  own  head,  or 
dagger  pointed  at  his  heart:  it  was  a  universal  cauw- 
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Sdward  Spencer  was  perliaps  the  only  one  in  the  coun- 
ly  who  continued  apparently  inactiye  both  in  word 
ad  deed.  During  the  fearful  agitation  which  followed, 
le  confined  himself  to  Spencer  Court  for  a  few  days, 
Being  only  Dean  Graves;  at  last  he  attended  a  meet- 
ag;  and  his  altered  appearance,  his  pale  cheek,  and 
naious  countenance  attracted  observation;  Irish  in- 
ignation,  and  the  rash,  impetuous  nature  of  Irish  elo- 
uenoe,  with  its  mighty  torrent  of  invective— of  appeal 
-of  destruction— of  revenge,  were  poured  forth;  he 
eard  all^-eveiy  thing,  yet  maintained  silence,  and  did 
otseem  to  sympathise  with  what  he  heard;  so  reserved 
'88  he,  that  more  than  one  hinted,  and  hinted  loudly, 
lat  Ub  loyalty  was  of  a  questionable  nature. 
Tlien,  indeed,  he  spoke,  and  looked  what  he  spoke  in 

>  decided  a  manner,  that  those  who  dared  to  doubt 
im,  fiie-eaters  though  they  weie,  withdrew  their  insm- 
ftlionB;  not  firom  fear,  for  they  knew  it  not;  nor  from  a 
Bflirenot  to  fight,  for  even  then  fighting  was  a  pastime; 
at  &om  impulse — that  indescribable  something  which 
kovee  Irishmen,  and  indeed  all  exciteable  men,  at  times, 

>  generous  apologies;  that  stirs  within  their  breasts 
id  remodels  their  actions.  Notwithstanding  Ekiward's 
smer  calmness  and  coldness  of  manner,  his  refutation 
*  the  charge  was  so  prompt  and  manly,  so  full  of 
leigy  and  feeling,  that  it  at  once  commanded  the  at- 
ntion,  the  respect,  the  entire  and  perfect  belief — the 
lAA,  if  not  altogether  the  sympathy,  of  the  meeting; 
id  so  earnest  were  they  to  convince  him  of  their  entire 
lange,  that  they  deferred  to  him  as  if  he  were  an  old 
ddent;  and  when  in  the  heat  and  fervour  of  protesta- 
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tion.  some  pcrliaps  cooler  and  more  failnilnting  penon 
— ^it  misht  be  c^'cn  to  trv  the  mcUle  he  wu  made  of— 
proposed  that  a  suhscriptioa  diould  be  immcdiatdy  ot- 
tered into,  with  the  view  to  discover  who  odgutttedor 
acted  the  prominent  part  in  the  late  iixqpaialleledeTaiSi 
Edward  Spencer  put  down^  not  his  name  only,  but  the 
sum  his  name  was  pledged  for,  freely  and  fzanldy.  Ik 
Goliah  he  had  met  at  Macroom,  rolled  his  portly  jeaok 
over  to  him,  and  inquired,  half  in  jest  and  half  in  etn- 
cst,  ^'  If  he  took  the  gentlemen  of  the  coimty  for  a  pidc 
of  shopkeepers,  and  meant  to  insult  them,  by  lajiog 
down  ready  money  on  a  subscription  list  ?* 

At  this  meeting,  also,  inquiries  were  revived  toudir 
ing  the  papers  which  MisB  Macdonnel,  according  to 
AbeFs  testimony,  had  in  her  keeping.  Doubtles  if 
posccssion  of  them  could  be  obtained,  the  names  d 
those  who  organized  the  people,  and  kept  alive  tbe 
spirit  of  insurrection  would  be  disclosed;  and  instead  of 
groping  as  they  were  in  the  dark,  trusting  to  chance 
discoveriesi,  and  these  always  made  by  persons  on  whose 
testimony  they  coidd  not  depend,  they  would  be  oertain 
of  having  tlic  whole  plan  imravelled,  and  the  neoessaij 
steps  might  then  be  taken  with  "  firmness.'* 

The  dean  now  repeated  his  behef  that  EUen  was  kqyt 
out  of  the  way  by  interested  parties,  because  her  natuie 
was  such,  that  if  it  cost  a  thousand  Uves  she  would 
speak  the  truth;  and,  judging  truly  from  his  knowledge 
of  her  character,  he  also  asserted  his  conviction  thit 
she  yielded  to  the  concealment  rather  than  bring  trouble 
upon  those  she  loved;  nor  did  it  escape  the  dean's  ob- 
servation that  while  he  thus  spoke,  Mr.  Spencer's  eyes 
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%B  well  as  ears  deyoured  his  words,  and  that  when  he 
had  concluded,  Edward  grasped  his  hand  and  mur- 
unued,  "  Gtod  bless  you,  you  read  her  rightly." 

"  And  why  should  I  not?'  was  the  reply.  "  Have 
[  not  known  her  all  her  life,  and  was  there  ever  any 
Hung  about  her  that  ought  to  remain  unknown?  " 

"  I  thought,"  said  Mr.  O'Driscoll,  "  that  Mr.  Spencer 
had  never  seen  his  cousin." 

"It  does  not  follow  that  I  cannot  appreciate  her 
character.  Sir,"  responded  Edward,  with  more  haste 
tlian  judgment. 

'*  Meet  certainly  not;  I  have  known  instances  where 
ftctual  knowledge  has  destroyed  ideal  appreciation." 

"Do  you  mean  to  apply  that  observation  to  my 
oonsin,  Miss  Ellen  Macdonnel,  Sir?'  inqidred  Edward. 

"  Now !"  shouted  the  burly  Irishman,  in  a  tone  of 
triumph  mingled  with  his  rich,  ripe,  soft,  woolly  brogue, 
and  the  exulting  clap  of  his  hands  sounded  like  the 
report  of  a  blunderbuss:  ^^  Now  hear  to  that,  boys !  an 
IgpgliahniftWj  80  Calm  and  quiet  and  reserved  about  all 
law  making  and  breaking,  which  is  quite  «;i-English 
youll  allow;  and  yet  when  a  young  lady  is  named 
irhom  he  has  never  seen,  and  according  to  the  present 
pnwpectofstateaffidrs,  never  may  see,  he  bristles  up  like 
m  Irishman,  fires  his  double  barrel,  and  then  waits, 
B8  proud  as  the  eagle  of  Glena  to  see  who  dare  fire  at 
him;  it's  a  pity  not  to  give  him  diversion  in  that  way, 
■nd  my  time  is  not  over  for  that  same  yet;  but  my 
heart  warms  to  the  kind  young  feeling  as  though  sixty 
wintezB  had  not  snowed  upon  my  head,  God  bless  him 
for  it  I    What  arc  you  all  grinning  at?'  he  exclaimed, 

VOL.  n.  o 


194  THE 

taming  round  to  a  group  of  young  men  niio  nere 
nudging  each  other,  and  laughing  at  the  dd  nan^s 
well-known  weakness,  which,  set  as  it  was  in  so  bodja 
frame,  was  certain  to  excite  their  mirth  whenever  lie 
touched  upon  it:  '^  What  are  you  grinning  at,  yoi 
joimg  shavers?  your  hearts  (if  you  have  'em)  haWt 
stirred  you  yet,  or  you*d  know  bettar;  a  man  knoit 
nothing  until  he's  been  touched  in  the  heart — a  pistol 
shot  is  nothing  to  it.  Do  ye  think /don't  know?  So 
dose  your  lips,  and  learn  manners." 

This  little  scene  over,  the  gentlemen, returned  'with 
unusual  steadiness  to  the  object  of  their  meeting.  B 
was  determined  that,  to  the  rewards  abeady  ofieied 
both  by  the  government  and  the  gentry  for  the  dete^ 
tion  of  the  originators  of  the  destruction  at  the  house 
of  Abel  Richards,  a  very  large  sum  should  be  added  to 
secure  the  ringleaders  of  the  late  conspiracy;  martisl 
law  was  already  proclaimed  throughout  the  country; 
and  some  proposed  a  reward  for  the  discovery  of  where 
Miss  Macdonnel  was  concealed;  this  was  negatived  at 
once,  though  it  was  determined  that  every  means  should 
be  used  for  the  purpose  of  finding  her.  Several  of  the 
magistrates  entered  upon  their  plans  for  the  detectian 
of  the  offenders ;  while  others,  whose  age  and  experience 
would  have  led  persons  unacquainted  with  Irish  habits^ 
to  expect  counsel  of  deliberation  rather  than  haste,  and 
a  mingling  of  mercy  with  justice — recommended  what 
might  seem  a  course  of  extermination,  and  laughed  at 
the  idea  of  any  sum  of  money,  any  temptation  induc- 
ing a  betrayal. 

**  The  creatures  will  die  by  dozens  in  a  ditch,"  said 
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Mr.  ODxiBOoU,  ''when  a  few  words,  uttered  secretly 
wonld  flecnre  them  and  theirs,  the  possession  of  every 
eartUy  comfort  during  the  remainder  of  their  lives; 
bot  they  won't — ^not  they ;  and  the  women  are  worse  than 
Ae  men.  We  had  a  rascal  once  in  Cork  gaol,  a  rare 
Bcoundxel — ^thought  no  more  of  taking  the  life  of  a  man 
tihan  I  should  the  life  of  a  fly,  would  toss  up  for  a  shot  at 
hoB  neighbour  as  coolly  as  he  would  for  a  noggin  of 
whiskey,  and  swear  an  alibi  for  half-a-crown.  Well, 
tvlien  he  was  fairly  housed  at  last,  wc  worked  on  him 
in  such  a  way  that  he  was  on  the  point  of  turning 
long's  evidence,  and  a  fine  point  it  was,  for  he  was 
under  sentence  of  death." 

**  And  how  could  you  get  him  off,  if  sentence  had 
been  pronounced?"  inquired  Edward. 

**Ea8y — easy;  forty  ways,"  was  the  reply.  "And 
lie  was  a  terrible  coward — ^we  frightened  him  with  a 
l^ost.  Well,  we  had  him  ripe  and  ready;  but,  as  ill 
lack  would  have  it,  we  let  his  wife  and  his  two  chil- 
in  to  see  him.  We  thought,  in  the  course  of 
J,  that  she  would  help  us — a  poor  half-starved 
5,  looking  like  a  hare  just  hunted  over  hill,  and 
tlixoagh  water,  by  a  pack  of  harriers.  And  what  do 
ye  think  she  did?  He  told  her  how  his  life  was  to  be 
i|iaied,  and  how  he  was  to  have  money,  and  be  lifted, 
irith  her  and  the  children,  quite  out  of  the  coimtry. 
And  she  was  overjoyed  at  first,  and  twisted  her  thin 
arms  about  him,  and  prayed  God  for  the  good  of  the 
'mercifiil  gentlemen;'  and  the  rascal  laughed  one  of  his 
bitter  papist  laughs  at  that,  and  then  told  her  he  was 
nnder  no  compliment  to  them  for  it,  for  he  earned  it. 
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And  when  she  asked  how,  and  understood  h  at  hrt, 
she  knelt  down,  and  made  her  children  kned  mi 
threaten  to  cuise  him  on  the  qpot  if  he  tamed  infixmer. 
She  did  so!  I  give  joa  my  honour,**  continued  Ml 
ODriscoU;  ""'  and  she  stilted  him  np  so  efiectnaDj,  dot 
he  died  dumb— dumb  as  a  red  herring !" 

''*'  That  indeed  was  Soman  heroiam,'*  ohserred  Ed- 
ward, who  at  the  moment  ccmadered  only  the  deep  d^ 
Totion  of  the  woman  to  what  she  believed  right 

"  She  was  an  obstinate  fool;  and  her  childreii  leg 
the  streets  of  Cork  for  her  to  this  day ,  for  she  lost  ber 
senses.  But  there  are  hundreds  like  her;  and  we  aUI 
never  get  rid  of  the  ringleaders,  if  we  wait  dll  infbmit- 
tions  are  lodged.  Money  has  no  more  power  <rner 
them  than  rain  over  a  river  trout," 

"  What  a  pitv,"  said  Edward,  whose  mind  was  em- 
brued  with  the  loft v  romance  of  this  devotion,  and  who, 
imder  the  influence  of  feeling,  lost  sight  of  its  great 
danger:  ^'  what  a  pity  that  we  have  never  been  able  to 
move  this  power  to  work  to  our  purposes.  Surely,  if 
we  had  taken  half  the  pains  to  enlist  their  sympathies, 
that  we  have  taken  to  strengthen  their  prejudices,  we 
should  have  created  a  happy,  where  we  have  now  a 
miserable,  people  T 

*'  Sympathies !"  repeated  Mr.  O'DriscoU,  after  giring 
a  long  whistle.  "  Well,  that  does  beat !  The  sympa- 
thies of  a  parcel  of  ignorant  savages,  whose  great  »yn»- 
pathy  was  to  murder  us  all  in  that  infernal  Pase!  I 
give  you  my  honour,  I  have  heard  forty  plans  for  civi- 
lising the  Irish,  but  I  never  heard  of  cultivating  their 
sympathies  before !" 
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**  You  must  so&r  the  angiy  feeling  to  subside  before 
you  aay  a  word  in  their  favour;  your  oil  only  increases 
the  flame ;  let  it  subside/'  whispered  the  dean  to  Ed- 
ward Spencer;  yet  it  is  doubtful  if  the  judicious  hint 
would  have  had  any  efiect,  but  that  the  evening  was 
approaching;  many  had  far  to  ride,  and  no  one  cared  to 
be  out  in  the  twilight;  the  preparations  for  the  road  were 
{uite  of  a  military  nature,  most  of  the  gentlemen  carried 
a  brace  of  pistols,  and  some  were  additionally  armed. 
When' their  servants  were  Protestants,  they  were  armed 
ilso;  and  all  were  well,  some  of  them  magnificently, 
mounted.  Horses  of  the  highest  blood,  and  of  course' 
moBt  exquisite  sjrmmetry,  managed  without  an  effort  by 
dieir  riders,  whose  every  movement  they  obeyed.  Un- 
like the  pieeting  at  Macroom,  where  the  destruction  of 
AheL  Richards*  homestead  was  a  circumstance  they 
noticed,  because  it  was  their  duty  to  do  so;  and  where, 
3eqpite  other  disturbances,  they  mourned  the  time  that 
kept  them  firom  their  amusements,  and  but  for  the  well- 
known  character  of  the  Master  of  Macroom,  would  have 
fcuzned  every  part  of  the  proceedings  into  ridicule, — ^now 
ill  were  determined,  and  united  in  their  determination, 
to  leave  nothing  tmdone  to  ^'  tranquillise" — according 
to  their  reading — ^the  country;  though  to  Edward  it 
leemed  a  resolve  to  conquer  it,  with  fire  and  sword. 

The  party  set  off  in  a  body;  they  had  lunched,  not 
lined,  and  were  perfect  masters  of  themselves.  Mr. 
[)1)zi0coll,  who,  of  late,  could  hardly  find  a  horse  in  the 
kdngdom  capable  of  sustaining  his  weight,  bestrode  a 
bnge  creature,  inclined  every  now  and  then  to  be 
Bdnky ;  an  animal  that  seemed  to  have  expanded  firom 
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dsxzL  brjkeo — sTe  as  they  bade  eack  otheradkn,  lAa 
cLeir  loat^  laj  ££SsKai  wajs;  and  beftie  a  gcndennn, 
vitofaad  K>paz«ae  his  road  foDowcd  bj  only  a  Kffnfti 
dep&ned  on  his  appointed  patb^  wbile  tanying  in  Ul 
adieo?,  he  examined  carefully  the  state  of  his  pislofa^ 
placed  xh.em  "  handy"*  in  ihe  bosom  of  his  ooaty  and 
then,  ;is  ii*  hair  &^iam£d  of  his  pxecamion,  set  off  it  a 
car»lo<s  caiiter.  waritu?  his  hand,  and  whistling,  whik 
hii  stin-^in;  followed  cl.^v  behind.  At  last  it  came  to 
E*iwar.r»  turn  to  diverge  to  the  right,  just  where,  hid 
:t  been  siandln:;:,  the  dwelling:  of  Abel  Richards  would 
have  come  in  sight. 

**  I  beg  your  pardon.  Sir,  but  was  he  in  it  at  all  to- 
day ?*  inquired  the  servant,  alter  riding  up  to  his  mtt" 
ter's  side;  *'  I  mean,  did  he  go  to  the  meeting  of  gentle- 
men that  your  honour  has  just  left  ?' 

*•  Who  ?'  inquired  Mr.  Spencer,  whose  thoogbti 
were  not  directed  towards  Mr.  Richards. 

"  Him  that  lived  over  there— once  ?" 

^^  Oh,  you  mean  Mr.  Richards;  no,  I  did  not  see 
liim." 

"  Ah,  I  thought  not,  when  I  heard  he  had  beei  col- 
logueing  these  two  days  past  with  Peter  the  Peeler; 
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ftnd  then  the  two  made  away  with  themselves,  and 
3lhex8  beside,  out'of  the  place;  there  will  be  something 
ifoot  soon,  that  well  all  hear  of,  for  certain." 

The  servant  fell  back. 

*'  Whodid  you  say  Mr.  Richards  had  been  much  seen 
irithr 

**  Peter,  Sir,  the  Peeler,  you  saw  him  yourself,  if  you 
ramember,  at  Macroom;  he  was  a  gay  fellow  once,  with 
bright  eyes,  not  ashamed  to  meet  the  daylight,  but  hc*s 
gone  altogether  to  the  bad — ^into  an  old,  slirivelled  up 
man ;  and  how  can  he  help  it,  travelling  the  country, 
irith  the  cunes  of  the  poor  weighing  him  into  his 
grave." 

**  James,"  observed  his  master,  ''  during  the  short 
fcixne  you  have  been  in  my  service,  you  have  conducted 
3rottrself  well,  and  I  think  you  may  imderstand  that 
no  country  can  be  either  peaceable  or  prosperous  while 
the  people  are  unwilling,  no  matter  what  the  crime 
may  be,  that  the  criminals  shall  be  pimished  for  it." 

**  Oh,  Sir,  no  doubt;  if  people  do  wrong,  they  ought 
to  sufier  for  it." 

^*  So  far  we  are  agreed,  James." 

^^Yes,  Sir;  Td  be  ashamed  to  differ  from  your 
lionour." 

«*  Well  then,  how  is  it  that  such  dreadful  disgrace 
attaches  to  those  who  give  up  a  delinquent  to  the  laws?" 

«  Sir?' 

"  How  is  it  that  you  are  so  outrageous  against  Peter, 
tox  instance,  simply  because  he  has  given  informa- 
tbnr 
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Edward  felt  irritated;  the  coolness  and  self-possession 
of  his  servant,  ba£9ed  him  -with  his  own  weapons; 
lie  was  about  entering  upon  the  question,  determined 
to  prove  to  James  the  danger  and  sinfidness  of  the 
horrid  Ejstem;  and  had  tightened  his  bridle  for  the 
purpose,  when  his  attention  was  arrested  by  the  imez- 
pected  appearance  of  the  treasure-seeker. 

*^  Don't  be  frightened  at  me,  Sir,"  he  said  in  his 
gentle  voice.  "  Don't — ^I'm  little  more  than  an  innocent 
2IOW,  that  the  children  say  *  God  help  you'  to,  as 
they  pass.  I  know  by  their  pitiful  eyes,  how  it  is 
with  me.  I  have  been  all  day  long  waiting  for  you 
at  Spencer  Court,  with  this  scrap;  and  Mrs.  Myler 
ifl  80  cross.  Wouldn't  give  me  the  key  of  my  own 
flchool,  Sir,  because  she  said  your  honour  had  not 
ordered  it.  So  I  sat  at  the  door,  and  looked  in  at  the 
window,  imtil  I  could  see  at  their  lessons  all  those  the 
fiuDQine  and  the  fever  took.  All  of  them  I  my  little  darl- 
ings— and  my  Grecians;  and  my  Demosthenes — Joe 
Mulchahy,  that  I  called  my  Demosthenes,  was  standing, 
as  lie  used,  thelittlerogue,  in  my  place,  and  I  waited  for 
his  voice;  but  when  he  opened  his  mouth,  there  crept 
out— ough  I  they  were  all  spectral  ghosts  and  goblins 
*giay,  knocking  with  thdr  fleshless  feet  upon  the  floor, 
while  their  bones  rattled,  and  the  books  faded  into  a 
ihin  smoke,  and  my  pretty  blackbird — my  dead  bird 
— quivered  his  yellow  bill,  and  sang.  Oh  my  I  oh 
my  I — but  the  world  is  changed — ^when  there  was  no 
one  for  the  love  of  poor  Mat,  to  take  care  of  his  old 
blackbird  I" 

Seeing  that  Mr.  Spencer  took  no  notice  of  the  trea* 


3ure-«ei^ifft  bat  was  intent  upon  the  psper  be  had  gnca 
hjbn — while  he  endeavooied  to  dedpber  (by  the  moon- 
EapLcUs  contents^  James  slipped  in,  in  tnie  Iiuh  fiol^ 
suAirr  in^mnes*  and  a  hint  as  to  who  the  letter  mi 
izom.    Bus  ample  as  Matthew  was  in  all  other  matten, 
ke  wms  too  fiLthful-hearted  to  betraj  trust;  in fiictUi 
ui:«:uiecc  WU5  o^  periectly  alire,  when  he  saw  an  attempt 
atLiio  to  wTCss  a  secret  from  him,  as  ever;  and  he  pankd 
:Ivo  s^uosdoaso  as  to  leave  James  quite  in  the  daik,  liho 
(lien  bccui  rAllrtn-j  ^  J^iq  about  ancient  places— -hiddeft 
cc:::$u::v\  and  mY:«terious  dreams — ^while  Mr.  Spenoffi 
bsiTi::|X  plikced  cbe  letter  in  his  bosom,  sufiered  the 
hone  &T  acme  time  to  walk  on  at  his  own  pace,  vnbt 
ntoTcd  b  J  a  <udden  impube,  he  put  spurs  to  it    Bat 
K^iLrvV^  James  tollowed,  Matthew  implored  him  to  tib 
him  U7«  tor  bio  mu^r  not  lose  si^ht  of  tlie  master;  and, 
acvvrviisurlr,  he  mounte^l  pillion  fashion,  firmly  gisflpmg 
Ji:uk:$5  I«::ith«?r  belt;  and  Mr.  Spencer  never  was  amn 
v^^'  thi:5  un:Krvant-iike  proceeding,  for  before  their  tf« 
r.vuL  ho  h^jkl  thrown  himself  &om  his  panting  hone, 
and.  cnt^'ring  the  drawing-room  at  Spencer  Court,  nng 
lv»udly  tor  hi*  lamp. 
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CHAPTER   XII. 

IN  CONCEALMENT. 

It  was  a  lovely  autumnal  eyening;  soft  balmy  breezes 
weie  wafted  over  the  ocean,  which  reflected  in  its  ttans* 
paxent  bosom  every  vapour  that  floated  between  earth  and 
heaven;  the  water  was  very,  very  calm;  and  it  rolled  so 
noisdewly  upon  the  sands  of  a  small  bay,  near  the  vil« 
luge  of  Skull,  called  Shell  Bay,  as  not  to  ripple  even  on 
the  beach,  welling  aroomd  and  over  the  weedy  rocks, 
that  seemed  to  sink  imder  its  pressure ;  close  to  the 
ahoie,  the  bright  blue  tone  deepened  into  ultramarine, 
while  the  rocks  thatwere  covered  with  the  light  brown 
sea-weed,  shone  like  gold  beneath  the  transparent  sur&ce. 
The  murmur  occasioned  by  the  swell  of  the  ocean  as  it 
gained  upon  the  beach,  partook  more  of  the  character 
of  a  low,  sighing,  whispering  music — soft  and  monoto- 
nous in  its  half  audible  chaunt — ^than  the  usual  ^' voice" 
of  living  waters;  there  was  a  very  silence  in  the  sound; 
oecanonally,  a  faint  rush  might  be  distinguished,  as 
some  more  boisterous  wave  swelled  on  before  its  com- 
panions, and  drew  back,  into  the  deep,  fold  after  fold 
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c£  ^SLjrcr  sai:  iaeD«  cBissietani,  giving tnbules to 
tb=  ^izki — cagTiifry  o£  cool,  IhIs  of  sea^wieck,  tkoil 
fe&  z£»zii  ui^u  zsizsx  giidk  a  memiiidea'a  wsisti  oc 
X  sua^iaL;  <ur  5^  vonbj  to  qMilde  on  her  brow;  oc 
is  si^:  be  nr^Lbig  but  a  few  broken  sheDs,  or  in 
istcoistjcul  lixiLe  czab,  ast  bj  the  Vhehning  wits 
from  ftzzdd  ihe  tufided  and  alreiy  aea-flowen  of  the 


The  biTis  Teij  unow.  deLviDgin  between  twopro- 
jecdng  reeis,  thai  jut  oat  nbmpdy  from  the  main  land, 
risus  like  foiti&atiQns  on  either  ade — ^near  the  hu^ 
dark,  haze,  and  perpendicular ;  then  plotted  in  the  Yanoos 
fisEores  with  that  90&  gieen  dowBj  grass,  amid  which  tur 
pnksand  the  slender  Loaidon pride,  are  known tov)^ 
tate;  higher  up,  arose  a  sort  of  oone  of  angular  rodcs, 
where  scores  of  sca-fowI  built,  and  reared  their  young 
in  safety ;  this  appearance  was  to  the  right  of  Shell 
Bay,  while  to  the  left,  the  rocks  were  less  marked  in 
their  character,  and  shelved  back  to  the  land,  leaving) 
however,  a  deep  and  dangerous  fissure;  while  that  pQ^ 
tion  of  the  promontory  when  viewed  firom  the  country, 
stood  alone,  like  a  rocky  sentinel,  bearing  an  imaginuy 
likeness  to  a  headless  ^ant  It  was  imposdble  for  pe^ 
sons  on  the  beach  to  get  into  this  lovely  bay  at  high 
water,  for  the  rocks  projected  so  far,  that  when  the  tide 
was  nearly  in,  the  sea  washed  over  it;  to  descend  or  as- 
cend the  clifi^  would  have  been  a  service  of  danger  to  the 
most  experienced  cragsman,  and  in  times  of  storm,  the 
sea-wreck  accumulated  into  heaps,  increased  the  nato* 
ral  difficulties  that  debarred  entrance.  It  is  impossible 
to  conceive  any  strand  of  finer  texture  or  greater  beautfi 
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but  as  it  shelved  upwards  it  grew  rough  and  uneven, 
— the  stones,  enlarging  as  it  were,  into  fragments  of 
lock  as  they  became  piled  one  upon  another — ^it  would 
baTe  perplexed  the  most  practised  eye  to  discover  an 
indentation  sufficient  to  shelter  a  living  creature:  even 
on  that  particular  evening,  when  the  sun,  sinking  in  the 
broad  Atlantic,  threw  the  glory  of  his  brightness  in 
floods  of  radiant  and  varied  light  into  the  bay,  illumi- 
nating every  fragment,  and  penetrating  each  fissure, 
until  the  very  sea-birds  winked,  and  floated  away  on 
their  pointed  and  glancing  wings. 

Close,  however,  to  the  shore,  was  an  aperture,  into 
which  a  man  could  creep— and  even  this  was  screened 
from  observation,  by  a  rock  springing  up  in  front, 
within  a  couple  of  feet  of  the  opening.  The  interior  of 
this  cave  was  tapestried  with  sea-damp — for  the  tide 
rolled  into  it  at  high  water,  and  roared  and  racketted 
impatient  of  its  narrow  bounds ;  it  might  have  been 
lesorted  to  in  old  times,  when  what  is  now  the  ruinous 
Tillage  of  Skull,  was  a  prosperous  town,  by  those  who 
pursued  the  smuggler's  trade;  then,  most  likely,  the 
entrance  was  more  capacious,  for  the  sea  always  leaves 
stony  tokens  of  its  visits,  which,  in  time,  forbid  its 
own  entrance  into  places  where  once  it  revelled. 

Those  who  visited  it,  at  the  period  of  our  story,  were 
obliged  to  creep  through  a  long,  narrow  passage,  per- 
fectly  dark  in  its  windings;  and  as  the  green  sea-weed 
covered  the  huge  stones,  it  became  dangerous  to  pe- 
netrate, for  deep  pools  of  water  remained  in  the  hoi? 
lows  after  the  retreat  of  the  tide.  This  mysterious  en- 
trance terminated  in  a  sort  of  platform,  the  only  further 
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lad  become  impeded  by  infalls  of  clay  and  rubbifih  of 
7ala0ii8]dnd& ' 

•*  Shell  caves^"  as  they  were  called  by  those  who 
siher  knew  of  their  existence,  or  had  heard  them  men- 
aoned  as  refuges  of  those  who  sought  shelter  there 
ifier  the  troubles  of  former  times,  were  regarded  with 
tnoie  than  the  usual  terror  which  the  peasantry  feel 
bovrarda  underground  retreats,  from  the  rumour  that 
ifter  the  upper  entrance  had  been  closed  for  such  a 
Bomber  of  years,  some  boys  had  discovered  it,  and  upon 
imving  at  the  smaller  room,  foimd  it  contained  a  skele* 
fiagments  of  dress  denoted  that  the  wearer 
a  female,  and  was  of  no  common  order;  for  there 
were  amid  the  mouldering  rubbish,  shreds  of  alk,  and 
shoes  were  embroidered  and  high-heeled,  and  a  ring 
mtm  found  upon  the  fleshless  bones,  glittering  in  bitter 
mockery  of  the  mortality  it  survived. 

They  said,  that  in  old  times  a  sea  king  was  in  the  habit 
of  viating  this  particular  portion  of  the  coast,  and  it  ¥ra8 
believed  that  love  for  the  daughter  of  one  of  the  inland 
ehie& had  tamed  his  fierce  nature  intoagentleness,  which 
sea  kings  were  generally  considered  incapable  of  feeling ; 
and  yet  the  voice  of  the  sea  king,  whenhe  wooed  her  in 
his  gentlest  mood,  was  as  the  voice  of  storms;  and  he 
carried  a  cannon  and  a  spear,  many  feet  in  length,  in  his 
girdle,  instead  of  dirk  and  pistol,  and  his  sigh  set  all 
the  banners  in  her  father's  hall  waving;  and  he  told 
her  that  she  was  not  worthy  to  be  his  love,  because  she 
did  not  value  him  as  he  deserved,  but  that,  nevertheless, 
he  had  resolved  to  bestow  liimself  upon  her,  and  that  he 
would  endeavour  to  make  her  what  he  desired.    Ho 


a06  THEWHTTEBOT;  { 


^^trvno  to  convince  her  how  |noiid  and 

ou);l\t  to  iVol  at  the  notice  he  bestowed  upon,  hs;  k 

t«.4d  hor  of  the  battles  he  had  won;  of  Aem^ibBSci 

lucn  ho  }iad  killed  with  hia  own  hand;  of  die  taama 

ho  iutlicti\l  upon  tlioec  who  thwarted  his  desies;  of  Ae 

huudtwU  ho  hold  in  captivity'^in  caves 

iu^  vwau ;  of  the  mere  shadow  of  his  Ua^  flag, 

tho  tucivxn^  of  the  earth  to  tremble;  of  the  "^*«*—  lai 

9tc\'u^ch  of  his  ships;  of  his  sea-beds  of  peazi  and  £inli 

of  cv^xul:  of  his  love  for  her  having  akeady  cansed  Ina 

10  WIuW  two  wives  ;  in  short,  the  wooing  of  the  as 

kiiu;  \v^  voxy  iliflcrcnt  from  all  other  wooings  diat  enr 

won'  hcuxvl  of  iii  the  green  and  learned  island — a  woobg 

Ivcccr  suiikxl  for  an  ogress,  than  the  gentle,  timid  hdj, 

KathUvu  0*Moa\  of  the  Primrose  Valley. 

riio  !i^^a  kiii&x's  rvtinue  and  retainers  were  as  sisgnlir 
us  liliu:!i'lf ;  ho  lH?strode  a  great  mountain  of  a  hoise, 
with  a  :<*ulv  call;  the  animal  snorted  its  disdain  <^  all 
oclior  hors^n^  in  tlakos  of  fire,  which  blazed  firom  liis 
nvv^ti'lU  and  thou  gsdiopcd  away  to  the  lake  in  front  of 
(lio  oosilo,  sivrtini::  and  neighing,  and  at  last  diving  be- 
neath its  wutoK^:  ivmaining  there  until  a  huge  shell, 
which  !;\Tvi\l  tho  king  as  a  bugle,  summoned  him  to  his 
duty — when  ho  sluH>k  tonents  from  his  mane,  as  though 
thoy  won.*  drv^jv*  of  water. 

Now  tho  old  chief  loA-od  pleasure  and  wealth,  and 
oxoivdins^ly  dolightoil  in  the  fine  presents  bestowed  by 
tho  2k';i  king  ujxni  his  daughter.  There  was  no  end  to  the 
musio,  tho  singiug,  and  the  feasting  in  the  castle  when 
ho  oamo ;  tho  tablos  groaned  beneath  haunches  of  red- 
door  voni^)n  and  boars*  heads;  claret  was  more  abundant 


A  8T0BY  OF  IBELAXD.  209 

lian  water,  and  as  for  whiskey !  the  moat  was  dramed 
obe  filled  again  by  mountain  dew.  The  neighbouring 
iliiefe  dedaied  it  was  impossible  the  chief  of  the  Prim- 
xme  Valley  could  stand  it  much  longer,  yet  he  seemed 
x>  grow  rich  and  thrive  on  his  extravagance;  but  then 
lie  ndghbooring  chiefs  were  not  let  into  the  secret; 
hey  saw  nothing  of  the  strings  of  pearls  larger  than 
ToAej  eggB^  or  the  trees  of  coral,  or  the  horse-loads  of 
liamonds,  that  were  brought  by  the  sea  king  as  presents 
bo  his  love.  But  however  these  gifts  might  afifect  her 
Brther,  it  was  certain  the  yoimg  lady  felt  no  tenderness 
ht  the  Yikinger,  or  whatever  he  was  called.  Woman's 
bve  is  not  always  to  be  bought  by  pearls  or  corals,  or 
even  real  diamonds.  There  are  in  every  age  a  sufficient 
Dumber  of  high-minded  and  disinterested  maidens — 
Ikir,  and  lovely — ^who  keep  the  jewel  of  their  rich 
ifiection  for  the  chosen  of  their  hearts,  rather  than 
the  selected  of  their  interests;  there  are,  be  it  known,  a 
Bufficient  number  of  such,  to  rescue  the  sex  from  the 
cihaige  so  often  brought  against  them  by  their  '^  lords 
and  masters,"  of  being  much  given  to  gauds  and  finery, 
and  prone  to  bestow  their  hands  to  hands  of  gold 
ladier  than  hearts  of  love — their  heraldry  reading, 
^*  hands  and  lands,  not  hands  and  hearts."  But  Kath- 
leen O'More  was  none  of  these;  she  loved  the  son 
of  a  neighbouring  chief,  and  whenever  her  father 
commanded  her  to  receive  her  kingly  wooer,  she  hung 
her  head  and  wept — wept  silently;  and  then  met  her 
true  lover  in  the  Primrose  Glen,  as  she  always  said 
"  for  the  last  time;"  but  these  "  last"  meetings  gene- 
rally concluded  in  those  days  as  they  do  in  our  own, 
VOL.  II.  P 
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I'-c  J  ~_i^  Llt^;  iii  ".ui  bsr  L:-v  iLe  exxravairancc  of 
!ll?  I---I-.7,  j-jl  Tr.T .-,£:•-  ;ie  jeai>U5y  of  his  neigb- 
lOLZ^f.  -Fi:  .-^.cil'l  :/rr:T£  inr  ihing  rather  than  the 
r-r.s:t:~rr  Lz.  -=^'ii^!i  iif  rt;  :::»£:  and  how  they  had 
CLi.r-.-l  iz:;:  i  :^M:iTir:s:T  ::•  dei>riTc  him  of  his  castle 
Azii  Imli  iiil  i:   c"-;  rcris  hisd.  and  cast  forth  his 

::'  "ir":i:.ji  lii-rj  irj^uli  be  able  to  accomplifili 
iz^  1:1  n:-i  iusiiin  tim  by  his  protection, 
ttI::"-  ::  :;::r^  re  vcull  roi  co.  if  Kathleen  peisistfid 


lZ.Jl£SiZ 


^tSClMb 
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—v. 


Tl.e  j-xr  injkid-rn  Ixkei  on  tnc  white  hairs  of  her 
liiher  £^d  into  ir.e  ic-artul  eyes  of  her  mother,  and 
resolved  10  iivo  c  u:  the  few  months  of  sufienng  that 
would  be  pven  unio  her  for  their  sakes,  and  in  their 
sendee. 

The  sea  king  come  in  his  splendour,  the  sound  of 
zeveby  and  rejoicing  was  echoed  from  mountain  to 
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Dountainy  and  Kathleen's  mother  comforted  herself 
irith  the  belief  that  because  her  daughter  had  achieved 
k  rich  husband  she  must  be  a  happy  wife. 

She  had  met  her  young  lover — truly  for  the  last 
sme,  fi>r  the  purest  diamond  in  her  heavy  crown  was 
loC  more  pure  than  her  honour. 

Now  there  are  caverns  in  the  hearts  of  all  men, 
irherdn  are  concealed  either  the  most  precious  afiec- 
lOEns  which  nourished  in  secret  into  their  full  strength, 
xxming  fcnrth  in  right  time  and  in  ripe  season,  to  comfort 
md  hallow  all  aroilnd  them;  or  in  which  arc  certain  bit- 
jemesses,  evil  intentions,  foul  thoughts,  and  deep  laid 
lehemefl  for  revenge  and  destruction:  it  is  wonderfid 
hM>w  so  much  wickedness  can  be  distributed  from  so 
gnall  a  machine:  and  though  the  heart  of  the  sea 
king  may  have  been  larger  than  the  hearts  of  other 
men,  still  the  amount  of  evil  he  compassed,  and  the 
iestruction  he  accomplished  in  the  mere  wantonness 
af  power,  is  spoken  of  to  this  day — so  as  to  render  it 
obubtful  whether  he  was  not  in  reality  the  spirit  of 
evil  permitted  to  assume  the  bearing  and  semblance  of 
I  strong  man,  and  visit  the  island  as  a  scourge  and 
I  pestilence ! 

The  morning  after  his  bridal  he  summoned  his 
iorse  from  its  retreat,  and  mounting  his  trembling 
nide  thereon,  said  he  would  show  her  some  pastime 
rom  the  summit  of  Mount  GabrieL  He  threw  his 
;ieat  arm  as  a  girdle  aroimd  her  as  she  sat  before  him, 
nd  the  scaly  steed  ascended  the  mountain  as  though  he 
iftd  been  an  eagle  ratlier  than  a  horse;  when  at  the  top 
he  aea  long  told  her  to  look  down  on  the  Primrose 
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those  of  the  chieftains'  people,  who  had  fought  and  con- 
quered with  them,  had  been  driven  by  them  away  from 
the  valley  which  they  hoped  to  call  their  own;  and  the 
barbarians  consulted  together  and  settled  how  they  were 
to  set  chief  against  chief,  and  clan  against  clan,  imtil  the 
whole  island  became  theirs !  And  this  they  knew  they 
could  not  accomplish  imless  they  worked  upon  the  jea- 
lous and  fractious  spirit  of  the  proud  and  kindly  but  im- 
petuous islanders.  And  the  sea  king  shouted,  «  It  shaU 
be;"  and  Kathleen  exclaimed,  '*  Oh,  my  poor  coun- 
tiyr 

And  the  sea  king  shook  her  from  his  horse,  and  said, 
**  Your  heart  is  earthly ;  I  have  shown  you  great  sport, 
and  noble  pastime — ^yet  you  shiver  and  turn  pale — ^you 
are  no  wife  for  me;"  and  descending,  he  traced  with  his 
finger  the  opening  leading  from  the  high  cliff  into  the 
Shell  cave;  and  into  it  Kathleen  was  carried  by  his  com- 
aiand^  and  left  alone  to  pine  out  her  existence.  So 
tuns  the  legend  of  Shell  Bay  and  Its  caves. 

The  caves  were  now  occupied  by  Lawrence  and  the 
Briend,  who  had  been  so  earnest  to  organise  a  revolution 
throughout  the  west.  He  was,  in  a  word,  a  good 
ioldier,  but  a  bad  conspirator,  and  had  ruined  himself 
ind  others.  The  two  young  men  had  evidently  endured 
jQtense  anxiety  and  privation.  Since  the  failure  of 
Eheir  last  efibrt,  they  had  crept  stealthily  through  the 
x>untry,  knowing  a  price  was  set  upon  their  lives,  and 
ihat,  so  closely  were  they  himted,  the  only  chance  now 
eft  of  preserving  their  existence  was  to  quit  Ireland 
18  speedily  as  possible.     They  had  wandered  for  several 
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niglits  on  the  bleak  mountain  that  towcn  aboie  Ae 
shore,  depending  for  subaistenoe  npon  the  cold  potatoes 
and  ^^  noggms  of  milk"  which  the  peaaantij  nsked 
their  lives  to  convey  to  them,  at  the  Teiy  time  when  a 
reward  was  pfifered  for  their  appiehenaian,  that  wonU 
have  more  than  realised  the  dreams  of  wealth  whidiin 
cruel  mockery  sometimes  visit  the  piUowless  heads  of 
misery.  But  with  them  they  were  safe;  the  mo4 
ragged  child  would  have  died,  sooner  than  betray  them; 
and  they  arrived  at  their  present  retreat  throu^  the 
skilful  management  of  Biddy  Doyle,  who  disguised 
Lawrence  as  a  hawker  of  herrings,  and  Louis  as  a 
beggar  woman  afflicted  with  the  small-poz,  and  thus 
passed  tlicm  through  a  fair  in  the  neighboudiood,  wbcn 
the  few  tents  that  were  pitched  were  examined  hj 
soldiers  during  both  the  day  and  the  night  Qd^ 
secreted  in  the  Shell  caves,  their  worn-out  hopes  xc* 
vived,  and  the  love  of  life  returned,  with  the  pros- 
pect of  its  being  spared — ^bitter  though  its  continuance 
must  be — at  least,  for  S  time. 

They  had  concealed  themselves  in  the  caves  for  nwic 
than  a  week,  visited  at  intervals  by  Murtogh,  wlw 
brought  them  food  and  such  information  as  he  could 
obtain  as  to  the  d^ree  of  vigilance  exercised  towards 
their  discovery;  and  every  now  and  then  a  fearW 
account  of  some  act  of  retributive  justice,  which  they 
considered  improvoked.  Their  necessary  confine 
ment  would  have  been  more  tolerable  if  any  ideals* 
even  imagined  s}rmpathy  had  continued  to  bind  the 
young  men  to  each  other;  neither  would  then  hate 
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duimk  horn  adv^rsitj  or  want»  or  miseiy,  or  distress  of 
MDj  kind;  but  mistrust  liad  mildewed  regard,  and  they 
liad  leamt  how  little  was  reallj  common  to  them  both. 

Murtogh  was  stretched  upon  a  couple  of  sacks  in  the 
laiger  '*  apartment/'  his  chin  resting  on  his  hands,  his 
huge  head  elevated,  and  his  heavy  eyes  jGbiccd  upon  the 
aky;  and  thus  he  had  remained  for  hours.  Within, 
Louis  was  leaning  against  the  rocky  embrasure  of  the 
window,  gazing  down  upon  the  sea,  while  Lawrence, 
ever  restless,  paced  backwards  and  forwards,  sometimes 
psQong  to  give  vent  to  his  impatience. 

**  Three  days  have  come  and  gone,  Louis,  and  yet 
die  boat  which  Lady  Mary  promised,  comes  not.  I 
have  often  heard  that  running  water  and  lady's  words 
are  about  as  much  to  be  trusted." 

"  Lady  Mary  O'Brien's  word  was  never  doubted," 
was  the  reply:  ^^  and  dreadful  as  this  state  of  ex- 
le^beance  is,  it  cannot,  I  know,  be  avoided.  It  is  not 
only  the  boat,  but  the  vessel,  that  must  wait  upon  us. 
And  delay  upon  delay  may  aris#,  which  here  we  cannot 
understand,  and  which  must  be  still  unavoidable." 

^'Ah!  you  gentry  know  how  to  plead  for  each 
other,"  sneered  Lawrence. 

*'  My  aster  needs  no  pleader,"  replied  Louis,  "though 
Gh)d  knows  I,  of  all  brothers  who  ever  lived,  ought,  if 
it  were  needed,  to  plead  for  her,  who  has  pleaded  for 
Die,  at  all  times,  and  in  tliis  last  instance,  almost  to 
the  penl  of  her  life,  and  now  has  embarrassed  herself 
almost  past  redemption,  to  save  me." 

**  To  save  us,  you  would  say,"  observed  Lawrence, 
in  his  usually  untamed  tone.    "  To  save  t»." 
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*'  I  meant  what  I  said,"  replied  Louis.  "  Her  noUe 
mind  embraces  my  friends  in  her  rememfaranoes  of  mCi 
and  you  know  that  in  the  very  letter  which  Mr.  Spenca 
brought  mc  that  night  at  Grougane  Barra,  she  oSbed 
the  same  means  of  withdrawal  to  my  friend,  that  she 
did  to  myself.  Lawrence — ^for  two  such  unworthy  nsr 
cals  to  have  two  such  sisters,  is  a  strange  appordoming 
of  woman's  love,  is  it  not?' 

^^  Your  sister  did  not  interpret  so  favourably  of 
mine,"  replied  Lawrence. 

**  She  did  not  know  her,"  said  Louis;  "she  ooij 
saw  in  her  the  spirit  that  drew  me  on  to  a  course  of 
wliich  she  disapproved,  and  who  then,"  he  added, 
while  he  covered  his  face  with  his  hands,  "  then  fo^ 
sook  what  she  dcs?troyed." 

Lawrence  turned  abruptly  away ;  he  was  moved  by 
some  strong  emotion,  and  in  a  trembling  voice,  ex- 
claimed, "  Louis !"  His  companion  looked  up.  Again 
La^v^encc  turned  away  as  suddenly  as  before. 

'*  You  spoke?*  obsofved  his  companion. 

''  Oh !  notliing — a  tliouglit  only — nothing  more.  I 
imagined  you  must  liavc  known  Mr.  Spencer." 

*'  No — I  never  saw  him  until  that  niirht.  I  tws 
abroad  with  my  regiment  when  first  he  knew  my 
sister.  And  after  her  marriage,  my  sudden  disappea^ 
ancc  led  to  so  many  surmises,  that,  even  il'  I  live  in  the 
aflections  of  her  and  my  father,  I  am  not  mentioned  to 
them  by  our  acquaintances:  I  take  it  for  granted, 
however,  that  he  knew  who  I  was." 

Tlic  meaning  of  these  words  did  not  reach  the  ear  of 
Lawrcnce,  who  seemed  perfectly  unconscious  that  his 
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ooxnpanion  spoke,  and  continued  moving  restlessly 
sbouty  now  watching  the  wide-spread  waters,  now  ex- 
amining the  priming  of  his  rifle. 

"  We  have  never  had  fair  play  abroad  or  at  home," 
said  Lawrence,  abruptly  changing  the  conversation,  as 
Louis  observed  he  always  did,  from  a  domestic  to  a 
general  nature:  ''  never !  I  know  you  will  repeat  the 
same  reason  over  and  over  again,  that  we  are  not  pub- 
licly respected;  that  what  you  and  others  call  our  *  as- 
sassinations,' operate  against  us— is  it  not  so?' 

"You  know  it  is,  Lawrence.  But  these  opinions 
have  so  frequently  caused  uncomfortable  feelings  be- 
tween us,  that  they  are  better  avoided." 

"  Then  what  are  we  to  talk  about?'  inquired  Law- 
rence, pettishly.  "  There  are  so  many  forbidden  sub- 
jects, that  I  hourly  feel  more  bitterly  my  depcndance 
upon  you  for  the  means  of  escape  from  my  own  land — 
my  own  land,  beloved  as  it  is !  which,  but  for  your 
charity  (I  may  call  it  so,  hard  though  the  word  is)  would 
be  either  my  prison  or  my  grave. 

"  This  is  unworthy  of  you,  and  of  our  cause,"  an- 
swered Louis,  who  fluctuated  as  much  as  Lawrence, 
Uid  whose  dreams  of  well-arranged  revolt  frequently 
returned  in  the  absence  of  the  disorderly  multitude 
who  were  now  dispersed  and  starving  amid  the  moun- 
tain fastnesses  of  the  country:  "  this  is  quite  unwor- 
thy of  you.  After  a  time  we  shall  meet  on  the  same 
ground,  and  with  a  better  organised  party.  For  my- 
self I  care  not;  but  I  do  care  for  those  who  have  &iled 
with  us — who  trusted  so  implicitly  to  our  guidance — 
who  believed  what  we  believed  all  too  hastily,  of  foreign 
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bdp  and  foreign  funds; — wlio  saw  with  our  cjo, 
heard  with  our  ears,  and  have  suflfered  fixr  OUB  amlh 
tion  or  OUB  hcodlessnesB  I  We  have  added  to  thb 
miseries;  we  have  augmented  their  evils;  we  hm 
rendered  wives  widows,  and  children  fatheriesL  Onr 
finest  fellows  are  gone:  that  poor  Doyle — ao  attsdied 
to  my  family !  I  cannot  tell  you  what  I  waSa,  Lcv- 
rencc — death  would  be  aperfect  heaven  to  my  toftoRL 
Fool  that  I  was!  consoling  myself  with  the  idei 
that  because  I  periled  myself  I  had  a  right  to  pail 
others.  I  have  brought  death  to  their  homestetds, 
and  loneliness  to  their  hearts;  fiightfuUy  incieaaiig 
their  miseries  —  miseries  from  which  they  have  bo 
refuge  I" 

"  As  good  refuge  as  I  have,"  replied  Lawrence. 

"  If  you  so  argue,"  observed  Louis,  "  you  may  »y, 
as  good  refuge  as  we  liave." 

"  No,  you  have  rich  friends." 

"  No,  poor  in  all  but  feeling.  We  are  only  rich  or 
poor  by  comparison.     Of  the  two,  you  are  richest" 

Lawrence  laughed,  bitterly,  scornfully ;  and  then 
"  rusliing"  at  another  subject,  wliicli  had  no  apparent 
connexion  with  tliat  they  liad  previously  convened 
about,  he  said, 

*'  If  I  knew  what  had  really  become  of  those  papers, 
I  sliould  be  satisfied." 

"  I  have  no  concern  about  them,"  replied  Lodi 
"  Your  sister's  word  is  guarantee  for  any  thing.  WouU 
to  God  I  could  be  as  satisfied  of  her  safe^,  as  of 
tlieirs." 

'^  When  I  am  gone  she  will  be  safe  enough,"  slid 
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Lawrence,  careleady.  *^  If  she  Had  cared  much  for  me 
die  might  have  obtained  some  means — not  left  me  pen- 
miem;  Mr.  Spencer  would  not  have  zefiised  her,  if—" 

^^HeaTen  and  earth  T  int^rupted  Louis,  flushing 
over  brow  and  cheek.  '^ Heaven  and  earth!  would 
joa  have  suhjected  her  to  ask  a  iavour,  and  from  those 
whom  joa  despise?    Tou  could  not  mean  it." 

There  was  a  long  silence,  and  at  last  Lawrence  spoke. 

"  Louis,  Louis !"  he  said,  in  a  sorrowful  tone,  '*  God 
£iiigive  me,  I  doubt  at  times  but  that  I,  the  Macarthy, 
mi^it  become  something  like  the  creatures  I  could 
have  spumed;  at  times  I  am  so  unlike,  at  others  so  like, 
mj  former  self;  there  is  a  clinging  of  my  heart  to  the 
old  island,  mingled  with  other  thoughts,  especially  at 
night — ^in  half  dreams — a  sort  of  feeling  that  weighs 
heavily  upon  my  soul  and  shakes  my  resolve,  my  faith 
in  all  things;  there  are  moments  when  I  doubt  the 
thing  I  look  upon,  the  very  faith  I  would  at  any  time 
die  to  preserve;  I  sometimes  think  I  have  the  spirit  of 
two  persons,  centered  here;  I  feel  not  only  at  war  with 
the  world,  but  with  myself,  for  being  like  what  my 
better  nature  loaths,  and  would  pray,  if  I  could,  to  be 
like  what  as  a  boy  I  was — an  unstained  patriot,  full 
of  the  hope  I  had  resolved  to  make  reality — un- 
fixed, unstable  now,  like  a  new  vessel,  wrecked  in  its 
strength — a  strength  it  had  not  the  knowledge  to  apply. 
What  a  curse  it  is  to  be  great  in  resolve,  yet  impotent 
of  power;  to  have  the  aspirations  of  a  god  clogged  by 
the  hesitations  of  an  idiot;  to  dare  all  things,  to  do 
nothing;  to  pant  for  emancipation,  to  die  a  slave;  to 
long  for  immortaUty,  for  even  a  brave  opportunity  to 
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pour  out  the  life  blood  that  couraes  through  the  bent, 
in  a  bold,  manly,  open  war,  yet  to  be  doomed  to  Boeik 
through  contention  with  a  concealed  dagger  and  a  pio* 
scribed  rifle.  I  often  think,  if  I  had  attended  more 
to  the  schoolmaster — should  I  be  able  to  undentaod 
these  things  better  than  that  poor  fellow  there,  who  tt 
attached  to  mc  and  my  sad  fortunes  by  an  animal  in- 
stinct rather  than  by  any  other  cause.  What  if,  after 
all,  Louis,  we  have  been  but  dreamers  of  dreams." 

Lawrence,  soothed  for  the  moment  by  his  own 
words,  walked  to  the  entrance  of  the  outer  room,  hat 
Murtogh  was  gone. 

"  He  went  up,"  said  Louis.  "  I  saw  him  steal  off  as 
he  always  does,  with  the  stealthy  step  of  a  cat.** 

"  Say  rather  with  the  step  of  a  slave,"  observed  Law- 
rence, in  a  changed  tone.  "  Before  Heaven,  Sir,  there  3 
not  a  man,  woman,  or  child  will  be  able  to  stand  erect 
in  the  presence  of  a  fellow-creature;  that's  what  the 
law-makers  have  done  for  us— spoiled  our  carriage- 
Well,  even  a  slave's  grave  will  cover  a  hmnp  as  well 
as  a  straight  back;  only  if  we  are  to  take  sernce 
abroad,  we  must  seem  like  men,  at  all  events,"  and  he 
drew  liimself  up  to  his  full  height. 

As  he  stood  thus,  Louis,  more  watchful  than  Law- 
rence, quitted  the  window  and  went  close  to  the  pas- 
sage that  led  upwards,  and  listened. 

"  What  do  you  hear?"  inquired  Macarthy,  *'  voices 
and  steps  in  the  passage?"  Li  a  moment  Lawrence 
drew  the  pistols  from  his  belt  and  cocked  them. 

**  Hush !"  said  Louis,  softly,  "  it  is  some  one  not 
used  to  the  descent;  the  feet  stumble  so  frequently—tto, 
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tliat  is  Murtogh's  growl;  no  two  human  beings  can  be 
gifted  with  the  same  peculiarity  of  tone;  but  there 
certainly  is  another — ^hush — it  is  Ellen  I"* 

"  Ellen! — ^my  sister!"  exclaimed  Lawrence. 

^  Thank  God  we  shall  meet,  and  all  will  be  ex- 
plained," said  Louis.  "  Come  life  or  death,  I  care  but 
little,  so  we  meet  once  more." 

'^  Louis,  Louis  I"  and  while  Lawrence  addressed  his 
firiend,  he  trembled  from  head  to  foot  with  agitation: 
"  Louis,  let  me  entreat,  let  me  conjure  you  to  say  no- 
thing of  the  past — ^to— to — ^*'  but  before  he  could  hurry 
forth  his  words,  Ellen  was  clinging  roimd  his  neck, 
weeping  heart-tears  upon  his  bosom. 
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CHAPTER  XnL 


THE   EXPLANATIOK. 


"  At  last,  Lawrence,"  she  said,  "  at  last  I  haTcfooni 
you  ;  oh,  how  I  have  suffered  for  these  moments,  brief 
as  I  hope — as  I  must  hope  for  your  sake — ^they  may  1* ; 
how  I  have  longed  and  prayed  to  see  you  once— <Muy 
once  more  ;  to  entreat  your  pardon,  for  what  truly  1 
could  not  help,  and  to  see  and  hear  that  you  still  loved 
your  sister.  You  do  not  look  coldly  on  me,  do  not  feel 
unkindly  towards  me — say  so,  dear,  dear  Lawrence!— 
and  yet  you  seem  strangely  constrained." 

**You  have  not  observed  my  friend,"  he  replicQi 
without  heeding  her  appeal.  Ellen  ad\'anced  to  meet 
Louis  without  reserve  or  embarrassment  ;  the  young 
man  trembled  violently. 

"  You  are  ill,  I  did  not  hear  you  were  ill,"  she  «di 
in  her  earnest,  tender  voice;  **oh,  it  is  this  watching 
and  waiting  in  these  dull  caves,  with  the  tolling  of  the 
waves  below — ^the  anxiety — and  the  cruel  suspense! 
But  you  will  soon  both  be  on  the  free  sea,  and  in  a  safe 
land." 
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"  And  why  not  you  go  with  us,  Ellen  ? — ^why  not  ?' 
questioned  her  brother,  rapidly,  as  if  anxious  to  quench 
tbou^ts  by  words. 

'^  If  it  were  possible  that  such  should  be  the  case, 
that  your  mind  was  changed — ^I  mean  as  regards  Law- 
rence/' said  Louis;  ^^  and  that  you  would  go  with  him, 
I  would  remain  and  wait  the  second  opportunity,  which 
my  sister  mentioned." 

**  We  have  not  yet  had  the  first,"  muttered  Law« 


"But  it'll  come  to-night,"  observed  Murtogh;  "I 
heerd  all  of  it  above,  by  one  who  knows,  and  who's 
been  on  the  watch  for  us,  and  who  let  on  where  Miss 
Ellen  was,  and  who  see  more  than  one  strange  sailor 
landed — ^make  believe  looking  for  firesh  wather  eight  or 
nine  mile  round  yan  point,  and  then  rowed  ofi*  again." 

"  Come  with  us,  sister ^^^  said  Lawrence;  "  your  life,  if 
you  remain,  will  be  one  of  pain  and  persecution;  what 
have  you  to  remain  for — ^who  to  remain  with  ?  Come 
with  me^  we  are  the  only  two  together  in  this  world." 
Ellen  shook  her  head. 

"  It  cannot  be,  Lawrence !  those  who  wish  to  live 
together  happily,  must  think  together — ^at  least,  on  the 
more  material  points;  no,  no,  it  cannot  be;  perhaps  you 
will  love  my  memory  better  than  you  have  loved  my- 
8el£"  She  turned  away  to  conceal  her  tears,  and  even 
her  brother  observed  how  much  her  appearance  was 
dianged;  traces  of  thought  and  care,  had  deepened  on 
her  brow;  perhaps,  so  strangely  are  we  constituted,  her 
bodily  health  had  gained  strength,  despite  the  amdety  of 
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her  mind,  which  being  ^'  firmed"  and  made  up  as  to  tlie 
course  she  had  resolved  to  pursue,  was  less  torn  by  con- 
tending feelings  tlian  it  had  been.  Events  change  &r 
more  rapidly  than  time,  fast  though  its  flight  may  be;  no 
woman  ever  changed  more  than  Ellen,  and  still,  like  all 
noble  creatures,  the  more  difficult  her  position,  the 
more  painful  her  destiny,  the  greater  she  became;  she 
struggled  bravely  with  her  emotion, — which  did  not  es- 
cape Murtogh's  observation,  and,  with  insdncdye  deK- 
cacy,  he  passed  from  the  larger  into  the  smaller  room, 
and  his  steps  were  heard  ascending  the  rugged  v»y 
to  the  upper  cUff.  There  was  a  heavy  silence,  which, 
for  a  time,  none  seemed  capable  of  disturbing;  at  last: 

"  Ellen,"  said  Lawrence,  laying  his  hand  on  her  am, 
**  the  tide  comes  slowly  in,  and  still  there  is  no  sign  on 
the  waters  of  the  escape  we  looked  for." 

'*  Tliey  would  not  comc^ — they  could  not  come  by 
day,"  she  replied,  **  nor  even  by  such  light  as  this;  the 
crescent  of  the  moon  just  shows,  and  when  the  night 
darkens,  they  will  come ;  be  sure  they'll  come  to-night 

Lawrence  made  an  impatient  gesture. 

*'  If  they  do  come  at  all,"  he  said,  with  an  oath.  "But 
they  won't,  there  will  be  some  excuse  ;  friends  or  foes, 
it's  all  the  same,  they  hold  no  faith  with  Lreland.  TU  not 
stay  much  longer;  my  limbs  grow  stiff  and  cramped 
for  want  of  motion ;  I'd  rather  die  like  a  free  man,  than 
continue  chained  here,  in  this  sea-bird's  eyrie.  The  very 
silence  of  the  place,  broken  only  by  the  monotcmj  of 
that  treacherous  ocean,  is  enough  to  drive  a  man  dis- 
tracted.   We  have  looked  over  these  waves,  until  my 
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sjeB  ached;  until  I  fancied  every  bird  a  boat;  and  I 
xmld  have  dashed  myself  against  these  rocks  In  a  frenzy 
af  disappointment,  but  for  the  weakness  of  starvation." 

^'  But  there  will  be  no  more  of  that,  no  more  of  that 
for  you  anywhere,"  eagerly  interrupted  Ellen;  "that 
iri8  another  stimulant  to  my  journey  here;  I  cannot  tell 
fCfa  of  llie  liberality  which  has  placed  a  power  in  my 
bands  that  I  delegate  to  you  right  joyfully." 

"  Ellen/'  he  replied,  **  it  was  not  that  I  wanted 
moneyed  means ;  thanks  to  Louis — ^for  I  must  do  him  jus- 
tice— ^his  purse  has  been  as  free  to  me  as  to  himself;  but 
ibe  poor  creatures  dare  not  bring  us  food,  no  matter 
how  they  deorcd  it,  lest  we  should  be  tracked.  Look  from 
lliat  opening  down  upon  the  sands, — ^we  have  watched 
for  hours  there,  to  cast  a  rope  for  a  small  net  full  of 
cold  potatoes,  brought— one  by  one — ^by  the  shrimp- 
boys,  while  fearing  that  the  very  rocks  would  bristle 
with  bayonets." 

"  I  can  believe  all  that's  told  by  old  histories,"  she 
replied,  "as  to  difficulties  and  dangers;  andthough,  thank 
(lod,  the  fever  has  ceased  throughout  the  coimtry,  and 
they  say  food  is  cheap  and  plenty  In  the  towns,  the  pea- 
sants fear  to  seek  it.  I  left  the  castle  at  night,  after — 
what  I  cannot  bear  to  think  of — in  Kaim-an-eigh, 
guided  by  a  boy,  and  disguised  as  I  am  now,  and  the 
Bister  of  Lawrence  Macartliy  found  concealment  and 
dielter  wherever  it  was  needed  ;  indeed,  once  when  I 
had  every  reason  to  believe  that  Abel  Richards  suspected 
where  I  remained  for  three  days,  waiting  poor  Matthew's 
appearance,  I  was  made  aware  of  my  danger  by  the  ge- 
nerous kindness  of  a  gentleman  I  had  never  seen,  and 

VOL.  II.  Q 
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preserved  from  it ; — ^but  tiine  is  pasBing,  I  may  not  bive 
moments  to  tell  you  all  I  desire;  the  wietch  Ricbzds 
has  harrowed  the  country  to  discover  me,  thinlring  my 
evidence  must  destroy  you,  if  there  was  nothing  dbe." 

*'  So  much  for  the  fidth  he  has  in  your  troth," 
sneered  her  brother,  again  tossed  from  his  better  lutaie 
by  one  of  his  sudden  gusts  of  temper. 

Ellen  did  not  seem  as  though  she  heard  the  taunt; 
yet  her  lips  trembled.  She  unfastened  the  tie  of  h^ 
coarse  blue  doak,  which,  like  her  dress,  was  that  of  & 
Kerry  peasant-girl^  and  it  fell  from  off  her  shouldeis. 

*'  If  you  had  been  bilave,  as  I  once  hoped  you  were, 
cruelly  persisted  Lawrence,  ^'  I  need  not  have  beenheie 
as  I  am  now — ^I  need  not  fly  the  country.  Jiw,  with- 
out lifting  your  finger,  could  have  made  Richards  the 
laughing-stock  of  all  Ireland.  Could  have  got  him 
cursed  by  all  who  had  breath  to  curse.  Got  him 
hooted  out  of  the  island.  You  had  nothing,  as  I  told 
you  before,  to  do ;  nothing ! — ^but  simply  to  deny  his 
statement;  to  deny  that  you  saw  me  on  that  night 
Who  would  have  believed  his  word  opposed  to  youis^ 
who?     Who  would  have  known  the  contrary?* 

*'  God,"  replied  Ellen,  in  a  low,  quiet  voice. 

'*  Cant — ^pure  cant,"  exclaimed  Lawrence,  stamping 
violently. 

"  I  cannot  endure  this !"  exclaimed  Louis,  "  this  i^ 
imwortliy  of  you,  Lawrence — ^it  is  immanly.  Yott 
know  her  nature,  you  know  her  rectitude;  you  know 
that  she  is  actuated  by  principles  of  the  highest  bonoo^f 
however  imfortunate  for  your  position  it  may  be  thftt 
she  is  so." 

"  I  am  ovex-feA^^^ftL— wA  ^siasiX."  ^ha  said;  "  tbdJ 
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bmin  whirls,  I  did  not  expect  such  a  reception,  after 
alL  Oh!  Lawience,  God — the  Grod  whose  truth  I 
honours-knows  how  gladly  I  would  resign  a  life,  thus 
in  my  early  youth  without  one  tie  to  bind  it  to  the 
wodd,  to  render  you  free  in  this  our  land.  But  I  have 
no  power  to  do  what  you  require;  the  knowledge  of 
good  and  evil,  right  and  wrong,  is  given  to  me,  and 
I  must  do  what  I  think  right.  I  dare  not  sin;  I  have 
no  right  to  pollute  God's  holy  air;  I  could  not  do  it. 
In  an  evil  hour  I  sheltered  ihat  bad  man.  Yet  why 
should  I  call  it  evil  ? — ^but  for  that  shelter  —  your 
hand,  still  spotless,  might  have  been  stained *' 

But  Lawrence  would  not  permit  her  to  finish  the 
sentence.  He  extended  his  arm,  and  swore  by  the 
holy  cross  that  his  vengeance  should  still  be  accom- 
plished. In  the  excitement  of  her  feelings,  she  threw 
herself  on  his  bosom,  but  he  thrust  her  from  him 
with  even  more  than  his  usual  impetuosity;  and  then, 
bitterly  repentant  of  a  violence  which,  imccrtain  in  all 
his  moods,  her  next  words  might  cause  him  to  repeat, 
he  earnestly  entreated  forgiveness. 

It  was  granted  with  the  eager  generosity  of  a 
pure-hearted,  high-minded  woman,  ready  to  confer  an 
affection  in  recompense  of  an  injury.  She  regained  her 
serenity  more  quickly  than  did  Lawrence ;  for  his  repent- 
ance was  always  bitter,  and  he  continued  to  hang  his 
head,  while  she  pressed  his  hand  between  hers,  and 
told  how  Edward  Spencer  had  neither  slumbered  nor 
slept  until  he  had  settled  upon  her  what  he  called 
her  mother's  fortune.  "  And  this,"  she  said,  "  brother^ 
you  have  a  right  to  share- with  me." 

Q2 
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Again  the  string  jarred.  "  No  right — if  the  legend 
of  the  coimtrj  tell  truly:  I  am  base-bom  and  a  papist 
What  right,  Ellen,  can  such  have  to  inheritance?  You 
speak  like  a  foolish  woman." 

But  nothing  could  shake  her  resolve  to  soothe  him 
whom,  despite  his  faults,  she  loved  most  devotedly, 
more  now  when  about  to  become  an  exile,  than  she 
had  ever  done  before. 

With  ready  tact  she  changed  the  subject,  and  showed 
how  it  was  her  loving  prayer  that  he  would  jAore,  at 
least,  what  she  possessed  ;  that  in  the  strange  land  to 
which  he  was  bound,  he  would  need  what  she  could 
have  no  means  of  spending;  little,  she  said,  would  serve 
her  here,  and  that  little  it  would  be  her  dearest  delight 
to  distribute  amongst  those  whom  she  had  succoured  all 
her  life;  that  when  the  troubles  subsided,  the  glens- 
men  and  wild  dwellers  of  the  hill  would  need  some 
one  who  understood  and  cared  for  them,  as  she  did; 
and,  at  last,  seeing  tears  stealing  &om  beneath  her 
brother's  half-closed  lids,  she  took  from  her  bosom  a 
purse  heavy  with  gold,  and  placed  it  in  his  reluctant 
hands,  which  at  last  closed  upon  her  gift. 

"  I  have  heard  say,"  she  observed,  "  that  the  fastest 
friends  are  made  faster,  by  having  no  pecuniaiy  trans- 
actions with  each  other;  but  I  cannot  think  it  so.  The 
Irish  are  too  long  dependant  on  each  other  to  feel  that 
to  be  true;  we  do  not  shrink  from  services  of  love,  they 
bind  us  all  the  faster,  and  you  and  your  friend  wiU  still 
share  with  cachother  in  a  far  land." 

Lawrence  made  no  reply,  but  at  once  occupied  him- 
self in  perfecting  the  small  arrangements  he  had  so 
frequently  studied  —  examining  his  pistols,  and  bur- 
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niflliiiig  the  mounting  of  his  rifle;  then  g&zing  from 
the  window,  at  last  he  said,  *'  How  bright  the  moon  is 
rifling,  yet  cahn  as  it  is,  I  see  no  boat;  look  out, 
Ellen;  I  remember  what  a  clear,  keen  eye  you  always 
had,  you  could  mark  a  plorer  or  a  partridge  on  the 
heath  when  I  could  not,  and  always  directed  me  wrong; 
— ah,  Nelly,  I  lost  many  a  fine  bird  through  your  tender 
mercy." 

It  was  a  metnory  of  their  young  days ;  troubled  and 
stormy  as  they  were;  such  memories  were  few,  but  none 
the  less  sweet 

"  And  the  rabbits,  Lawrence;  do  you  remember  my 
delight  at  finding  a  spotted  rabbit,  and  how  you  nursed 
it  for  me  ?  Look  as  I  may,  there  is  nothing  on  the  sea 
yet,  except  a  far  distant  brig — ^but  it  is  early;  yonder  is 
Cape  Clear,  and  the  light-house  does  not  twinkle;  but 
it  may  not  be  so  long;  and  Lawrence,  I  wished  to  ask, 
is  there  no  one  to  whom  I  can  be  kind  for  your  dear 
sake — ^is  there  nothing  1  can  do  while  you  are  away — 
is  there  no  message  ?" 

"  Murtogh  goes  with  us,  Ellen,  old  Esther  is  gone, 
and  the  remains  of  my  ancestral  castle  have  been  made 
a  heap  of  smouldering  ruins;  do  not  spare  help  to  those 
who  followed  the  Macarthy ;  when  you  see  Father  Luke, 
tell  him  I  shall  never  forget  his  advice." 

**  I  woidd  rather  take  a  message  to  Father  Dufl^," 
replied  Ellen  quickly;  "  Father  Luke  has  been  a  fire- 
brand among  the  stubble;  forgetting  that  his  calling  is 
to  preach  peace,  he  has  roused  up  feelings  that,  but  for 
such  men,  would  slumber  into  forgetfulness  ;  I  cannot 
call  such  men  Christian  priests — ^men  who  steep  the 
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cross  of  our  dear  Lord  in  blood  before  they  lift  it  to  Ae 
multitude ;  there  have  been  too  many  sodi  in  Iidfl&d; 
may  they  be  forgiven,  but  not  as  they  would  fagivc" 
Lawrence  scowled  upon  his  aster,  and  fearing  Ar  hi 
said  too  much,  she  added,  *M  may  well  be  angiy  wka 
his  name  is  mentioned,  for  it  was  his  evil  counsel  thtt 
urged  you  onward." 

"  The  memory  of  the  past  still  more  so,"  lepHed 
La^vrence,  "  the  memory  of  the  sad  past — my  gnmd- 
mother's  last  words — ^her  advice:  but  no  matter,  no 
matter  now :  the  moon  is  still  looking  down  on  a  «a 
unbroken  by  a  single  oar.  What  can  we  think  of  it? 
Louis?" 

"  I  think,"  replied  Louis,  "  more  of  your  sister,  to 
of  ourselves;  would  that  she  could  be  prevailed  onto 
accompany  you;  if  my  remaining  could  be  the  means 
of  this,  I  would  rather  perish  than  she  shotdd  be  unpro- 
tected." 

"  No,"  she  answered,  *'  no,  although  I  cannot  be  to 
you,  Louis,  what  your  disinterested  love  deserves,  I 
Avill  never,  never,  sufier  you  to  incur  fresh  danger  for 
my  sake ;  it  is  for  me  to  remember  that  my  wild  the- 
ories first  led  you  to  peril  all  for  what  you  considered 
my  country's  rescue;  the  enthusiasm  of  a  thoughtk* 
girl  led  you  forward." 

*'  Not  altogether  that,  Ellen,"  he  answered, "  although 
it  was  a  deep  impression  your  loveliness,  your  enthusiasiDi 
your  affection  for  your  country,  made  upon  me  when 
first  I  met  you  in  England.  I  confess  when  I  saw  yonr 
beauty  illumined  by  your  patriotism,  I  felt  ashamed, 
as  an  Irishman,  of  having  taken  service  with  a  tyrant; 


A  8TOBT  OF  IBELAND.  231 

my  whole  soul  was  steeped  in  love  for  you,  and  I 
Bought  to  win  your  heart  by  giving  my  heart  and  arm 
to  our  mutual  country;  I  was  altogether  ignorant  at  that 
time  of  what  we  both  know  too  much  of  now;  I  nego- 
tiated with  the  agents  of  discontent  wherever  I  could 
discover  them,  and  still  lured  onward  by  the  promise 
of  your  approbation — ^the  prospect  of  your  love  if  I  suc- 
ceeded—" 

**I  gave  you  no  such  promise,"  interrupted  Ellen; 
•*  I  held  forth  no  such  prospect." 

The  words  passed  in  a  moment,  in  less  time  than 
they  have  taken  to  read;  and  Lawrence  sprang  firom 
his  sister's  side,  exclaiming:  "Peace,  peace!  What 
does  this  matter?  Of  what  consequence  can  it  be? 
Why  go  back  to  that,  these  last,  few,  brief  moments,  the 
only  moments  we  may  have  together,  Louis.  She  will 
not  leave  the  coimtry.  Why  torture  her  and  me  with 
this  proposal?" 

**  But  liawrence,  this  must  be  explained,"  said  Ellen, 
calmly. 

"  And  Lawrence  can  explain  it,"  added  Louis;  "  he 
led  me  distinctly,  and  repeatedly,  to  believe  you  pro- 
mised, if  I  conquered  the  foes  of  your  coimtry,  that 
you  would  become  my  wife." 

"  Oh,  brother !"  exclaimed  Ellen,  clasping  her  hands. 
**  Can  this  be  so?  Was  this  the  reason  that — "  she 
paused  to  collect  her  thoughts,  then  added,  "  But  you 
received  my  letters,  Louis,  you  surely  could  not  have 
mistaken  them?' 

"  No,"  he  said,  "  I  received  no  letters." 

"  Not  before  my  illness?" 
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"  Neither  before  nor  since." 

*^  Lawrence !"  exclaimed  Ellen,  aei^ng  his  arm,^Liw* 
lence,  you  surely  have  not  led  your  fiiend  onward  to 
his  destruction  by  misrepresenting  my  feelings  and  mj 
views  to  him?" 

Lawrence  turned  away. 

*'  I  see  it  all  now,"  she  said,  *'  I  see  it  all,  and  mj 
cup  of  bitterness  is  not  yet  full;  I  see  now  wlij 
he  woidd  not  permit  me  to  undeceive  you  mp^ 
long  ago;  I  see  now  the  reason  why  your  sister,  Ladj 
Mary,  reproached  fne  in  such  bitter  terms  in  a  letter 
which  has  been  steeped  by  my  hot  indignant  teifl, 
for  having  led  you  to  this  pass,  when  I  knew  and 
warned  you  of  the  hopelessness  of  what  she  said  I  en- 
couraged. Oh !  she  did  me  bitter  wrong,"  and  Ellen 
covered  her  face  with  her  hands  and  sobbed. 

Lawrence  swore  an  oath  so  loudly  that  it  echoed 
through  the  mysterious  passages  of  the  caves,  "That 
Lady  Mary  should  yet  be  taught  to  remember  the 
injmy  she  had  done  his  sister." 

"  That  comes  well  from  you  after  suppressing  M* 
Macdonnel's  letters,  and  leading  to  my  sister  misunder- 
standing yoirr  sister's  noble  nature,"  was  Louis' quick 
reply. 

**  Oh,  it  is  easy  enough  to  turn  and  twist  things  to 
your  own  purpose,"  said  Lawrence. 

"  It  is  you  who  did  so;  you  who  fooled  me  to  my  de- 
struction; who  deceived  me — I  might  have  known  it. 

*'Do  you  say  I  deceived  you?"  urged  Lawrence, 
fiercely. 

"  Lawrence !"  interposed  Ellen,  while  she  trembled 
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^th  agitation.  ^'  What  do  you  mean? — vrhj  not  at 
onte  confess  the  truth?  You  were  urged  by  your 
lovt  of  the  cause — ^that  was  it,  nothing  but  that;  you 
axe  p>od  fiiends  now — ^good  friends  as  ever.  It  was 
his  diYotion  to  his  country;  his  desire  to  have  one 
lie  adnired  and  loved  as  he  did  you,  staunch  to  it;  in- 
deed thit  was  all,  Louis:  and  women  are  often  sacri- 
ficed fion  more  unworthy  motives,"  she  continued,  ter- 
lified  by  aer  brother's  violence,  and  the  cahn,  deter- 
mined aspe;^  and  quivering  lip  of  Louis. 

**  Followme  to  the  beach,"  said  LawrencCi  without 
lieeding  EUei. 

"  ril/b/fofi;you  nowhere,"  was  the  sharp  reply. 

^*Then  lead  and  I  will  follow;  Til  cede  you  this, 
most  noble  captdn." 

**0h,  brother* — Louis  T  exclaimed  Ellen,  making 
a  determined  eSbt  to  command  her  feelings:  *'  Oh, 
brother ! — ^is  this  i  time,  when  you  are  about  to  fly 
together  to  another  land,  to  jar  and  quarrel  with  each 
other?  Let  me  entreat  you,  Louis,  to  forbear;  you 
always  said  you  lovedme  I" 

"De  boat!"  exclamed  Murtogh,  rushing  down. 
**  De  boat — one  shout  for  de  dear  life — hurroo  I  I  see 
her  round  de  point — and  vatched  de  signals— de  crossed 
cars — and  all — ^hurroo  I  Murtogh's  a  proud  man — 
dere  'ill  be  plenty  above  to  care  for  you.  Miss  Ellen !" 

**  Go,  Lawrence,"  said  Loiis ;  "  go — ^I  will  not  voyage 
with  you:  come  life,  come  detth." 

^*  Then  Ellen  goes  with  me"  answered  Lawrence; 
<<  she  shall  not  remain  to  have  >er  name  blown  upon 


hj  your  hdj  Mte  at  om  nbo  tiigiUMiiniiil  jmM 
jDidniglit  in  a  caTe— come  EDm.*  1 

<' Sbdl I  letazn  de agnO, MMdMT  Lsnoi  ^' 
qoiied  Mvrto^  w3d  with  jcj  stllie  piapeetof < 
'' Shda  I,  Sir.    Oh,  defr-mder  itaetf-^wbldidi 
ivholeofyoa?    See  how  def  pdl  fir  do  dear  Sb-4r 
Ebeiiy    and  a  new  eutuilfj.'* 

*' Lawrence  I— Louis  P  fnrahnmfld  Etka,  ivUb  db 
cast  henelf  on  hor  knees  befiie  then,  **he0  I  ciftnift 
you  to  forget  the  past  and  Htj^  aa  job  hvie  fi«|^ts- 
gether.  Looisl-Hm  joa  not  that  itwai  Us  laveof 
the  cause,  mistaken  as  it  was,  that  led  Hm  tojAseeha 
you.  Indeed— indeed  he  has  pleaded  fir  yon  SB  it 
were  for  life; — ^it  sundered  as  more  Aan  onoe^  sal 
doubtless  relying  on  the  false  tales  of  woman's  ehsag- 
ing  nature,  he  thought  I  might  chsoge  also.  Do  not 
turn  from  me,  Louis:  Lawrence,  Icok  not  so  resolfed. 
Oh,  heavens  I  what  curse  is  on  iiis  land  that  dutf 
sworn  brothers  turn  upon  each  tther  for  slight  cran, 
even  at  the  last  extremity." 

'*  It  is  not  a  slight  cause,"  sail  Louis.  *'  I  can  hold 
no  fellowship  with  liars." 

In  a  moment  Macarthy's  Uood  sufiiised  his  pak 
cheeks  with  the  deepest  cimson;  his  retcnrt  to  die 
insult,  was  a  blow  from  hif  rifle,  so  sadden  and  des- 
perate that  his  companion  fell  instantly  beneath  it 

Ellen  did  not  scream,  but  she  threw  herself  upon 
her  brother  so  as  to  present  his  repeating  his  videnee^ 
though  he  had  evidenty  no  inclination  to  strike  again* 
It  was  the  momentoy  impulse  of  anger  to  which  he 
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haA  yielded;  and  when  that  was  satisfied,  he  looked 
in  horror  at  its  effects. 

''Ihere  again,  Masther  Lawrence.  Oh,  gloiy !  and 
is  it  j(KL  dat  must  wait  for  us,  dat  have  waited  for  you  I 
Shall  I  cany  de  captain  down.  Sir,  as  it's  past  walk- 
ing he  is,  not  to  be  loidng  time  and  tide?'  inquired 
Mnrtogh,  to  whom  the  outrage  seemed  a  matter  of 
course.  *'  E«dth,  I'm  not  ashamed  of  jer  hand  at  a  blow, 
any  way,  only  it  was  a  quarc  time  ye  took  to  give  it !" 

"Lawrence,"  muttered  Ellen,  hoarsely,  as  she  still 
chmg  around  her  brother,  and  pointed  to  where  Louis 
ky,  while  the  beams  of  the  moon,  as  they  fell  upon 
him,  rendered  his  features  still  more  ghastly  tlian  they 
were,  and  Lawrence  felt  her  shuddering  while  she 
spoke: 

"What  have  you  done?"  she  continued.  "Raise  him 
up,  and  carry  him  with  you;  he  is  your  friend — ^your 
dear  friend — ^your  faithful  friend; — how  still  he  is! 
Murtogh — quick— quick — carry  him  to  the  boat !"  and 
£llcn  staggered  towards  Murtogh  to  compel  his  atten- 
tion to  her  desire;  but  she  was  unable  to  do  as  she 
purposed,  and  would  have  fallen,  had  he  not  pre- 
vented it. 

"  Are  you  going  to  take  this  with  us?"  inquired  the 
half  savage;  and  he  lifted  Ellen  as  if  she  were  an 
infant,  and  held  her  forward  to  Lawrence,  who  had 
now  knelt  down  beside  Louis,  and  raised  his  head 
from  the  ground;  then  looking  again  from  the  window, 
he  said, 

'*  Hurry,  Masther  Lawrence,  for  de  love  and  honour 
of  ould  Ireland;  sorra  a  taste  of  use  it  will  be  to  hurry^ 
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if  you  don't  do  it  at  once ;  don't  take  on  at  all  tboot 
de  captain,  sure  it  isn't  a  clip  like  dat  would  Iiannlini, 
it's  only  stunned  he  is — sona  a  moie.  I  wonder  at  yoOt 
Masther  Lawrence !" 

But  Murtogh's  words  were  unheeded,  anxiety  for 
Louis  hod  taken  possession  of  Lawrence  altogether. 

<^  Quick,  Murtogh,''  he  replied,  as  he  drew  his  dotk 
beneath  Louis's  head.  '*  Quick,  bear  her  down  fint;  ire 
will  all  go  together;  bear  her  down  first— and  then 
we  will  return  and  carry  him." 

*^Asier  said  than  done,  Sir,"  oboerved  lus  fester* 
brother,  ^^  it's  not  her  weight  that  could  hind»  me,  but 
the  passage  is  so  narrow;  you  must  go  first,  Ufting  ber 
on,  and  I'll  follow ;  don't  seek  to  rouse  him,  Masther 
Lawrence,  for  God's  sake,  till  after  we  get  him  in  de 
boat ;  hell  come  quick  to  himself  den — last  enough- 
one  would  tink  ycrself  never  had  a  bit  of  difier  wid  a 
gintleman  before — to  sec  how  much  ye  take  on  about 
this." 

**  I  cannot  leave  him  imtil  he  speaks,"  said  the  im- 
petuous Lawrence,  again  flinging  himself  on  his  knees 
beside  him,  "  I  cannot — cannot  leave  him  imtil  he  sajs 
he  forgives  me." 

"  Why  to  be  sure  he  does  ;  he  gave  you  de  lie,  and 
you  wiped  it  out — and  quick  too.  A  Macarthy  take  a  lie, 
from  a  luilf  Sassenah?  tliink  of  it  yerself,  Masther  Law- 
rence." 

*'  Yes,  tliat  is  true,"  said  Macarthy,  rising,  and  wiping 
away  tlie  drops  that  agitation  had  scattered  upon  his 
brow  ;  **  yes,  that  is  true,  he  did  give  me  the  lie— he 
called  me  liar." 
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"  Devil  a  surer  ting,  Sir,"  replied  Murtogh;  "and 
now,  just  lift  her  along  so,  if  you  mean  her  to  go." 

"  Had  we  not  better  take  him  down  first  ?"  said  Law- 
rence, hesitating. 

**  Just  lave  him  asj,  dear,  for  a  minute  or  two,  and 
hell  come  to  himself  de  quicker ;  oh,  murder,  intirely 
to  see  how  you  go  on,  never  minding,  and  de  very 
waves  below  marking  de  minutes." 

Lawrence  made  no  further  reply,  and  in  a  few  mo- 
ments they  had  carried  their  light  burden  into  the  little 
■md  bay,  where 'the  boat  sheltered  beneath  the  shadow 
i£  a  rock.     The  motion,  and  action  of  the  air  had  in 
8ome   d^ree  revived  Ellen — ^but  not  to  perfect  con- 
sciousness.    She  moaned,  and  turned  her  head;  but  her 
brother  held  her  close  to  his  bosom,  and  urged  her  to 
confidence,  in  his  softest  voice;  while  he  lifted  her  into 
tbe  boat)  Murtogh  stooped  down  and  whispered  some- 
thing to  an  oarsman,  and  apparently  not  satisfied  with 
his  reply,  repeated  his  words. 

"  Is  this  a  time  to  mutter  ?'  exclaimed  Lawrence, 
**  is  this  a  time  to  mutter  when  there's  work  on  hand  ? 
— ^fetch  in  that  cloak  I" 

Lawrence  was  in  the  act  of  stepping  on  shore  to  return 
for  Louis,  when  he  was  seized  by  both  arms  from  be- 
hind; instantaneous  and  imexpected  as  was  the  act,  he 
resisted  with  his  usual  bravery,  and  after  a  moment's 
struggle  was  again  free  and  on  shore  ;  he  had  drawn  a 
pistol  from  his  belt  and  aimed  it  at  Abel  Richards — 
whom  he  recognised  standing  at  the  steerage — ^when  the 
coward  seized  and  held  the  struggling  Ellen  before  him, 
80  that  if  Lawrence  had  fired,  his  sister  must  have  re- 
ceived the  contents  of  his  pistol;  this  movement  com- 
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rvljcc  3^I^*artiiT  to  dzop  his  weapan^  and  RidiArds  took 
avi^i^:jL;r:  ot  ihe  pause  to  fire:  the  shot  told;  Lawicaoe 
re^'Lcc  xzd  lisebArgcdhispiatolatnndom;  EUlen'sshoeh 
wjr^  ;:-j1  <\i  bv  ihe  caves,  and  in  less  time  than  it  Im 
ciXv-:i  re  r:ccri ::.  Lawrence  was  dragged  into  the  boit; 
M-.ir:.-iri  i^  been  previously  overcome  by  nombeis, 
bci  KUktu  biirs:  trom  Abel  Richaids'  hold,  and  wildly 
^;uc?ci.  wCvL  .icr  brcior  as  to  where  he  was  wounded. 

--  Xcc  uiuch  hurt — noc  much  hurt — ^not  much,  EDen, 
2CC  •^-'•s^.t'^i  bv  him  at  all  events,"  was  the  reply. 

^  Xcv.  K  v^«  posh  out — for  the  Ldrd  has  deliTered 
xc:-.*  :>;in  ^trv  txrected  into  our  hands."  said  the  v<uoe 

-Sr.v,"  cxoliiiiied  Ellen,  ^'and  listen,  before  you 
\i:  v.:  \va:or:  under  the  canopy  of  heaven — where 
-J  .•::.;:  r?  :rv  words  irom  asccndin<r  to  the  throne 
V.  ".'•. '  5v\<,  :;o:ir?,  and  judges  all  tilings — do  I  dc- 
V..-.  ■.:  '.  s".:.  Al\.l  RichiinlN  as  an  imgratcful  hypo- 
v-... .  .:.  :lv.1  ..I/jc.^  ;:*  }\^ur  promise,  and  the  peril  from 
V.  ■  ;^  ■.  I  s-\  ;v:  you.  Ycu  siand  there,  now,  the  murderer 
v^f  :• :  V  V  r; : .-.  J  r — vvr.r.vltrn:  of  triumph — and  yet  you  are  as 
L-.v-  :.  \-  Vv:r..j  :.l  it'^  :i  iuirvl  death  before  sunrise,  as 
:!':.>x  V. ...  :v.  \\-  iuivo  marked  for  destruction.  I  never 
:/.,  -/..i:  1  ».vi:*.d  vursv.*  till  now:  and  even  now  pray,  tliat 
slv  viirvo  :v.y  r.oart  in  iLs  aniruisli  registered  against 
vou,  v.uv — i;o:  bo  luidllod-" 

Lawroiice  uvkcd  astonished  at  her  words,  and  Abel 
Ku'h:irJ.s  shrjink  :Vom  them,  muttering,  that  what  he 
did  wus  in  pure  scb'-Jofence — ^nothing  more. 

*•  Wo  oUjiht  to  search  the  caves,"  said  the  sergeant, 
who  had  accompaided  the  civil  power. 

^'No  backing — ^no  delay/'  replied  Richards,  who 
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caxed  for  no  victims  that  could  not  be  sacrificed  to  his 
own  purpose,  ^'  on,  at  once.  Do  you  not  perceive?  are 
your  understandings  darkened  ?  We  heard.there  were 
three,  and  three  axe  delivered  unto  us — truly  the  Lord 
is  gracious !" 

Murtogh  lay  in  a  heap  like  a  snared  animal,  glaring 
around  him,  while  so  close  did  the  soldier,  who  con- 
adered  him  his  lawfiil  property,  hold  the  bayonet  to  his 
throat,  that  every  heave  of  the  boat  caused  it  to  prick 
him.  Lawrence  was  secured  by  two,  who  tied  him  to 
diemselves,  and  Ellen's  words  subsided  into  convulsive 
sobs.  Richards  a£^ted  a  show  of  sympathy  for  the 
"  dear  yoimg  lady," — according  to  his  usual  phrase,— 
<<  thus  merd&lly  plucked  from  the  burning:"  he  ad- 
dressed to  her  sundry  sentences,  and  at  last  attempted 
to  cast  his  own  cloak  around  her,  saying  the  night  was 
cold:  but  with  right  womanly  indignation  she  sprang 
to  her  feet 

"Touch  me  not!"  she  exclaimed,  "touch  me  not, 
neither  at  sea  or  on  land.  Hypocrite!  blasphemer! 
you  think  your  prey  is  netted ;  you  think  to  convict  the 
brother  through  the  sister's  lips — ^that  sister  to  whom  you 
owe  your  life — ^but  your  time  will  come,  your  pimishment 
arrive.  You  have  urged  on  justice  with  the  same  whip, 
that  you,  and  men  like  you,  have  lashed  the  people  to 
insurrection.  But  why  should  I  speak  to  you  at  all ;  you 
have  conquered  for  a  time  as  you  have  lived — ^by  trear 
chery.  But  why  should  I  speak?  your  time  will  come !" 

"  Treachery,"  repeated  Lawrence,  and  he  spumed  at 
Murtogh  with  his  foot;  "  if  people  are  betrayed,  there 
must  be  a  betrayer,  and  none  but  Murtogh  knew  the 
hour  and  the  signab  " 
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*'  Me,  Maether  Lawiencei  me  T  exdauned  bis  fiirta- 
brother,  ^'  you  could  not  mean  it,  Masther  Lawieooe, 
you  surely  could  not  mean  it !" 

*'  No,  noy"  said  Ellen,  with  ready  sympathy,  *^k 
does  not  mean  it ;  don't  let  it  hurt  you,  Murtog^  he 
does  not  mean  it  T 

They  were  now  clear  of  Shell  Bay,  and  Lawienoe  cast 
his  eyes  forthe  last  time  along  the  line  of  diffi  that  bid 
afibrded  him  so  much  shelter  for  so  long  a  period ;  lis 
despair  did  not  prevent  his  thinking  of  Louis,  and  the 
arrow  rankled  still  more  deeply  in  his  heart,  while  he 
recalled  what  Louis  must  think  of  him  when  he  re- 
vived ;  for  a  moment,  he  regretted  that  he  had  spoken 
so  unjustly  to  his  foster-brother,  but  all  his  effi)rts  to 
tliink  of  any  tiling,  merged  into  bitterness  at  his  own 
position ;  in  this  thought,  even  the  anguish  of  his  bodily 
pain  was  forgotten — trapped  at  the  moment  of  escape 
bv  Abel  Richards. 

Tlie  night  was  one  of  the  purest  beauty;  the  boat 
with  its  freight  of  human  passions  and  interests,  bounded 
onwards,  imder  the  steady  strokes  of  the  sturdy  rowers 
— leaving  in  its  wake  a  stream  of  quivering  silver.  They 
kept  sufficiently  near  the  shore  to  note  every  headland 
and  point,  and  all  tlie  giant  fastnesses  of  the  superb 
coast  stood  boldly  forward,  with  the  huge  mountain — 
Mount  Gabriel — ^as  a  back^ound  towerin*:^  to  the  hea- 
vens.  Frequently  did  Ellen  look  back  towards  Shell 
Bav,  and  her  keen  si^^ht  discovered  a  boat  in  the  die- 
tancc  bearing  towards  the  land ;  the  next  moment  it 
was  perceived  by  others;  suddenly  the  rowers  were 
commanded  to  stop,  and  a  brief  consultation  took  place, 
as  to  whether  they  were  to  proceed,  or  to  attempt  to 
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seize  those  whom  they  had  forestalled,  and  whose  pur- 
pose was  to  frustrate  the  ends  of  justice.  It  seemed 
almost  certain  from  the  suspicious  movement  of  the 
boat,  in  connexion  with  known  circiunstances,  that  the 
purpose  of  those  who  sailed  in  her,  was  to  carry  away 
from  the  shore  the  persons  who  were  now  prisoners. 
But  when  a  suggestion  was  made  that  they  should 
letum  and  receive  more  certain  assurance,  the  proposal 
was  opposed  by  Richards. 

**  I  am  bound  to  act  as  you  direct.  Sir,"  said  the  ser- 
geant,  addressing  Abel  Richards;  '^  but  I  think  we  can 
hardly  answer  for  not  having  a  tug  with  them  yonder, 
rowing  into  Shell  Bay  as  boldly  as  we  did  ourselves: 
surely,  we  had  better  row  back." 

**  Let  us  leave  them  to  Almighty  justice,"  replied  Mr. 
Bichards,  in  his  usual  sanctified  tone;  '^let  us  leave 
them  to  Him  who  knoweth  best ;  we  must  not  bend 
the  bow  too  strongly,  my  good  friend,  or  shoot  our 
allows  at  random,  seeing  we  might  slay  the  innocent; 
it  nnay  bo  that  these  poor  people  are  only  Kelp 
gatherers." 

''At  this  hour,  master?"  said  the  sergeant,  sulkily. 
**  No— no— they  are  those  we  have  foiled:  and  seeing 
they  are  his  majesty's  enemies — sworn  foes^-conspi- 
lators — ^insurgents— disturbers " 

**  Beware,  my  good  friend,  of  attributing  motives  to 
those  who  may  be  better  in  the  sight  of  Heaven  than 
ourselves,"  interrupted  the  arch  hypocrite;  "  verily  we 
know  not  what  we  say;  yet  is  your  zeal  commendable, 
and  of  good  loyalty — ^we  will  forward." 

Now  the  sergeant  entertained  a  thorough  contempt 
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tor  Alvl  Riohnnld,  whom  he  knew  to  he  a  coward,  mi 
n^mlln:^;  liis  fours  rightlji  comtiiniedf  ^The  pnaonflB 
Hr\'  ^ulto  harinlo99,  Sir,"  he  add;  "there  is  no  &ir 
wtnUovvr  <>(  rvn^nio  whcro  we  land;  and  it  a  a  9qr  pcf 
t^^>^  to  Khw  h  fAxot  (It  8uch  buckaneeruur,  lascanrkit 

vVIh'I  Ricluiril:!  heaved  a  sigh  heavier  than  ie 
9wvII  tluU  lUls^tiHl  iK^nenth  their  boat,  and  lifxing  np  Ids 
\\iK\uU  i\*  if  in  pniver,  replied: 

'*  Mv  hourt  19  heavy  for  you,  my  good  soldier,  for 
!«i*UU'n\  Ui\^  the  heart  of  flesh  beat  beneath  a  scazlet 
v^Ml.  Why  yhvHiUl  we  «»eek  to  slay  where  we  ire  not 
Mitv  ALi:<I  !'»  it  not  {grievous  to  me  to  have  ten 
|i:\v\t.  bv  ihe  olKndcd  laws  of  my  country,  to  do  this 
i'«f  •  to  ;t  nv!i:^>K>urV  cliiUl  !  Onward,  boys— dip 
>»i:    v\trN    <irul  [Hit  voiir  trust  in  tlie  Lord  for  jobt 

*•  \<  yu  pKvi<v\  Sir,*'  answered  the  sergeant;  "bat 
^  >:i  ■»  i\o  Ivv'ii  j«\^  anxious  to  eateli  these,  that  I  thought 
\i:;  \\vi:K^ii'i  tMiiul  a  little  more  trouble  to  net  others, 

"  I  uInIi  Y\ni  wvnilvl  loum  a  little  more  Christian 
i'':f.t\»  ;i!ivl  ts>t  iiujnite  hid  motives,  but  think  kindly 
Nv  .\\\  ?*um/*  s;nvl  Uiolumls,  shiir|dy;  and  then  added, 
*'  \s  r-vHv*  ,m*  {iuivlv  sv^me  voices  amongst  us,  snp- 
{v'^\»  wo  j'^iiso  ji  !ivtun  to  {lass  away  the  time;  there 
'-  t»v^  nv.vmvih::  how  a  won!  may  fmd  its  way,  even 
i;^  TN*  I  Iv'WMuh  hour  I**  and  after  a  few  "  hems,'* 
^v*  Iv-run :  but  no  voiiv  united  itself  to  his;  it 
•*  V  ::;v'ivU*\r*  a  I'v'w  stanras  tlmni^h  the  air,  and  then 
\\\i<\%l,  Unuins:  the  K>at  s  ivm|>any  and  their  unwilling 
fivii:ht,  in  deep  silence  on  the  mighty  world  of  waters. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

THE  AVENGER. 

The  boat  continncd  its  almost  noiseless  course  in  the 
fbU  beanis  of  the  full  moon ;  the  sky  aboye,  as  clear  as 
the  water  beneath,  and  no  passing  cloud  veiling  for  a 
moment  the  sober  magnificence  of  the  heavens.  Ellen's 
thoughts  were  for  a  time  absorbed  by  anxiety  for  her 
brother;  she  could  form  no  idea  of  the  nature  or  extent 
of  the  injury  he  had  received ;  her  inquiries  were  replied 
to  by  monosyllables;  only  once  he  asked  her  for  a  shawl, 
which  she  gave,  and  he  tlirust  into  his  bosom.  She 
watched  his  every  movement,  and  derived  consolation 
from  observing  that  no  sigh  or  moan  escaped  his  lips — 
that  he  sat  not  only  erect,  but  was  more  than  commonly 
calm  and  quiet;  yet  he  contrived  to  evade  her  inquiring 
looks;  once,  indeed,  when  she  took  and  pressed  his 
hand,  he  murmured,  in  return,  "  My  poor  sister !" 

It  was  the  instinctive  tenderness  of  a  moment,  and  as 
quickly  passed ;  then  she  recalled  their  last  interview 
with  Louis,  and  hoped  her  fears  had  exaggerated  the 
danger  he  had  undergone  from  the  passion  of  LaA\Tence ; 
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and  she  prayed  that  those  who  had  been  sent  to  sed: 
them  in  the  lair  they  had  so  rashly  abandoned,  would 
seek  and  find  hun.  It  was  evident  that  Abd  Bichaidfl, 
having  secured  his  principal  prey,  cared  £ot  little  dse; 
or  that  he  only  knew  the  number  of  those  concealed 
within  the  cave,  and  was  unaware  of  Louis  being  one  of 
them  ;  it  was  certain,  that  they  had  only  expected  to 
capture  three— and  this  they  had  accomplished. 

Lawrence  continued  to  maintain  a  sullen  and  deter- 
mined silence;  no  one  would  have  supposed  that  he 
"  sufiered,"  in  the  usual  acceptation  of  the  word.  M^l^ 
togh  muttered  occasionally  in  Irish,  imtil  commanded 
to  be  still  by  a  voice  he  had  never  disobeyed.  Tie 
captors  were  as  silent  as  the  captives — with  the  exception 
of  Abel  Richards,  whose  exultation  knew  no  bounds ; 
it  seemed  inclined  to  assume  many  shapes — now  hoist- 
ing forth  in  chosen  texts  of  scripture,  then  finding  voice 
in  song,  or  rather  psalm. 

Notwithstanding  that  she  took  no  notice  whatsocrer 
of  the  observations  he  addressed  to  her,  he  would  utter 
expressions  of  interest,  esteem,  and  good-will  for  Ellen 
Macdonnel,  which  forced  her  brother's  hands  to  tingle, 
and  his  heart  to  swell  almost  to  bursting;  then  he  would 
revert  to  the  past,  and  with  admirable  skill  in  torture, 
speak  to  the  spy — who  crouched  like  an  animal  at  Us 
feet — of  the  various  matters  thatweresure  to  rankle  in  the 
bosom  of  Lawrence  Macarthy; — such  as  the  apportion- 
ing of  particular  land;  the  removal  of  stones  fix>m  cme 
of  the  Macarthy  castles  to  rebuild  his  pig-sties ;  the 
doom  which  Iiad  been  executed  on  two  **  rebels,"  con- 
victed of  participation  in  some  late  afikir  on  the  bordea 
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of  Waterford  county.  It  was  really  surprising  how  he 
Goold  continue  in  the  tone  of  voice  wliich  had  so  com- 
pletely disgusted  Edward  Spencer  on  board  the  steamer; 
to  whine  forth  oily  sentences  of  cruelty,  freighted  with 
torture  to  the  feelings  of  the  imhappy  prisoners,  manag- 
ing— 80  nicely  were  they  timed— that  not  even  the  dip 
of  the  oar  should  cause  a  syllable  to  be  lost; — at  one 
moment^  chuckling  over  a  succcssfid  ruse;  at  another, 
blasphemously  chanting  forth  his  '^  gratitude"  to  the 
Almighty:  '*  Truly,  the  sun  is  permitted  to  shine  alike 
on  the  just  and  on  the  imjust — until  the  end  cometh, 
when  all  will  be  made  olear." 

It  was  evidently  intended  to  run  in  the  boat,  where 
there  could  be  no  chance  of  rescue — close  under  a  coast- 
guard station;  and  where,  if  any  tumult  arose,  a  siege 
could  be  maintained;  it  was  evident,  also,  from  the 
peculiar  light  seen  far  out  at  sea,  that  the  boat  was 
looked  for. 

Lawrence,  to  whom  every  foot  of  the  coast  from 
Cork  harbour  to  Cape  Clear  was  perfectly  known,  remem- 
bered how  deep  the  water  was  at  either  side  of  the 
narrow  peninsula  they  must  pass  to  reach  the  shore, 
and  which  jutted  £rom  the  base  of  the  proud  headland, 
a  natural  and  most  picturesque  pier ;  the  coast-guard 
had  rendered  the  almost  perpendicular  ascent  from  this 
"  pier,"  to  the  clifif-head,  more  secure,  by  cutting  steps, 
fixing  posts  at  convenient  distances,  and  connecting 
them  by  a  rope  ;  the  pier  itself  was  tolerably  broad- 
broad  enough,  at  least,  for  two  persons  to  walk  abreast — 
and  though  washed  over  at  high  water,  it  was  by  no 
means  as  '^  slippy"  as  might  have  been  expected.    No 
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\m\a\  riutltl  \ui\ct  upproached  beaesdi  tie  pramflDBTT. 
liiii  U\r  iliis  i'lviik  of  niitiirri  riwtlug  In  i  unif  imn  tiir 
III  ii\  iiiir  iK<<-tin,  which,  in  tliecalineBtlainBB,  ziiIlBdinttit 
iniLiliix  >\\v\\  Ik'nouth.  As  thejdzew  hbbTy  Ae  bs 
\Mi;i  liiiril  >lliiuly  upon  the  erect  of  llie  jnasaBSaai 
\\n\i\  (Mllt^il  (Mnphatically  '^  the  desdi  irsve,"  sndtta 
tliMiUiliHl  ik>  nipitUy  into  the  tzoogh  of  the  bc&,  Inti 
Klli-n  ratMcnl  hrr  oyc«  to  the  Bolid-looldng  suBof  lendoi- 
oolmi^ul  witUT  with  an  hitherto  unknown  ftefinp  of 
xciiwY  ;  tho  H4'ns:iti(»n  wait  quite  new  to  her — s  itmiB 
Ih»  tit  nil,  wlui,  for  the  first  Ume,  moimt  snd  onk  i^ 

thi^  itw  fill  ^\^l*lI. 

Tlu-  liiivh  of  tho  boat  threw  Abel  Richards  doser 
t(i  hii^  priMtiirr. 

*'  Vimni^  man,"  ho  ?ai(l,  "  I  would  not  see  tot  Qfi- 
li\«M'i*il  up  lo  ilu*  avt'iii^or  witliout  an  entreaty  that  Toa 
woiiKI  Inniiltji*  vtmrs4*iri)y  |>omtonce  and  prayer,  and  it 
inl-jjit  Ik*  iliat  :i  Anov  would  ojKin  by  means  of"  diTine 
•.■rart',  n>  ih.i!  ovon  :»t  tlu?  olovonth  hour  you  might  be 
t*A\i^i\ ;  I  till  not  nu'ini  savetl  for  the  nothincmesE  of  tUs 
lili\  but  Tor  I'tfM'nity." 

ir  Ab«»l  Klihanis  ooulil  have  seen  the  look  of  indig- 
nant MMtrn  wliirli  ro]>Iio(l  to  this  counsel  he  might 
havt»  luvn  blK'notnl;  ho  noted  but  the  impatient  gesture 
of  tho  pi\>ti(l  houily  nnd  tho  brutality  of  his  natme 
proni])to(I  him  to  continue: 

*'  You  nmut  surely  eoo  the  hand  of  a  directing  Pro- 
vidonoo  in  this,  dolivorod  as  you  are  into  the  pow»of 
tlu»  nioroil'ul  laws  ugain4St  which  you  not  only  rebelled 
but  Incited  otlicrs  to  rebel.  You  cannot  be  so  blind 
as  not  to  observe  how,  at  tho  moment  when  escape 
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within  your  grasp,  when  the  very  boat  that  was  to 
conTey  you  to  liberty  was  on  the  waters,  you  were 
delivered  over  to  justice — ^yea,  even  in  company  with 
her,  your  own  sister,  by  whose  testimony  you  will  be 
oonvicted,  imless  she  is  intimidated  to  perjure  her  soul 
£ai  your  sake;  though,'*  he  continued  in  a  tone  of 
mock  commiseration,  **  there  would  be  no  use  in  it, 
fixr  there  is  abundant  evidence  against  you,  yea,  truly 
abundant  to  hang  a  score  of  Macarthys." 

Still  Lawrence  replied  not.  No  Indian  warrior  ever 
endured  insult  with  greater  dignity;  nor  did  Ellen  to 
whom  he  had  the  coarseness  to  appeal  more  than  once, 
take  more  notice  of  his  words  than  if  they  had  been 
murmurs  of  the  sea.  Bichards  was  too  intense  a  tyrant 
not  to  feel  exasperated  that  any  living  creature,  his  own 
peculiar  victim  more  especially,  could  possess  a  power 
beyond  that  which  he  enjoyed;  and  he  persevered  in 
his  endeavours,  but  still  in  vain,  to  provoke  retort. 

Frequently  the  boat  neared  the  shore,  and  as  fre- 
quently it  was  considered  necessary  to  urge  it  back 
&om  the  fulness  of  the  swell,  and  because  of  its  being 
more  deep  in  the  water  than  they  desired,  in  conse- 
jnence  of  the  augmented  niunber  it  contained. 

With  the  malice  of  a  demon,  Richards  spumed 
tiurtogh,  where  he  still  crouched,  utterly  crushed  in 
bieart  by  the  cruelly  imjust  words  his  foster-brother  had 
lieedlessly  uttered;  and  while  doing  so  he  asked  the 
Nsrgeant  if  he  would  sanction  the  casting  such  a 
*  carcase''  over  board  a  little  before  its  time,  adding 
liat,  '*  God  forbid  he  should  mean  it  otherwise  than 
n  jesty  as  the  tender  care  of  the  law,  provided  that  no 
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such  popish  sinner  even   as  Murtogh  should  peiish 
without  benefit  of  trial,  time,  and  prayer." 

But  despite  all  these  little  '*  playful**  observaticnis  on 
the  part  of  Richards,  the  night  waned  slowly,  and  the 
rowers  declared  it  would  be  half-an-hour  or  maybe 
more  before  "  the  turn  of  flight  towards  morning"  ena- 
bled  them  to  land. 

Abel  Richards  had  frequently  partaken  of  and  distri* 
buted  what  was  deemed  in  those  days  necessary  to 
^*  keep  up  the  spirits"  or  to  ''  stimulate  exertion."  It8 
efiects  became  gradually  more  and  more  visible;  it  had 
for  some  time  swelled  his  exultation  into  insolence, 
and  while  it  thickened  his  articulation  rendered  him 
more  lavish  of  his  words;  disgusting  at  all  times,  the 
drink  rendered  him  even  more  so  than  usual,  as  with 
breath  heated  with  liquid  poison,  he  uttered  prayers  and 
imprecations  at  the  same  moment.  Ellen  raised  her 
eyes  to  heaven  and  then  fixed  them  upon  the  beacon 
light  and  the  irregularities  of  the  cliffi;  she  fancied 
that  her  wearied  body  and  over-wrought  mind  conjured 
a  vapour  into  a  vision,  but  as  the  boat  heaved,  she 
saw  gliding  from  the  pier — gliding  smoothly  and  with- 
out efibrt  over  the  pointed  crags — ^the  same  figure  with 
hooded  head  and  outstretched  arms,  the  veiy  figure 
which  years  long  past  she  had  seen  crossing  the  river 
on  the  memorable  night  when  her  aimt  and  Madam 
Macarthy  breathed  their  last.  She  watched  the  appari- 
tion gliding  through  mid  air,  its  cloak  floating  behind 
it,  the  arms  raised ;  up— up — and  then — ^that  wasnofireak 
of  her  imagination,  for  it  roused  the  attention  of  her 
companions  on  the  water — a  shrill  piercing  scream; 
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another — ^that  made  Lawrence  start ;  his  eyes  glared  and 
his  cheek  flushed ;  and  Murtogh  shuddered,  uttered  a 
sappressed  groan,  and  hid  his  face;  while  Abel  Richards, 
instinctively  crossed  himself  upon  breast  and  brow — 
the  habit  of  his  early  days  reviving  with  all  its  ancient 
force  during  the  brief  moment  of  terror. 

Again  the  shriek  was  heard;  but  fainter — and  from 
a  distance. 

**  Lawrence ! — ^my  brother — ^Lawrence !"  exclaimed 
EDen  in  a  tone  of  anguish.  And  she  cast  herself  on 
her  knees  by  his  side. 

"  It  will  be  soon  over  with  me  after  that^  Ellen,"  he 
murmured  in  reply;  ''but  it  makes  me  sure  of  one 
thing;  the  Banshee  never  cried  for  a  base-bom  Ma> 
earthy.'* 

Murtogh  roused  himself — sat  up-— and  said,  *'  Thank 
God  for  it." 

**  There's  the  first  gray  of  morning,"  observed  the 
sergeant,  after  a  pause,  '*  and  the  lull  came  over  the 
waters  with  the  scream  of  them  sea-birds.  Row,  boys, 
low,  three  minutes  will  do  it  now — steady." 

**  The  sae-birds  I"  stammered  Abel  Richards,  with  a 
thickened  utterance  and  a  triimiphant  chuckle,  deter- 
mined  to  do  away  with  the  impressioa  his  involuntary 
action  might  have  created.  "  It's  not  s — s — sae-birds." 
He  lifi^ed  his  hat  with  half-drunken  gravity,  swing- 
mg  &om  one  side  to  the  other.  "  Grentlemen — as  I  was 
going  to  observe — ^it's  a  case  of  de— ci — ded  blasphemy 
to  call  it  the  voice  of  sae-birds! — cock  sae-birds  up, 
with  such  (as  the  poor  benighted  sinners  call  it)  an 
^Boffaum  as  that  I — ^not  it,  indeed  I    Brethren ! — ^I  am 
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of  a  meek  and  merciful  disposition;  and  though  it  maj 
be  a  sin,  it's  the  wakeness  of  my  nature  to  be  meicifu..^ 
— that  sac-birds!''     He   clasped  his  hands  togethei 
"  No— it's  the  screeches  of  Papists,  howling  in  h — T 

But  before  he  completed  a  sentence  so  fearftilly  h 
accordance  with  the  brutalising  theory  of  his  latter  days-, 
the  boat  reeled  violently;  it  could  hardly  be  said  thcrc^ 
was  a  struggle,  but  two  men  rolled  rapidly  and  heavily 
into  the  dark,  deep  waters,  that  swelled  and  {retted, 
and  splashed;  and  the  waves  closed  above  them  as  the 
boat  shivered  and  then  regained  its  position.     A  low 
cry  of  mingled  horror  and  astonishment  burst  from  some 
of  the  men,  while  others  seemed  as  though  struck  by 
lightning.     Lawrence,  with  natural  bravery,  made  an 
attempt  to  spring  in  after  them,  but  he  was  unable  to 
accomplish  his  purpose,  his  guards  at  either  side  pre- 
venting it. 

"  It  is  Murtogh !"  sobbed  Ellen,  "  I  saw  Murtogh 
seize  him ; — there,  there  they  are — ^merciful  Heaven !" 

"Back  the  boat — give  me  that  oar!"  exclaimed  the 
sergeant,  who,  having  barely  tasted  the  spirits,  was  by 
far  the  most  collected  of  the  party. 

By  the  gray  light  of  morning,  Richards  saw  the 
effort  as  he  wrestled  for  life,  and  his  arm,  still  full  of 
strength,  was  extended  to  clutch  the  oar  flung  to  him. 
But  again  Murtogh  dragged  him  down,  and  the  bubbles 
floated  heedlessly  away.  And  now  the  whole  party 
was  effectually  aroused :  all  suddenly  sobered — and  all 
anxious  to  save.  *'  Here  they  went  down,"  said  one; 
"Look  there!"  exclaimed  another;  "Farther  to  the 
left !"  said  a  third;  "  They'll  be  dashed  to  pieces  on  the 
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3fermaid*s  bed!"  exclaimed  a  fourth;  and  deep  and 
earnest  fragments  of  prayer,  mingled  with  such  words, 
and  the  flinging  forth  of  a  net  and  an  oar,  during  those 
dreadful  moments. 

"  Look ! — ^in  the  froth  of  the  little  wave,"  whisperdd 
Ellen,  as  she  clung  round  her  brother. 

"  Maather  Lawrence !"  shouted  Murtogh,  and  though 
only  one  head  was  seen,  it  was  e\ident  the  struggle 
was  not  ended.  "  Masther  Lawrence — am  I  a  traitor 
now?* 

Again  and  again  the  boat  tacked,  and  once  an  arm 
waved  as  if  in  triumph,  and  then  there  was  neither 
BOimd  nor  shadow  on  tlie  sea,  save  of  the  creeping 
morning. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

THE  LATEST  8TRAN6EB. 

It  was  not  unlil  Lawrence  had  fainted  in  his  effi>rt8 
to  mount  the  clifif,  that  his  sister  became  aware  of  tlie 
extent  of  the  injury  he  had  received.  He  was  tendeily 
borne  to  the  top  by  the  sergeant  and  one  of  the  boat's 
crew^and  laid  upon  the  soft  mossy  grass  which  crowned 
the  rock,  just  as  the  rising  sun  sent  a  flood  of  glorious 
light  ovei*  the  ocean. 

*'  He  is  not  dead,"  said  Ellen,  in  reply  to  the  inquir- 
ing looks  of  those  who  bent  over  him,  while  her  hand 
was  pressed  upoil  his  heart  to  note  its  beatings.  *'Heis 
not  dead — not  yet;  I  know  he  will  not,  cannot  die  yet" 

No  tear  moistened  her  cheek,  or  dimmed  her  eyes. 
As  usual,  the  greater  the  anxiety  and  the  difficulty,  the 
more  collected  she  became. 

*'  Is  there  no  one  among  you?'  she  inquired,  *' who 
can  bear  him  in  and  see  to  his  wound.  And  is  there 
no  one  to  do  me  a  message  to  Mr.  Spencer  of  Spencer 
Court?" 

One  of  the  coast-guard  expressed  himself  well  skilled 


A  STORY  OF  IRELAND.  253 

in  gun-shot  wounds,  and  those  who  rode  for  commandB 
to  head-quarters,  and  to  convey  the  intelligence  of  what 
had  occurred,  ofiered  to  bring  a  surgeon,  and,  if  per- 
mitted, to  take  any  letter  so  far  on  its  way. 

Ellen  wrote — ^but  the  ready  wit  of  a  son  of  one  of 
the  boatmen,  suggested  that  he  shoidd  tap  at  the 
window  of  the  room  were  she  sat  by  her  brother's  side, 
while  the  outside  guard  had  gone  away  for  a  mo- 
ment. 

"  Leave  any  line  you  really  want  to  go  to  Spencer 
Court,  Miss  Ellen,  and  I  will  run  with  it  in  no  time 
over  the  mountains.  God  knows  when  what  he  took 
will  get  there  if  ever  it  does.  I  know  you  well,  Miss, 
though  you  don't  remember  me.  I  had  a  quarter  with 
Master  Mat  once,  and  have  been  a  poor  scholar  since, 
working  my  way  to  be  a  priest,  maybe,  if  I  don't 
looee  my  vocation;  but  drop  it  just  into  this  fine  bed 
of  nettles  under  the  window,  and  Tm  ofi*  like  a 
wild  hawk.  Tou  do  not  mistrust  me,  do  you?'  in- 
quired the  boy,  while  she  hesitated  to  reply. 

"  Indeed,  I  do  not" 

^'Then,  trust  me,  whether  you  want  or  not,  that  I 
may  do  something  for  you,  and  gain  another  step  to 
Heaven." 

Ellen's  great  cause  of  anxiety,  next  to  her  fears  for 
Lawrence,  was  for  Lotus,  and  she  desired  most  earnestly 
to  communicate  with  Lady  Mary  O'Brien  about  him  ; 
she  hoped  he  had  been  taken  off  by  the  boat,  but  it  was 
possible  this  might  not  have  been  the  case — and  then 
what  would  be  his  fate !  For  this  purpose,  she  anxiously 
desired  to  see  Edward  Spencer  ;  but  the  delay  was  an 


Kttnzes  BBi  s  I™'—"'  ■  *f  ""^1  ^^J"  vBc  iM  icpflc; 
die  full  loimd  cefnb  forehead  w»  AiJtwrrf  WUsd^ 

ynit-i.-lpff  on  Eiia  fare»c,  wiiorh  ccaai^mHj  iMUfrf  M 
wini  tsBeBee.  vet  KifiyLvseii  psni.  "**^J*—  is  k  vi^ 
dier  d^emetl  is  QficeaaarT  K>  cmnl  fcrtw  wdl  and  wMch* 
fiiTTT  It  strm^k  t^nw[  gg  ntfao'  ancolBr,  that,  aAa  hs 
mesengi^F's  depsnuze,  tbe  ivatck  witliotit  |.— gcd  and 
Teoaaed  the  windoT  it  Ksbed  imtxnks,  irliile  uboAb 
■eated  hiiBaell'  is  a  con^  of  die  room — ed  m  to  Re, 
mfaerthjm  be  seen.  Once  cc  tnice,  I^wioice  moaacd 
H>  heaTiIr,  that  EBen  suik  on  her  knees  by  liia  ade  is 
mTofamtaiy  pssTcr.  One  c£  the  moH  ittfennl  md  Inlif 
impobs  of  oar  iceenente  nsmre,  is  to  appeal  to  die 
Afanightj  in  aU  cisGi  of  £ffictiliy  and  distiefli ;  tfaoee  who 
diink  nghdy,  know  that  die  ominpotfsii,  all-giudii^ 
and  all-seeang  power,  ig  er^  leady  to  bear  sappStMbi*; 
and  weie  h  (mlj  in  die  hope  that  Bocb  sogpfiicatiaa  gini 
to  die  tnsdn^  sjnzt  by  iriwBi  it  H  n 
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UfflieflB  of  fidth,  its  reward  is  great.  Wliile  she  prayed, 
Lawrence  opened  and  fixed  his  eyes  upon  her. 

'*  The  last  time/*  he  said,  '*  that  I  slept,  and  yon 
watched,  it  was  not  thus  f '  and  he  held  forth  his  chained 
hands  towards  her.  ^*  I  wonder,"  he  said,  again,  after 
a  long  pause,  *'  I  wonder  what  they  mean  to  do  with 
me;"  then,  again,  while  Ellen  filled  and  refilled  the  cup 
with  the  cold  water  he  so  eagerly  drank,  there  was  a 
long  silence;  at  last  he  murmured,  ^^  Have  you  heard — " 

Ellen  recalled  him  to  himself,  by  pointing  to  their 
guard,  and  while  one  of  his  bitter  smiles  cast  its  shadow 
over  his  fiu»,  he  inquired,  *'  If  they  had  yet  foimd  poor 
Murtogh?'  Never  once  did  he  complain  of  the  anguish 
that  sent  alternate  drops  of  heat  and  cold  to  his  brow, 
imtil  his  hair  became  heavy  and  moist ;  he  only  asked 
for  air  and  water,  and  once  expressed  a  hope,  that  if  he 
did  not  get  better  after  the  ball  was  extracted,  he  might 
have  the  consolation  of  a  priest. 

It  would  be  impossible  to  convey  an  idea  of  the  sen- 
sation which  agitated  the  county  to  its  very  centre, 
when  the  events  of  that  memorable  night  became  gene- 
rally known.  The  frightful  end  of  Abel  Richards*  life 
by  means  so  unlocked  for,  was  at  first  believed  to  be 
one  of  the  romances  which  have  existence  only  in  the 
imagination  of  a  people  ever  ready  to  turn  the  imreal 
into  the  real;  and  the  facts,  terrible  as  they  certainly 
were,  received  additions  in  their  progress  from  lip  to 
lip,  each  story  being  more  wonderful  than  the  last, 
some  representing  Ellen  Macdonnel  as  drowned,  others 
declaring  that  Lawrence  had  jumped  out  of  the  boat 
with  Richards,   others  whispering  that  the  old  ser- 
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(vu;   x^Koiu    St.  Patrick  had  ^*lud7  cffiuiiiiif^  jci 
Ivtxoaih  tI\o  brimming  occaiii  had  ai 
tl^o  iv.'Ai\Uomi;u«  ilositpite  tho  efibrts  of  the  boacf 
l\':v  Mm  ;^t  vMKv  to  depths  which  he 
tit**^^lu;  tor  ovvT,  >vith  those  whose  nns 
v^V.      Hxv'  tkc(;j(«  when  rvolly  ascertained, 
tl'.*An;^h  tho  cvmutry»  axid  created  a  degree  of 
to;-    l.«(\vivuvv  Maoarthy,  wliich,  under  other  azcamr 
^t;4:x\\^  vvuUl  not  have  been  excited.    Every  fotasr 
\\<^\%  (h;vbU\l  with  9}-ni|mthy  for  Murtogh;  the  people 
{viuvilx  jMt  anvl  understood  tho  wild  heroian  vlodi 
\lo\v^u\l  him  tv^  death  to  revenge  his  foster  brodiffJ 
\ujuvio;s«  aud  vUl  himself  of  on  unjust  suspidon;  idnle 
t:'.o  ^i»i»t\»l>abilltv  ol*  tho  whole  incident  served  hat  to 
iuoiwij**  ;:»,o  A^usativm  which  spread  rapidly  thioughoct 
i.-.v'  vvx*.:\ii\.     As  tUo  day  jwssetl  on,  the  strongest  ex- 
vitv'U'.N  ni  j^:v\aiU\l  iu  tho  immediate  neighbourhood,  and 
i!io  usually  !!\*llt;irv  clilli  w:a*  crowded  with  people  of  all 
cl.is8^\'«  auvl  vlci:i\\>Bi,     Soldior?,  conceived  necessary  for 
tlu*  jnx^  lAutuni  ot*  tho  |h^co,  mingling  with  the  coast- 
\:uiuvl  N^iVuvi^  and  tho  |K*juftmtry, — ^it  was  deemed  more 
pvuviotit  tv^  pl:uv  a  sinm^  guard  of  military  roimd  the  sta- 
tivn\  Oil  ilu*  vliiV  to  which  Lawrence  had  been  removed 
t'i\>m  iho  U\it,  tiuui  to  attempt  conveying  him  through 
tho  cvHiutrv  while  lu  its  proivnt  state  of  ferment.    The 
{H\usiU\U\\  w!\o  had  Ihvu  skulking  in  the  moimtain  (ast- 
nosM's  over  siuvv  tho  failun^  of  their  project  at  Kaim-an- 
oi^;:h,  suvUlouly  auvl  numorvnisly  reappeared.     The  more 
n\<|  vctablo  class  of  farmoi"s  also  bestrode  their  stouthorsc?, 
and  rvnlo  towaixls  iho  cv>5ist.     The  people  of  Cork,  ex- 
cited  by  tlio  singularity  and  multiplicity  of  the  ru- 
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rnonrs  that  reached  them,  never  too  much  occupied  not 
to  attend  to  the  smallest  matters  of  news,  became,  as  it 
were,  the  creatures  of  a  new  existence,  and  assembled 
along  the  high  roads,  expecting  every  moment  to  see 
the  doud  of  dust  that  was  to  herald  the  prisoner's  ar- 
rival, if,  indeed,  he  was  permitted  to  be  borne  so  far 
towards  a  gaoL    Popular  excitement,  quivering  on  the 
very  verge  of  tumult,  was  at  its   height,  and  the 
strongest  sympathy  for  Lawrence  Macarthy  sprang  up 
among  those  who  had  never  before  regarded  a  White- 
boy  in  any  other  light  than  that  of  a  midnight  ruflian. 
Individuals  of  the  less  "  liberal"  pfiQty  recalled  some 
of  the  darkest  pages  of  their  country's  history,  and 
remembered  that  the  Macarthys  were  once  a  great 
people;  that  the  **  poor  young  man"  had  been  left  all 
his   life   ^^  to    run  wild/'    and  that    certainly   Abel 
Bichards  *'  was  not  what  he  ought  to  be  ;    that  such 
men  stir  up  all  evil  passions,  and  excite — if  they  do  not 
create — tumult,  by  the  very  means  they  take  to  suppress 
it ;  that  a  long  continuance  of  injustice  and  cruelty 
practised  by  one  member  of  a  body,  is  unfortunately 
considered  to  be  sanctioned  by  all ;  and  that  though  Abel 
had  long  been  scorned  and  avoided  by  the  gentry,  still  no 
open  and  decided  demonstration  had  been  made  against 
him — ^nothing  to  prevent  his  being  identified  as  one  of 
their  party — for  they  acted  with  him,  and  his  being  of 
"  their  party,"  was  the  only  reason  why  much  he  had 
done  was  passed  over  ;  while  people  whispered  to  each 
other:  **  Well,  what  can  we  do;  if  we  degrade  him,  if 
we  expose  him,  if  we  hold  him  at  bay,  after  his  con- 
version what  will  be  said,  but  that  we  have  betrayed 
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au  :i:  axTStL-r^  :  ^vty  &}i!>cr  lum,  bat  ive  do  not  thbk, 
jvjt  7iif  tui'te  /r  mr  Turn,  h  jswketomjVhJ*  Huistliege- 
3li^-.lI2^  rt-iiTzi.iL  Vi5:±^  aspbe  aH  pntj  and  prgudioe, 
wuL  7^%.aitr  X  JuJifT  i^rEuae  cnoj  Iwutt  'wlien  oooedie 
<^r.i  T^.c  '^.TTTi^-:  i'TfssSnlfkwecBed.caagedaniiiider 
{iLzr*:!!:::  :c  «t^.til:1t.  :::Lj:D:<TrTi  iiid  onackiiowledged, to 
:3»:^-,  'izz-:Qifih.^^  zht  ^I:  sad  tlus  iras  not  a  Httk  in- 
c:vufi«*I  *:  J  il*;  i:5:c£:a  brsse  lo  E31en  Macdonnd,  not 
calTrji:,:*?;  ^b:  karr  *>?r,\^«nl«Tibo8ewlioliadlieud, 
%r  ;T«-a  '•^.ivg^ai*!  ibzT  iai  bend,  of  licr  many  viztoes. 
Cai^rrjrf*  ij  i^:  »bi3  «*  v>"ald do  and  say,  heretAff, 
s.iiiil  x^icz  rrci  ir^cr  3t>:  tnl  wkile  some  declared  tint 
!•■£:  "rcuifj:  vjsj  r:::r:iIiT  wcTS2ided»  and  would  never 
j:**-*:  :.  u-i^  Jiif  rr-il  czi  ibe  s^rcairnh  of  thed^MOtkoa 
A:».l  y.-.jj-rif  j.-.l  rrr-.rr.  :. .  cchcrs  expressed  their 
v*::: '  ■ . :: .  :i  i^J^'  '--.T  Trj^ir.  ~- .  uli  bo  put  to  the  severest 
xL  ii.-  :.•?:>.  :•::  *1:  v-.-irs*:  ::'-  iott  dav?:  if,  indeed,  "tkc 
T*:'-  ■-1-.  '::^'  '--.l:£r.-:'i  ':~-;  il-sraTs  mighty  power,  did 
n.:  -.i":'.:  i  :*.•$*:>:.  :r  ii'sxne  £e?t  or  ship,  coming  they 
in.  v.-  :  . :  v.':. —.%>:>,  iixl  :>:':  beir  Hm  oJthe  coast 

Iz  ir.  i7..'^.-.\L'.-AV-T  ^.r-n  lice*  al:cT  the  manner  of 
A'.'/.  Il::-^;jri5*  J.-.M^h  !Lid  become  known,  boateof  all 
5^:3.<  ill. I  <>-ir>rs  w^r*  5>t?^?n  humrins:  over  the  still 
unbr:i:r.  culz:  ::'  :ho  w-iiers:  fivxn  every  fishing  Tillage 
ari  Li::!-:  ivr:  :h-:y  ci:v.-.\  iivighted  with  human  beings 
iLZJ>d-us  :•:■  stvk  :iie  Srriie?  committed  to  the  deep  in  so 
sinjuLr  Vu:  5o  awriil  a  manner.  These  boats,  so  well 
5;:1:-:  i  :  ■  brivc  the  s^vell^  of  the  fitful  waters^  and  the 
sul  Ivn  iT-ists  of  wind  that  rush  down  the  nvines  of  the 
rx*.:v  sh-Mc,  moved  ^vith  a  rapidirv  haxvlly  in  iiccordancc 
with  their  imgainly  and  heavy  forms;  and  long  before 
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lie  Sim  had  set,  there  Tvas  a  regular  line  of  com- 
nimication  between  the  people  on  land  and  those  at 
lea;  deeps  were  fitthomed  and  creeks  swept  with  nets, 
x>  whidi  at  intervals  stones  were  attached  to  make 
Awm  sink  the  deeper;  for  many  hours  every  effort 
iras  useless;  they  gathered  nothing  from  their  toil  but 
Sragments  of  stones,  clusters  of  sea  riband,  and  once 
>r  twice  some  small  fish  became  entangled  amongst  the 
neshes  of  the  nets. 

The  evening  was  as  calm  and  beautiful  as  the  one 
preceding:  it  was  so  close  and  fervid,  that  after  sun-set, 
it  intervals,  the  clouds  opened  and  emitted  what  the 
peasantry  call  ^'  silent  lightning."  There  is  something 
reacy  mysterious  and  grand,  particularly  at  sea,  in  this 
noiseless  illumination  of  the  heavens;  in  an  instant  the 
mighty  dome  is  rendered  refulgent,  you  catch  the  im- 
mense expanse  all  in  bright  light,  and  as  instantly  all 
igain  is  calm  and  gray,  with  only  the  pale,  sickly-look- 
bsg,  crescent  moon,  or  a  star  twinkling  here  and  there, 
3r  "  winking"  behind  the  passing  vapours,  while  the 
waters  beneath^  that  at  the  same  instant  reflect  the 
brightness,  are  again  spotless  as  before.  But  though  the 
Qfvening  was  closing  in,  the  people  rather  condensed 
than  dispersed,  and  many  talked  over  the  injuries  they 
had  received  from  Abel  Richards.  They  clustered 
together,  and  inquired  why,  if  the  body  was  found,  it 
should  be  permitted  Christian  burial?  why  it  should 
aot  be  cast  forth  like  the  carcase  of  a  dog — ^heaved 
Bx)m  the  pure  waters  to  blacken  in  the  sun,  or  remain 
ontil  the  wind  and  hail  battered  it  to  atoms?  They 
built  a  funeral  pile,  high  up,  of  his  evil  deeds,  and, 
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th*  on  hrt  lad  una  dead  (£ 

of  caaBn^t  <*  ngvtNti 

hwianfa  tta  widor  or  tha  fctha- 

to  make  to  tlw  catilogiK 

to  Oe  bbe  noh  of  Oe  AiJit 


!  datdj  nand  Ae 


IV  soi&B  Kiiii^nl    : 


Libra 

nsonilv  ajntt..  so  slent  that  erai  EUot  could  hen 
uc  x-H^  %T<-"tj  0k>.'h  Other,  ot  exchanging  srailencei 
w-.dt  ^«.'  ca  jlkMC.  whoae  patience  seemed  inex- 
0)UB<c'.<u.- :  ^enf  ns  none  of  the  usual  hum  tnd 
uttmrir  ;2^t  r^w?  aad  floats  above  a  mulutude;  thej 
%.-i;:^~i  j:r»:  sKri&ehad  beea  offi:ied  b j  the  hand  of 
viK  x  U)«:  o«:t  csLS:  that  the  most  cruel,  petsevering, 
sni  'jBRiix-os  v<c  all  taetr  "  hard-fisted  middlemea"  had 
Kv:  ocjC7t.'*yc  in  tte  xeir  tiilnesB  of  his  triumj^;  but 
tSK"  u-.-.L3irc  Uber  w«U  hare  Sdt,  and,  pcrin^  ex- 
^■sK^i.  u  SK^  aa  «i«it,  «ss  checked  almoet  to  its 
^^tmsMttU  ^T  tfbf  Mr  that  Lawrence  Macaithy  had 
Kv*«tvvd  £»  >inuh  vooad  &am  his  hand,  and  ^t  afta 
alLAtvlRKl&udshaddwdaeoDqaenH-!  Thedan^d- 
iiy^  {«f«»ifed  tk>  sttch  a  debtee  anungst  than,  that  the 
wti^-it^v  ot  3<nnogh  iras  for  the  time  oredot^ed; 
K»  tU;!:,  su  jobu  and  "»«•"■«'  natnie  had  premted  his 
kuujT  [K<fukr  anoagsc  his  fUkiwa;  bet  he  mnld  not 
bavv  gaunand u  Amltim could hm  known  it;  be 
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was  certainly  an  Irishman  in  his  foster-love  and  silent 
derotion  to  a  cause,  but  in  his  other  qualities  it  would 
have  been  difficult  to  trace  in  him  much  of  his  country. 
And  80  itgenerally  is  with  the  multitude ;  those  who  make 
the  greatest  sacrifices  are  frequently  forgotten  or  over- 
looked amid  the  tumult  of  evil,  but  popular,  agitators ;  so 
much  of  that  same  popularity  depending  upon  accident, 
while  he  who  follows  up  that  accident  is  so  frequendy 
hailed  as  the  creator  of  an  event — made  rather  for  him  than 
by  him.  Before  the  night  closed,  a  surgeon  had  extracted 
the  ball,  and  told  Ellen  that  all  depended  upon  the 
brother's  being  kept  quiet:  and  what  a  fearful  '^  all"  it 
was  for  that  poor  girl  to  think  of.    Lawrence's  fever  had 
increased,  and,  much  to  her  astonishment,  his  delirium 
did  not  partake  of  the  nature  of  the  more  recent  and 
dark  events  of  his  life,  but  wandered  back  to  the  scenes 
of  his  childhood.    To  remove  him,  the  surgeon  had 
fiaid,  would  be  certain  death ;  alas  I  she  too  well  knew 
that  his  life  would  be  prolonged  only  to  meet  death. 
More  than  once  the  idea  suggested  itself  to  her — if  she 
could  escape,  was  there  sufficient  evidence  for  his  con- 
viction? and  yet,  could  she  leave  him  now?    Hie  only 
relief  she  experienced  was  in  prayer;  again  and  again 
she  prayed ;  when  her  brain  burned  and  her  eyes  re- 
fused to  shed  tears,  she  prayed;  and  as  time  passed,  full 
of  the  beautiful  trust  which  the  high  in  mind  and  pure 
in  spirit  possess  in  each  other,  she  watched  and  listened^ 
knowing  that,  in  this  extremity,  neither  Dean  Graves 
nor  Edward  Spencer  would  desert  her.     One  of  the 
most  elevating  and  enduring  of  all  our  merely  human 
feelings,  is  the  trust  which  in  affliction  the  human  heart 
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has  in  the  sTrnpathy  and  afiectkm  of  ihoae  it  esteems  or 
loves:  it  approaches  neaiesc  to  the  HOLT,  of  all  ire  ei- 
pericnce  during  our  lives;  it  is  a  lealiflatian  of  heam 

on  canh;  but  it  can  be  cxpenenoed  onljbj  the  punk 

•  •   • 

Siill  the  people  did  not  disperse.  The  boats  seeoied 
detennined  to  renew  their  search  in  the  momhig;  for 
thev  anchored  by  twos  and  threes  in  the  didtezed  btjs, 
while  the  peasants  continued  watching  on  the  shore; 
and  Mr.  O'DridoolL  who  lived  near  the  spot,  ms  as 
much  on  the  alert  as  the  youngest  magistrate  in  the 
couQiv.  The  force  was  sufficient  for  evay  purpose,  if 
any  outb7\?ak  had  been  intended,  and  he  could  only 
hope,  with  the  c^icer  in  command,  that  if  the  bodies 
wen?  louni  the  people  would  separate:  they  hoped  tliis, 
thcurrh  thev  sciicelv  expected  it. 

Acc^rdirLg  to  the  miX>n's  riang  it  was  past  ten,  when 
a  tail,  iraun:  wonLm,  completely  shrouded  in  a  long 
blue  cloak,  her  lace  muSed  in  a  handkerchief,  and  the 
hood  c:'  i}ie  cloak  drawn  dosdy  aiotmd  it,  asked  to 
spe^  with  Mr.  O'DrisoolL    When  she  was  admitted 
into  the  s?rt  o!  kiichen  where  he  was  seated*  convemng 
with  the  young  cdicer,  she  said,  •'  I  must  see  you  alone." 
The  oScer.  casting  a  look  iq>on  her  dosdy  envdoped 
fonn  as  he  was  abvjt  to  leave  the  room,  jestingly  sud 
**  she  was  a  beauty  in  disguise."    The  woman  turned 
abruptly  round,  and.  though  her  fieshless  aim  quivered 
with  asv  or  inSrmitv,  she  threw  back  the  hood.    He 
never  :or^ot  that  lace;  it  was,  in  its  extreme  old  a!jc, 
both  force  and  nrm:  even-  wrinkle  was  as  a  record  of 
passion  or  suS^ring:  and  the  perlectly  white  hair  looked 
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still  more  blanched  when  contrasted  with  the  deep- 
toned  brown  of  the  withered  countenance.  The  young 
man  muttered,  "  God  bless  us !"  and  hastily  closed  the 
door. 

"  Who  are  you?"  inquired  IVIr.  O'DriscolL 

**  One  you  have  not  heard  of  for  many  years,  if  ever 
you  heard  of  her,"  was  the  reply.  "  I  am  the  mother 
of  Abel  Richards." 

**  God  help  you !"  exclaimed  the  magistrate  in  a 
kindly  voice.  "  Indeed  I  have  not  heard  of  you  for 
many  years,  and  then  it  was  said,  I  fear,  tliat  your  son 
treated  you  very  badly." 

To  this  the  woman  made  no  reply;  saying  only — "  I 
have  found  him." 

"  Found  what— the  body?" 

"  Yes — the  body — ^his  body — my  child's  body — there 
are  two— you  can  see  them  as  they  lie  in  the  clear 
water.  I  have  watched  over  him  all  day.  No  one 
thought  of  looking  down  between  them  two  rocks — 
they  must  have  struggled  in  there — and  the  easy  tides, 
though  they  lifted  them  up,  did  not  lift  them  out. 
Murtogh  of  the  Strong  Hand  lies  upon  his  breast — but 
Abel's  face  is  upwards : — Sir,  I  want  my  son's  body  to  lay 
it  in  the  grave;  but  the  people  will  not  let  me  have 
it;  they  would  tear  him  limb  from  limb." 

"  Do  they  know  where  it  is?' 

•*  No,  I  teU  you,"  she  replied  hastily,  "  light-footed 
men  spring  over  the  place,  but  they  never  think  of 
looking  down.  I  knew  he  was  coming  to  the  coast- 
guard; I  heard  it;  I  waited  two  whole  days — just  to 
get  a  sight  of  him  as  he  passed;  and  then  they  said 


jafei!*— I  iBsfed  down  alone  (finr  I  hue  fivd 
xxkasiTKo:  iftl  dbne»  bud-bj*  Salt  mom  tlm  tmatf 
latt  4i«m  wafednng  the  dow  moni  of  dtt 
en  m  foins  of  the  rook  at  the  heckcf 
^v^MK  a$  ^>iB  hnd;  ead  no  one  nunded  ihe  Iqm 
^  v£fia«»c  nr— le    mdaag  to   and  fito— to  ad 
» — ^kfr  ssHv  &u  die  was  thmkhig  of  ijir  ivealdb» 
4aa  2£»  ^ara&MBi.  and  hit  acocn,  and  hia  powvi  aid 
^>w»f  9ikK  Mb  w nn^i^  ofer  it  aUI — and  puf- 
^  3ttc^  Qu»  ae  jyU^^htj  to  keqp  the  canes  offluoi 
;K  :atf  ^HC    JLad  whan  I  lfam|^  how  ernd  he  had 
Xxa  V  anr^  ^  i^wn  MOlhBr    I  knew  I  was  doog 
YTvti^  aft  «&cn  m  uk;  end  Ana  I  called  to  mbd  thft 
oi^s  V  v«^  4  Vi^T  as  mj  htcaflt—end  then  the  tern 
::iC£scc  vd^wa  3KT  snce.  dtopping  into  the  w«ter  hj  my 
sec.     Ob^  bo^sKC  Ylrgin! — they  were  falling  OTcr 
Y^uf  tlicv  jLC  XT ! — (Lvr  down  in  the  depth  of  water 
5t»r-^-t>j:  ui*  j:  mo — ^w»  mr  own  child  T 

""  IsiLC.  31T  ^x\I  wvxKttii^  we  must  have  theee  bodies 

*'  I  w;&2:  3tY  ccdic's  cv^qpee*"*  she  lefdied.  "  I  want 
^.'  '^v  ::  :a  bio^T  ^:rv>Qnd — ihat  s  all  I  want.  I  know 
w:\jl:  sac  w;fe!^-^$tt^  it  mos  iqr  tkUdl — ^if  they  will  lei 
^.^jx'  sale  ji:jci  4w;fcT — i:>  alll  ask  in  this  world  I  hotdiey 
wac — 1  iLoaow  ^T*re  waiuB^  to  tear  him  in  pieoea." 

^*  YvUL  v^^  crifeia  ixxjuscice;  el  least  I  think  ao,"  aud 
Mr.  OlVjswIl — ^**  liwv  are  veiy  wraihfbl  against  his 
xuK^morr — aaore  piuticuIarlTf  as  I  tear,  Lawrence  Mar 
vmrthv  s  wvHind  »  wone  than  we  esqpected,  bat  sdU, 
thev  could  noc  i«tb$e  a  mother  the  body  of  her  child — 
K^d»  we  hiive  men  cnoogh  to  present  any  Tiolenoe." 
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"  That's  what  you  gentlemen  always  say,  when  vio- 
lence is  going  to  be  committed,"  she  replied,  in  better 
terms  than  he  thought  she  could  have  used.  "  Whenever 
3^ou  are  going  to  use  violence,  you  talk  about  prevent- 
ing it.  I  would  not  have  a  shot  fired,  or  a  bayonet 
drawn.  I  would  rather  sit  and  watch  him  day  and 
night — ^if  Murtogh's  grip  was  oflf  his  throat — than  have 
a  single  stone  thrown." 

Mr.  O'Driscoll  was  greatly  moved  by  this  mother's 
appeal.  Abel  Richards,  it  was  well  known,  had  most 
cmelly  deserted  her:  and  this  caring  for,  and  watching 
him,  when  his  remains  would  have  been  outraged  by 
the  people — this  love,  the  last  beating  impulse  in  her 
withered  heart — struck  upon  his  own. 

"  My  poor  woman !"  he  said,  "  I  do  feel  for  you  very 
deeply,  but  I  hardly  know  how  to  manage;  it  is  impos- 
sible," he  continued,  "to  do  any  thing  secretly;  and 
though  I  might  read  the  riot  act — " 

"  The  riot  act !"  she  interrupted,  and  threw  up  the 
window  which  overlooked  the  spot  she  had  described, 
and  from  whence,  in  the  bright  moonlight,  could  be 
seen  the  people  in  crowds  upon  the  strand  ;  "  there  is 
no  riot — ^I  have  thought,  since  I  came  into  this  room — 
I  am  an  aged  woman  now — almost  four-score  years  old; 
now.  Sir,  if  you  would  tell  them  who  I  am — if  they 
would  only  think  what  I  have  suffered,  maybe  the  Lord 
would  move  their  hearts — ^many  there  woidd  remember 
me,  and  they'd  let  me  have  my  dead  quietly." 

"  In  the  morning  it  shall  be  done,"  said  the  magis- 
trate. 

"  It's  a  long  time  till  morning,"  answered  the  old 
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tPvunim.  *'  im£  Muno^rh «  gi^  an  him  all  the  vUe! 
sua  I  lO  s:;  xu^mt  on  the  rock  all  night,  watdiiiig,  ad 
loakiTig  a^'-^x  inio  Ins  sxw&l  iaoe  ;  and,  majbe,  aU^ 
laai  i:>  T»t*  ksa  ^vrash  him  amy  in  ^te  of  meT 

yii.  O'DrxacciIl  iciotk  his  hat,  and,  after  aajing  afev 
Iciof  ^l>ra^  i:>  ihe  oiEc^T,  desired  the  woman  ta  foDov 
hJTT!  -«.*  iht-  Viu'h.  The  descent  iras  di£BcoIt  fiir  one  of 
Hf  iTi . irsi ciu.^  s:r.i ,  Wi  ho accampliahod  iL  He ms well 
ks.'Tm.  :inl  nui-h  Ix'lovcd ;  for  though  Tiolent  in  bis 
p.CiiJv^  hi  iiuJ  noTcr  ejected  a  tenant,  or,  depute  bis 
h&rd  iind  noisnr  -vTviros.  oxer  done  a  **  hard  thing"  to  a 
po:^  ikinslv.  luipidlT  a  c9>oird  gathered  round  him,  all 
wMiViT^^  inqiiiHirsabout  Lawrence  Macaithj;  he  heatatri 
in  Hs  rc'irji-f  :nore  ihan  usual,  and  then  quietly  quo- 
tiw'>no3,  in  hi?  mm,  a*  t."^  the  chance  they  had  of  finding 
whai  lioy  f.^UiX^i:: ;  iua,  strsmpxdy  enougli,  they  told  him 
thai  Murt.»irh's  i::  jiLit — ^ilio  h^b-inssuie  wandering  wo- 
mu'-i — }i^.l  Kvn  c-Ti  the  strand,  but  tliey  had  got  ha 
STTav.  Vy  invoiiiin::  5»v*iae  tale  about  the  tides  seitintr  in 
for  the  Bav  of  Kiusulo,  which  sent  her  off  in  that  di- 

m 

i\>c:Jon.  Mr.  ODrisooll  followed  up  the  tone  of  syn^ 
pathv  thus  creiitea,  and  inquired,  if  they  had  ever  heard 
of  Abel  Richanlf'  moihoj.  Many  had — and  all  seemed 
inclined  tc»  i\*A  for  her — and  then,  after  a  few  more 
word?,  he  said,  "  She  is  here/' 

It  was  an  cjq^eriment  upon  Irish  feeling:  the  poor 
woman  trombkxl  violently,  but,  after  a  few  moments, 
she  recovered  sufficientlv  to  address  a  few  words  to 
them  in  her  native  lancnace.  She  told  them  what  die 
liaJ  told  Mr.  O'Driscoll,  and  asked  them,  if  they  would 
give  her  her  son's  body  without  insulting  it.    Every 


A  8T0BY  OP  IBELAl^D. 


267 


voice  answered,  "  yes;"  there  was  at  once  a  forgetfulness 
of  every  thing  but  the  mother's  prayer.  They  raised 
him  tenderly  from  the  waters,  and  laid  his  head  upon 
his  mother's  lap — ^not  without  wondering,  why  she  so 
wept !  and  words  of  kindness  were  lavished  upon  her 
with  all  the  overflowing  abundance  of  Irish  sympathy 
with  affliction. 

**  God  bless  them !"  grumbled  Mr.  O'Driscoll,  as  he 
pufied  his  way  up  the  cliff;  "  they'd  have  torn  him  in 
peces  a  while  ago,  and  just  see  how  their  hearts  are 
melted  by  the  words  of  an  old  woman.  I  love  them 
aU — every  one — ^I  do— the  Rapparee  Scoimdrels !  their 
warm,  and  generous,  and  natural  impulses — when  they*re 
lei  alone — make  one  proud  of  the  sod." 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

THE  CLOSE. 

The  letter  wUch  Master  Mat  had  given  to  Mr. 
Spencer  was  from  Lady  Mary  O'Brien,  ezpresang  hei 
belief  that  Louis  had  escaped  to  the  coast,  and  in- 
quiring if  it  was  known  where  Doyle  was,  as  he  would 
be  certain  to  know  **  his**  movements.     Edward  pon- 
dered over  the  letter,  and  was  somewhat  astonished, 
upon  self-examination,  to  find  how  litde  the  clear  read- 
ing of  a  simple  riddle  had  added  to  his  happiness.    He 
was  certainly  highly  gratified  by  the  confidence  she  re- 
posed in  liim;  by  her  frank  and  even  cordial  expres- 
sions; by  a  more  than  half-hinted  reproach  concemmg 
the  knowledge  she  had  acquired  that  he  believed  her 
capable  of  encouraging  one  lover,  while  her  hand  was 
**  in  some  degree"  pledged  to  another:  but  he  saw  that 
with  her,  every  feeling  was  absorbed  by  anxiety  for  her 
brother's    destiny,    now,   more  than   ever,    clouded; 
every  interest  possessed  by  her  or  her  father  was  at 
work  to  get  him  out  of  the  country,  and  into  another 
quarter  of  the  globe,  and  she  hoped  that  his  final  escape 
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was  provided  for.  She  knew  that  if  he  could  make  his 
way  from  his  then  conceahnent  to  Shell  Bay,  there  was 
every  prospect  of  his  being  taken  off  the  coast,  and 
means  were  not  wanting  to  hoodwink  many  as  to  his 
movements. 

£dward  found  himself  engaged  in  internally  protest- 
ing, even  more  strongly  than  Dean  Graves  had  ever 
done,  that  Ellen  had  not  beguiled  Louis  into  the  strait 
in  -which  he  stood.    He  could  (for  there  was  a  similarity 
of  pursuit  in  his  case)  understand  the  love  he  felt  for  a 
lovely  woman  interesting  him  in  her  coimtry's  destiny. 
He  knew  that  this  might  have  led  him  to  any  efibrt; 
but  he  felt  so  much  pain  in  believing  what  Lady  Mary 
still  asserted,  that  Ellen  had  actually  encouraged  Louis 
as  a  lover,  and  was  secretly  working  to  rouse  the  coun- 
try to  rebellion,  that,  in  the  reply  he  addressed  to  Lady 
Maiy,  he  became  absolutely  chivabic  in  her  defence. 
When  Edward  and  Lady  Mary  met,  it  was  evident  she 
still  believed  that  Ellen  had  been  the  fatal  light  that 
had  betrayed  Louis  to  desertion  from  his  regiment  to 
follow  an  ignusfaiuus.    She  said  that  her  brother  had 
over  and  over  again  confessed  that  Ellen's  love  was 
promised  as  the  rich  reward  he  should  obtain,  if  their 
cause  in  the  West  became  triumphant,  and  she  assumed 
that  he  had  known  this  fix>m  Ellen  herself;  it  was  in 
vain  that  Edward  vowed  it  to  be  impossible!  Lady 
Mary  maintained  her  opinion  with  the  obstinacy  which 
women  sometimes  substitute  for  strength,  and  Edward 
in  his  own  mind,  for  the  first  time,  thought  her  hard 
and  unamiable;  but  this  was  a  too  bitter  judgment. 
Her  anxiety  for  Louis;  the  knowledge  that  her  aged 
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ind  noble  father  was  on  the  Toge  of  nuamtj,  nd 
that  her  youngest  hrothcr  had  Gaaght  the  eathnMHk 
leeling  from  the  expiring  toidi;  rendered  her  sefCfe 
and  nnjnst  towards  one  mem  tfam  wcaAj  of  her 
friendship,  but  whom  she  did  not  know  suflSdendy 
weD  to  understand.  Nay,  she  cast  finth  one  in&- 
nnation  which  EdwaidwasinstantlyaUe  to  repel  She 
said  she  had  no  doubt  that  Ellen,  and  Lawrence,  md 
Louis,  had  shared  the  same  shelter,  both  before  md 
after  the  gathering  at  Googane  Bazia — a  want  of 
generosity  and  womanly  fidth  that  moved  him  much. 

While  Edward  Spencer  was  returning  from  his  in- 
terview with  Lady  Maiy  at  the  Dean's,  it  must  be  con* 
fessed  he  fell  into  a  sort  of  reverie,  as  to  whether  t 
man  would  be  happier  with  a  woman  of  spirit,  who 
had  seen  the  world,  or  a  woman  of  sentiment,  whose 
8}niipathies  had  been  called  forth  at  an  early  period  of 
life,  by  acquaintance  with  the  sorrows,  rather  than  the 
■sins,  of  her  fellow-creatures. 

Mrs.  Myler  had  declared  that  ^'  Mr.  Edward  was  a 
charming  yoimg  gentleman,  rather  silent,  but  very 
good."  He  continued,  despite  events  that  would 
have  disturbed  the  equanimity  of  any  less  earnest  than 
himself,  not  only  to  make  plans,  but  to  carry  them 
into  effect ;  already  he  had  given  employment  to  many 
who  ventured  to  be  seen,  and  at  an  increased  rate  of 
wages — ^whidi  drew  upon  him  the  displeasure  of  some 
of  his  neighbours,  and  the  blessings  of  others.  He  had 
not  yet  had  experience  of  the  eflfccts  of  industry,  but  he 
foimd  the  people  ready  to  work,  and  grateful  for  em- 
ployment.    Mrs.  Myler  exceedingly   rejoiced  at  the 
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prospect  of 'good  drainage,  for  when  the  riyer  rose, 
nmdiy  of  her  offices  were  under  water.  She  spoke  of 
**  Scotch  farming,**  and  "  the  North,"  whenever  she 
had  an  opportunity;  and  if  she  could  have  discovered 
what  had  become  of  her  ''darling  Miss  Ellen/'  she 
would  have  been  in  a  state  of  greater  satisfaction  than 
Ae  had  experienced  for  a  length  of  time.  She  quite 
rgoiced  in  the  quietness  and  good  order  of  "her  young 
master,"  and  became  ten  times  more  precise  and  par- 
ticular than  she  had  ever  been  before.  After  the  lapse 
of  some  days,  the  account  of  the  death  of  Abel  Richards 
and  Ellen's  captivity,  threw  the  poor  woman  into  a 
state  of  agitation  impossible  to  describe;  and  though 
Mr.  Spencer  was  booted  and  away  within  a  few  mo- 
ments after  he  received  the  letter  Ellen  had  despatched 
£rom  the  coast-guard  station,  yet  he  hardly  rode  fast 
enough  for  the  old  housekeeper's  contentment.  "  He 
was  a  good  young  gentleman,"  she  said,  "  but  he  was 
not  as  quick  as  the  gentlemen  used  to  be." 

Certainly  there  was  one  more  swift  than  he — ^for 
whom  Ellen  was  summoned  in  the  earliest  morning 
watch  fix>m  the  ravings  of  her  brother's  fever. 

Lady  Mary  O'Brien  and  Ellen  Macdonnel  had  met 
as  girls,  both  proud  according  to  their  feelings  and  sta- 
tions. Lady  Mary  bright,  eloquent,  sparkling,  witty, 
and  conventional,  with  a  deep,  noble  heart,  but  a  heart 
neither  so  devoutly  true  nor  so  essentially  tender  as  that 
of  Ellen  Macdonnel, — ^Lady  Mary  loved  her  country, 
and  what  was  still  better,  the  people  thereof;  but  she 
laughed  at  them  as  firequently  as  with  them  ; — ^while 
Ellen,  at  all  events  of  late,  felt  her  heart  beat  and  her 


«;bM«:  Jbtt  3?  Mf  OM  tUBfid  thorn  into  xi&iile;  lldr 
y  cw^«s  ami  3l  &«r  ifltifitim  inrtiM  etcn  theh  Mmil 
Pbff  Ji^  3MC  »  jsil^  Rpdkd  bj  eich  odMi''a  fok^ 
orcasfM  » iKtta^  ^  pRNid  eia  ao  iU  endore  M  ft  d^ 
3unt£c=UM.  ^'ot  a»3dh«r  of  die  qii^^ 
^iffltsKCv«sc«iKdbv.  LftdylJMyhail  doneEllfin  nylicet 
Mil  jbg  ^fti  jc  SiBelwgam  to  feir  that  wich  hm  the  cue; 
$Qif  jifti  out^  K^  ^  licfirf  thftt  EDoi  bad  been  gner- 
^Hi&cr  ^^  dittSK..  ««dl  abe  afanoet  hyed  (unknown^  to 
jBccKOf  attfi  «Ka  H^gbl  be  tbe  fiict;  it  mui  poniUe, 
auv^  ^  v;»  QBBosiI:  dbe  would  baire  been  g^  to  bm 
&ec  ;si:i)s3irpMfeca  mnvitd  bj  enj  thing  that  onnfinnwl 
4  pp.;r«ace — kv  ta  die  wodd  wili  acknowledge  ik^ 
bufi  tk  W  ^."^  sEbe^  kaa  ;ft  tnitL 

Ltux  Mirr  O^Bcim  and  EDen  Maodcmnel  bad,  ne 
'javv  K;i^>£»  3KC  J5  pris  and  parted,  nether  feeliiig 
;i:t  Y  viccatrLott  V  kav>w  «zij  thing  moie  of  each  other, 
d:t^.l  ^vc  uavtllis:^  SO  l>^Te  that  such  was  the  cue. 
W  jxci  lilay:  sk*r<sid5  oq  the  **  tiying  to  like,"  on  ret- 
;^^i£r^  ^vcca  iatv>  acdritr,  it  nielj  soooeeds,  and  if 
d::  v^^'^virturizT  oc  meeting  did  occur,  both  seemed,  as  if 
bv  vru:uiil  cc£»:&s  iv>  aTcad  ic    So,  when  Ellen  wbs 
;fu:u.u:oGK\l  irvd  her  brother's  side,  and  entered  the 
cu:er  n.vc::«  o£  v>uic  tor  the  time  being  was  her  prison; 
$Iv  w-ju^  :or  1  N.'w  moments  unconscious  that  they  had 
luc:  ,i^a«  ;t$  women*  experienced,  in  the  Tery  flower  of 
tixe::  voun^  I:ve;$^in  jonowanddisappcintment;  strangdj 
enoujrh  united  in  purpose,  that  of  preserving  each  a 
bix^tlicr:  and  vet  su^jncious  of  each  other,  as  women 
noc  iLntKxjuondr  are  until  s;»ne  action  or  word,  or 
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even  look,  changes  the  always  rapid  current  of  their 
thoughts  and  feelings. 

**  You  remember  me,  Miss  Macdonnel?'  said  Lady 
Mary,  taking  her  hand*    "  Surely  you  remember  me?' 

•*  Now,  perfectly,"  was  Ellen's  reply,  "  but  I  did  not 
at  first;  my  brain  is  so  bewildered,  my  eyes  so  full  of 
horrors,  that  for  a  moment  I  did  not  know  you." 

Lady  Mary  paused;  she  was  struggling  for  composure 
and  achieved  it  at  last  by  an  effort  as  violent  as  it  was 
painfuL  "  My  brother  I"  she  said.  ''  I  am  in  a  state 
of  agony  about  my  brother.  Can  you  tell  me  any 
thing  of  him?  He  has  not  been  taken,  that  I  fully 
understand;  but  has  he  escaped?  Is  there  a  chance  of 
that?  Oh,  misery!  I  should  endure  less  if  he  were 
dead  before  me !" 

"  You  may  think  so,"  answered  Ellen  solemnly, 
"  but  so  it  is  not ;  you  do  not  know  what  it  is  to 
watch  the  coming  of  death  as  I  have  been  doing  during 
the  last  hours." 

"  I  heme  known  it !  God  help  me,  there  arc  few  sor- 
rows I  have  not  known,"  answered  the  young  widow ; 
"  few  indeed  that  have  not  pressed  upon  mc." 

"  Sorrow  makes  us  selfish,"  replied  Ellen,  "  sorrow 
makes  us  very  selfish;  but  there  is  much  difference  in 
watching  the  departure  of  a  beloved  object  when  no 
shadow  but  that  of  death  rests  upon  his  brow;  you  look 
as  though  that  were  the  darkest  as  well  as  the  last  of 
all  earthly  sorrows;  but  you  are  wrong,  there  are  deeper 
and  darker  shadows  than  those  wliich  are  cast  by 
death." 

"  My  brother !"  said  Lady  Mary, 

VOL.  II.  T 
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^  I  lw{\\  Aiul  think,  he  is  safe,"  replied  EDea;  lai 
; -vii  >^  v'  vlv^kvilwl  hv>w  they  liad  desceiided  to  tbebois 
Iv^\^n,>;  a;»i  lvhu)d«  how  they  had  been  at  onoe  soxed 
>\  A'.vi  Uwlxanitf  and  hus  party,  and  how  she  had  sea 
vu*  U\»;»  ^knibtlvcM  iutcndcd  for  their  presovitioiit 
^^^nr^t,^  (ow^^xb  ShcU  liay  after  they  had  left  it. 

I  .<^\^  XUry  vRi;  :$o  excited  by  hope  that  she  made 

'u*  :rK(.^:rv  A»  u^  the  ivaam  irAjf  Louia  waa  left  bduml; 

l'v«;i  c!.\-.*,  c\^^  ilufti  much  aa  the  disdoaure  of  the  whole 

%Mu:k   'nmn  vwft  Vat«  Uuii  disclosuie  most  be  made. 

r»  .^^    u:f''4^vv   Ku»u\'»i',   slu}  said,    had  created  va- 

'.•x\:.v  .i'tvl  ntctfii  muiv.'x:iUy  contending  feelings  in  the 

M  %x:n  ^^'  :  v;:  ;'c\^;Iwns  and  at  the  moment  when  the 

N\».   \Mv   '•.  s;;''u  which  iliey  In^Iieved  was  to  convey 

V  '  ^  /'oy  v:;i.irr\'lIv\L  iiKv?t  bitterly,  and  Louis 

\i  ..»   V .  A  \  V A  •  •  •  •  H*  t^;  V * o  b  V  1 10 r  brv>thor  s  'violence. 

■   *^:i>  ^  .•lvti;!y  ai::;:aicd  while  she  spoke;  her 

'i^     •.'    >*v\L  "vv  ■.  ;'«?  iivx^ucaily  cluuj:  together,  and 

^    -^-   ^-    -    -      ,    .::ul    :rvn;ulv>us;  but  Lady  Maiy 

,  *  .  ■>    •.i.\s^  '.V    x*;>;:\\':i  uudcr  the  circumstance?, 

.\s.-  \      ;  '.   >— ix-  brvnv>5  ir*»theretl,   and  her 

.    4  -  ^^  ■ :  •  ^  V .  / -.0 f  ", III jv r :o u;?  or  wi t ty  in  it?  ex- 

■'.tv*    .'      vv.f ■^-    -wvl.  \\'-.'.v'  livr   bjvjciii   heaved,  and 

V  vl  '  v,  ."\-r.  s  ;>..•  o'JLvl  of  Vls  saorinco  tor  yo'd 
.s.u.  \  \  V.  X.  V-  s.i  ..  •■,-."'v  Vu:  a:  L:::orvaI<:  "  iliii  wii 
'■'»''  ^  .-'  \     *•.>  :*;v:  viui— <niijkved  bv  vou,  in- 

m  m 

•  ■  .    '         \!        .       >       .       ■  •  •  ..   .  ^  »-••• 

%      .  *»  .  .  K  ^v.  .   .  s.  u^^v  »••     •A^iA.x^*,  «aOv^\*  r«-  •  -^' 
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\ras,  as  I  have  written  you  no  inveigling.  I  wonder 
you  could  use  the  word  to  me;  I  cannot,  for  a  mo- 
ment, defend  my  brother's  conduct;  it  cannot  be  de- 
fended, it  was  utterly  and  unpardonably  violent,  and 
grew  unfortunately  out  of  this  very  subject.  Alas! 
alas!  Lawrence  was  wofiilly  to  blame  from  the  first; 
lor  he  knew  how  cold  my  feelings  were  towards  your 
brother,  and  yet,  in  his  zeal  for  success,  in  his  eager- 
ness to  retain  his  influence  for  his  cause,  he  led  him 
to  believe  I  favoured  an  affection  which  I  thought 
my  own  commmiications  must  have  quenched  long 
ago.  I  little  thought  my  letters  never  reached  him — 
poor  Lawrence !  he  was  misled  by  his  own  blind  zeal, 
by  his  impetuosity;  but  he  is  punished." 

Perhaps  Lady  Mary  hardly  heard  her  words,  cer- 
tainly her  expresfflon  was  in  no  degree  softened  towards 
£llen«  *'  I  shall  go  mad  !*'  she  said  at  last.  '*  It  is 
night,  and  detention  would  follow  discovery,  yet  I  am 
strongly  tempted  to  go  at  once  to  Shell  Bay.  Oh, 
Father  of  Mercy !  to  think  of  his  being  left  to  perish 
like  a  dog,  by  him  whom  he  so  laboured  to  save !" 

**  There  is  every  chance  for  his  being  saved — ^for  his 
escaping  now;**  said  Ellen,  "  if  he  had  descended 
the  beach  with  us,  he  must  have  be^i  imprisoned  with 

OS. 

"  Repeat  those  words,"  said  Lady  Mary,  catching 
her  arm,  "repeat  them." 

Ellen  did  so.  "It  is  true!"  she  said,  breathing 
deeply,  as  if  a  great  weight  had  been  removed  from  her 
mind.  "It  is  quite  true.  Providence  works  mysteriously; 
I  see  it  now  clearly.    If  I  have  done  you  injustice —  " 

t2 
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«<lFr  intemipted  EQea  Micckmnd,  Pmiagvnj 
as  proudly  as  Lady  Mary  cocdd  luiTe  tazned.    *^Ifr 

^^  I  have  done  bo;  and  yet,  I  fedtBindignaiitat  joor 
scommg  my  brother's  loYe,asI  flbonldluKve  doiieal  jont 
urging  liim  to  liis  destruction.    Is  not  this  stan^r 

^*  Not  if  I  had  scorned  it,  which,  God  knows,  I  nera 
did.  There  is  no  scorn  in  my  heart,  bat  for  the  ink 
and  worthless,  and  well  you  know  he  is  none  of  tbcK." 

''  I  have  heard,"  said  Lady  Maiy,  ^*  I  have  heiid 
much  of  your  higb  bonour,  and  your  love  of  Indi. 
Will  you,  can  you  foigive  me?  I  cast  boat  net 
and  utterly  disclaim  the  evil  surmises  wbick  my  on 
evil  judgment  suggested — ^I  am  ashamed  <^  mpdL 
I  confess  this  now  himibly  aind  ancerely; — if  we  had 
met — all  would  have  been  cleared  long  since;  but  you 
avoided  me  always,  you  always  shrank  from  me." 

**  The  pride  and  coldness  of  Lady  Mary  O'Brien,"  re- 
plied Ellen — and  then  astonished  at  the  tone  of  severity 
in  which  she  spoke,  she  paused,  and  to  amend  ber  wards, 
endeavoured  to  recall  them.  *'  The  pride  and  coldness — 
attributed  to  you,  by  those  who  think  rank,  and  beauty, 
and  pride  inseparable,  prevented  me.  I  was  always  a 
fortuneless,  and  of  late  have  been  almoet  a  fiiendlcsB, 
girl — dependent  upon  a  self,  which  has  been  rendered 
miserably  weak  by  circumstances — and  now — a  prisoner 
— watching  a  prisoner's  death  bed ! " 

"  No — no," — said  Lady  Mary,  afiectionately — ^^  all 
things  will  yet  be  well— each  word  you  utter,  con- 
vinces me  of  my  own  xmworthiness;  I  cannot  look  at 
you  and  hear  you,  without  being  weigbed  down  by  a 
sense  of  my  own  unworthiness— I  cannot  breathe  the 
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air  you  breathe,  without  feeling  that  all  Edward  Spencer 
said  of  you  was  true." 

Ellen  was  standing  elose  to  the  candles  that  were 
burning  on  the  table,  in  the  room  which  had  been 
vacated  to  enable  Lady  Mary  to  meet  her,  as  she  en- 
treated, alone.  Lady  Mary  had,  even  while  speaking, 
observed  the  death-like  paleness  of  Ellen's  features;  but 
the  instant  she  named  Edward  Spencer,  a  bright  glow- 
ing blush  overspread  her  face,  and  arose  even  to  her 
brow.  The  deep,  keen,  inquiring  look  with  which  Lady 
Mary  regarded  her  increased  this  confusion,  and  she 
turned  away  murmuring,  that,  if  her  ladyship  would 
excuse  her,  she  would  go  to  her  brother. 

"  But  say  that  you  forgive  me,  first.  Do  not  leave 
me,  distracted  as  I  am  by  the  uncertainty  of  the  fate  of 
one  I  so  dearly  love,  and  reproached  by  my  own  con- 
science for  injustice  to  her  who  deserves  my  thanks,  not 
my  reproaches." 

Before  Ellen  could  reply,  Mr.  O'Driscoll  craved  per- 
mission to  enter.  He  told  Lady  Mary  he  had  done 
what  he  ought  not  to  do,  in  permitting  her  to  liave  so 
long  an  interview  'v\-ith  a  prisoner,  and  he  must  re- 
mind her,  that  the  time  she  had  requested  had  expired. 
He  added,  that  the  schoolmaster,  the  half-witted  school- 
master of  Spencer  Court,  had  been  waiting  some  time 
outside  to  see  Miss  Ellen ;  that  really  he  did  not  wish 
to  be  harsh,  but  it  was  difficult  to  deal  with  ladies  and 
idiots.  At  any  other  time  the  ladies  would  have  smiled 
at  the  classification ;  but  their  hearts  were  heavy. 

Ellen  urged  what  harm  could  happen  from  her  seeing 
Matthew  for  a  moment,  and  that  if  Mr.O'Driscoll  thought 
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it  right,  she  would  do  so,  either  in  his  piefleiioe,  or  m 
the  presence  of  whoever  he  wished  to  appoint. 

The  old  magistrate  looked  earnestly  into  her  &oe, 
smoothed  down  hcrhairwith  his  huge  hand,  and  twisted, 
as  in  reverie,  one  of  the  glossj  nngleta  loond  his  finger, 
then  again  laying  his  hand  upon  her  head,  he  bade  God 
ble^  her,  and  quitted  the  room,  leaving  the  door  ofen. 

The  next  minute  Matthew  rushed  in,  and  almort 
cast  himself  at  her  feet.  ^'  My  blessed  child,  my  did- 
ing  Miss  Ellen,  I  have  found  you  once  more,  ihoo^ 
they  say  you  are  a  prisoner,  but  there's  no  chains  on 
you,  dear;  and  the  poor  Macarthy !  Oh,  jewel !  bat  my 
heart  is  heavy;  and  you.  Lady  Mary,  I  gave  the  kttis 
you  intrusted  me  with,  long  ago,  into  Mr.  Spencer's  own 
hand,  I  did  indeed;  and  the  country  says  when  you're 
mistress  of  Spencer  Court  they  hope  you'll  be  as  good 
there  for  poor,  as  the  one  they  hoped  would  be  lady 
there  for  many  a  year  to  come." 

" Matthew!"  interrupted  Ellen,  in  a  tone  not  to  be 
misunderstood. 

"Oh,  dear  ;  well,  I  should  not  say  it,  sure  enougli; 
she's  a  noble  lady,  and  wanted  to  pay  me  for  taking  a 
letter  to  Spencer  Court  the  other  night;  but  I  don't  like 
new  money,  it's  a  great  temptation." 

**  Ilave  you  any  thing  to  say  to  me,  Matthew  ?"  said 
Ellen. 

**  Nothing,  dear,  only  to  look  at  you;  and  to  know 
if  they'd  let  me  sit  in  the  room  with  Lawrence ;  and, 
darling,  sure  I'm  just  come  from  the  Shell  caves." 

Both  the  ladies  started,  and  Lady  Mary  shut  the 
door;  but  it  was  instantly  re-opened  from  without 
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"  And  wliat  did  you  see  ?'  inquired  Ellen,  with  forced 
composure ;  for  Lady  Mary  could  liardly  bieathe — ^much 
leas  cpeak — ^but  clung,  pale  and  panting,  to  Ellen,  for 
Sfxppart, 

"  I  tracked  you  there,  dear,  and  kept  on,  and  got 
down  to  the  inner  cave,  by  the  pass  the  sea  king  made 
when  he  imprisoned  the  poor  Kathleen  in  the  diff." 

'^  And  saw  nothing,  I  dare  say,''  said  Ellen,  looking 
at  Matthew,  significantly. 

"  Oh,  not  so !"  he  replied,  forgetting  his  sorrow,  and 
seeming  as  gleeful  as  a  child  ;  **  not  so,  there's  signs  of 
hid  treasure  in  both  caves,  and  in  the  windings;  I  ex- 
amined well,  for  it  was  broad  day." 

"And  that  was  dl  you  saw?'  said  Ellen,  in  an 
almost  faltering  voice. 

"  'Deed  was  it;  what  else  was  there  to  see  ?  I  thought 
you  were  in  it  still,  and  would  not  believe  but  you  were ; 
and  I  searched  every  comer,  and  called,  and  the  echo 
gave  the  fool's  answer,  repeating  my  words — 'deed  did 
it.  I  thought  there  were  a  few  spots  of  blood  on  the 
floor,  but  that  must  have  been  my  fancy — for  it  was  on 
the  shore  below  the  lamb  was  seized  by  the  wolf; 
there's  a  fable  about  it  in  a  book ! — ^many  a  time,  dear, 
you  read  it  on  my  knee ;  can  you  remember  the  name 
of  the  book.  Miss  Ellen  ?  you  ever  and  always  had  a 
wonderful  memory." 

"  And  so,  Matthew,"  persisted  Ellen,  with  marked 
emphasis,  **  we  were  all  gone,  before  you  arrived." 

*'  Though  I  tramped  the  country  after  you  night  and 
day,  the  Lord,  he  knows !  But  they  can't  harm  you, 
jewel,  can  they  ?  You  had  no  conspiracy !  they  can't 
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liuit  nor  harm  von.  the  Lord  above  would  notsnflerit! 
But  my  mind  is  often  dark  in  things;  there  irere  ever 
so  man  y  people  creeping  about  the  bay  like  hunted  tm- 
mal5 — ^poor,  half  naked  creatures — and  they  would  htve 
it  there  were  two  boats;  yes  'deed  would  they.  The 
first,  the  fake;  the  second,  the  true.  Oh,  dear!  if  joa 
had  but  waited  for  the  second—but  the  false  took  die 
heaviest  freight,  for  the  true  carried  away  only  one  gen- 
tleman. And  how  was  thai^  Miss  EHIen;  I  can't  uado^ 
stand  it ;  but  that  was  what  they  said." 

'*  Ay,  and  true  enough,"  growled  one  of  the  xnea 
without  the  door  to  another,  '^  for  Pether  the  Peder 
never  waited  to  sec  if  his  friend  and  pathron's  body 
would  be  found,  but  s>vore  that  their  fine  drill  captsdn 
wus  still  in  the  caves,  and  off  he  went  with  some  of  us; 
but  that  bird  was  off  before  he  got  near  the  place." 

Ellen  felt  Lady  JIary  leaning  more  and  more  heavily 
upon  her;  she  had  fainted.  "V\Tienshe  recovered,  Ellen 
was  :iiriiin  beside  her  brother.  Nothing?  could  exceed 
the  re.-fX-vt  which  was  shown  iliss  Macdonncl.  From 
the  sui'ireon's  report  in  the  morning  it  was  e\ident  that 
Lawrence  ^lacartliv's  hours  were  numbered,  and  ex- 
cepting  that  every  effort  was  used  to  induce  him  to 
confess  the  niinies  of  his  accomplices,  he  was  left  almost 
alone  with  his  sister;  he  became  more  collected  and 
suirored  loss,  but  continued  to  eA*ince  the  same  reckles? 
disposition  to  the  very  last.  T\Tien  pressed  as  to  the 
pa])ers  known  to  have  been  in  liis  possession,  he  looked 
towards  Ellen  and  said,  **  She  lias  them." 

"  Had'  was  his  sister's  cahn  reply;  "  I  destroyed  every 
one  of  them  witli  my  o^vn  hands." 
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*'  Did  you  read  them?" 

*'  Certainly  not.  How  can  you  insult  me  by  such  a 
-question?" 

"You  may  believe  her,"  said  her  brother,  "you 
may  well  believe  her;  not  to  save  my  life,  though  I  am 
sure  she  dearly  loved  me,  woidd  she  tell  a  falsehood? 
Poor  Nelly !  She  is  unfit  to  deal  with  a  treacherous 
and  lying  world." 

He  gloried  far  more  than  was  seemly  even  in 
speech,  in  the  end  of  Abel  Richards;  he  almost 
seemed  to  forget  that  to  him  he  owed  his  death,  in 
the  satisfaction  he  felt  at  the  knowledge  that  he 
fell  in  his  hour  of  trimnph  by  the  means  of  his 
low  bom  foster-brother;  and  yet  he  shed  tears,  tears 
sofl  and  gentle  as  a  woman's,  at  the  loss  of  Murtogh. 
He  rose  in  his  bed  and  uttered  a  few  words  of  grateful 
prayer  when  Ellen  whispered  to  him  the  escape  of 
Louis,  and  told  her  if  ever  she  met  him  agson  to  say 
that  he  asked  his  pardon,  and  believed  that  some  of  his 
afler  thoughts  were  right;  and  then  he  grew  fierce  and 
impatient  and  strove  to  arise  firom  his  bed,  and  when 
the  movement  caused  him  such  pain  that  he  became 
insensible,  Ellen  persuaded  them  to  remove  the  cruel 
handcufl^;  yet  when  he  recovered,  as  if  in  disdain  of 
the  indulgence,  or  displeased  that  she  stooped  to  ask  a 
favour,  he  lay  still  and  silent — awaiting  death  in  the  very 
prime  of  his  youth;  while  Ellen,  the  heroine  conquered 
by  the  woman,  failed  to  restrain  her  tears,  and  was 
thankful  when  the  priest's  arrival  caused  her  to  with- 
draw. 

The  confession  of  a  Macarthy  was  never  quickly 
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made;  and  yet  when  Ellen  letuined,  aUhoogh  mudi 
exhausted,  her  brother  still  endeaYouied  to  lestEain  Us 
words.  He  asked  her  if  she  could  ang  one  of  Iqb 
&youritemelodie^  naming**  The  Minstrel  Boy  r  Sic 
tried,  but  her  Yoice  fidteied,  and  at  last  filled  altth 
gether.  He  then  impatiently  desbed  her  to  lepeit 
the  wcxrds.  Matthew  had  been  permitted  to  come  into 
the  room,  and  was  seated  on  the  bench  of  the  open 
window,  through  which  the  sea-breexe  poured  lefiesb- 
ingly.  A  book  rested  on  his  knees,  but  he  could  ooi 
decipher  a  single  letter  it  contained. 

'^  Shall  I  sing  it?'  said  the  schodmaster,  and  irith 
his  wonted  absence  he  b^an  a  Latin  hymn. 

Suddenly  Lawrence  exclaimed,  ** That's  it!  Rai* 
your  voice,  Domine,  that's  it. 

***  And  phunes  in  the  gay  wind  dancing 
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dancing 
To  the  flames — 
And  the  wail  of  the  fiitherlen, 
All  dancing  oyer  the  Whitehoy'a  graye.' 

They  were  his  last  words;  the  next  Ellen  heard 
were  from  the  lips  of  Edward  Spencer. 

**  Do  not  weep,  Ellen — dear  Ellen — ^I  will  be  to  you 
a  brother!" 

The  people  without  soon  learned  that  Lawrence  wis 
no  more,  and  Matthew  was  permitted  to  inform  them  of 
the  precise  manner  of  his  death;  they  had  faith  in  all 
he  said,  for  they  knew  him  incapable  of  deception. 

For  a  time  they  clamoured  loudly  for  privily  to 
*^  wake  him,"  after  the  custom  of  his  house^  but  it  was 


A  8TOBY  OF  IBELAKD.  283 

not  coDflidered  right  to  grant  this  request,  though  they 
were  told  he  should  be  buried  in  the  grave  with  his  an- 
oestois:  that  had  been  granted  to  his  sister. 

Tim  gave  them  some  satialactiaii^  and  their  feelings 
found  vent  in  the  wild  '^  UUagawn!^  which  passed  rapidly 
from  lip  to  lip,  some  chaunting  as  they  departed,  others 
lingering  on  the  diffii  and  on  the  beech,  until  the  boats' 
C3:ewB  took  it  up,  so  that  the  sea  echoed  the  sorrow  of 
the  land;  they  hardly  knew  how  to  contain  their  grief, 
for  it  was  deep  and  sincere,  and  mingled  with  their 
mourning  there  was  also  some  consolation: — 

**  The  wild  flower  is  withered — the  young  eagle 
fallen ! — the  last  of  his  race  taken  irom  us !  there  is  no 
longer  a  branch  of  the  tree  that  once  cast  its  shadow 
over  tens  of  thousands  of  acres;  and  the  young  deer,  the 
lambs,  and  the  herds,  have  no  shelter,  nor  the  native 
birds  a  leaf  whereon  to  hang  their  nests ! 

"  The  wild  flower  is  withered — ^the  young  eagle  is 
fallen !  but  vengeance  rapid  as  lightning  followed  the 
traitor's  ball,  and  the  foster  brother  did  his  duty  at  the 
last.  The  ocean  closed  above  the  destroyer,  and  his 
soul  had  no  time  for  prayer ! 

*'  But  thy  soul  waited  in  its  beautiful  temple  till  the 
pardon  was  given  and  the  blessing  was  said;  the  Ma- 
carthy  escaped  from  his  enemies — ^his  hand  was  free 
on  his  death  bed— -and  the  ocean  sent  its  breezes  through 
the  open  windows  to  cool  his  brow. 

"The  wild  flower  is  withered.  The  young  eagle  is 
fallen;  bright  were  thine  eyes,  son  of  an  ancient  race ! 
Whiter  thy  skin  than  the  blossoms  of  the  sloe — sweeter 
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thy  breath  tlian  the  breeze  over  the  hay-fidds  in  a 
valley  of  sunshine. 

"  Thy  large  heart  beat  strongly  in  a  noble  boeom, 
and  thy  step  was  firm  and  stately,  thou  last  of  a  long 
line  of  princes! 

"  The  wild  flower  is  withered — the  young  eagle  is 
fallen — the  last  of  thy  castles  is  a  blackened  rmn. 
There  is  none  left  of  thy  name,  for  the  gentle  dove 
that  folded  her  wings  over  thy  head,  is  not  the  child 
of  thy  father,  though  she  called  thee  brother.  SKe  de- 
BQTvcs  our  love,  for  she  loved  us  in  our  sorrow.  She  is 
a  pulse  of  our  bleeding  hearts,  and  still  more  for  thy 
€ake  do  we  love  her ! 

"  The  wild  flower  is  withered — ^the  young  eagle  is 
fallen ! — but  he  fell  on  the  wild  shore,  his  breath  passed 
from  him  on  the  clifi^s  high  point.  The  eyes  of  love 
resting  upon  him. 

"  And  his  people  were  without  to  cry  his  cry,  heedless 
of  his  enemies. 

*'Ullagawn!  ullagawn!  ! 

"The  great  soul  rises  on  the  great  cry  of  his  people.'' 

The  cry  only  grew  fainter  as  the  people  dispersed, 
resolved  to  honour  his  funeral.  Himdreds  past  the 
house  where  the  mother  of  Abel  Richards  sat  alone 
with  her  dead,  and  they  frequently  paused,  uttering 
curses  deep  but  low — ^low  fix)m  respect  to  the  feelings 
of  the  bad  man's  mother. 
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THE  RETROSPECT  AND  THE  PROSPECT, 

WHICH  THE  WBITEB  HOPES  MAT  BE  BEAD. 

More  than  ten  years  had  elapsed  since  the  grass 
had  been  green  over  the  grave  of  Lawrence  Macarthy; 
and  though  brief  the  period  may  be,  in  a  nation's  his- 
tory, many  and  great  changes  had  taken  place — in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Spencer  Court  more  particularly  : 
strangers  who  visited  the  locality,  and  desired  to  com- 
pliment it,  said  it  was  "  exactly  like  England" — "  quite 
English;"  only  there  the  meadows  were  of  a  purer 
emerald,  and  Nature  was  more  profusely  boimtiful ; 
while  the  peasantry,  instead  of  looking  heavy  in  their 
excess  of  comfort,  had  a  cheerful,  intelligent  aspect ; 
and  the  children ! — certainly  never  were  such  rosy, 
roguish,  laughing,  courteous,  happy  iirchins,  to  be  met 
with  anywhere,  but  there.  Every  small  holding  in 
the  vicinity  partook  of  the  landlord's  prosperity;  there 
were  no  strong  and  painful  contrasts — ^no  rags  and 
riches,  hovels  and  castles  ;  all  around  was  in  keeping; 
the  walls  even  of  the  old  churchyard  were  repair- 
ed, the  graves  freed  from  nettles;  the  chapel  white- 
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washed ;  the  parish  chiirch  furnished  with  a  new  bdl 
and  a  small  organ ;  the  fences  in  good  order ;  the  roads 
in  excellent  repair,  whether  "  presentments"  had  been 
obtained  or  not ;  every  thing  seemed  done  to  pro- 
mote industry:  the  residence  itself  was  enlarged,  and 
really  beautified  by  encompassing  parterres  and  skirt- 
ing plantations  ;  if  an  objection  could  be  made  to  the 
disposition  of  the  grounds,  it  would  be  that  they  were 
not  sufficiently  extensive ;  and  yet  there  was  a  good- 
sized  park  stretching  at  both  sides  the  river,  connected 
by  a  bridge  over  the  old  ford;  nor  did  the  proprietor 
shut  it  in  against  his  poorer  neighbours,  but  had  given 
them  a  right  of  footway,  which  saved  the  mountain 
children  a  "  long  round"  when  they  came  to  school 
Ah !  the  renovated  and  well-filled  sdiool !  flourishing  in 
more  ihan  its  pristine  vigour  at  the  avenue  gate,  a 
very  beehive  of  work  and  noise  ;  not  the  noise  of  school 
riot,  but  the  quiet,  humming  buz,  of  young  voices,  like 
those  of  industrious  bees.  An  intelligent  man  presided 
in  one  room ;  and  a  good-tempered,  yet  firm-lookingy 
woman  in  the  other;  but  it  would  seem  that  in  the 
boys'  school,  at  all  events,  there  was  a  head-master;  not, 
however,  present  then;  for  in  the  comer  next  the  win- 
dow, stood  a  dignified  sort  of  chair,  stu£^  and  cushioned, 
and  on  the  desk  before  it  rested  some  learned  books 
■^at  least  they  looked  learned,  irom  their  worm-eaten 
covers — and  behind  the  chair,  standing  quite  erect  in 
the  comer,  was  a  peculiarly  long  rake,  and  a  pick-«xe, 
both  exceedingly  rusty.  But  perhaps  there  was  no  spot 
in  the  whrfe  place  which  afibrded  so  clear  an  insight 
into  what  was  "going  on,"  as  the  summer-house  in  the 
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garden — ^the  ''Mount,"  as  it  was  called.  There  it  became 
evident  diat  Mr.  Spencer  meant  what  he  said,  when, 
in  answer  to  a  question  put  by  one  of  the  gentry,  as  to 
why  he  did  not  throw  his  meadows  into  the  park, 
be  replied,  "  that  he  did  not  like  the  idea  of  gen- 
tlemen keeping  waste  lands  in  their  possession, 
while  their  fellow-creatures  were  starving  for  want  of 
balf  an  acre;"  this  and  sundry  other  opinions,  caused 
him  to  be  considered  very  "  odd"  and  "  eccentric  ;" 
but  as  he  kept  a  good  table — ^was  a  keen  sports- 
man, and  a  ^'  man  of  imdoubted  honour,"  they  con- 
fessed he  had  a  right  to  his  own  ''  queer  ways"  with 
the  people,  although  he  knew  nothing  of  the  true 
value  of  his  estate.  Let  us  pause  at  the  Mount,  and 
look  around  us.  Mr.  Spencer  had  purchased  the  land 
once  held  by  the  wretched  Abel  Richards,  and  levelled 
the  remains  of  his  dwelling  with  the  ground;  se- 
veral clean  slated  cottages,  each  placed  conveniently 
in  its  own  allotment  of  land,  had  grown  as  it  were  out 
of  the  ruins — just  as  beautiful  and  firagrant  flowers 
spring  from  the  impurities  of  a  manure  heap;  from  those 
dwellings  which  the  "  former  Mrs.  Spencer"  had 
raised  with  better  taste  than  judgment,  expecting  the 
inhabitants  to  value  what  was  ornate j  before  they  under- 
stood the  necessity  for  order  or  cleanliness,  her  nephew 
had  caused  to  be  removed  all  trellice  work,  leaving 
only  a  porch,  which  in  many  instances  was  garlanded 
by  roses.  The  fullness  of  abundance  was  over  the  land; 
although  the  new  potatoe  crop  had  not  come  in,  the 
old  one  was  not  exhausted,  and  the  earth  was  permitted 
to  give  forth  its  fruit  in  due  season;  in  many  instances 
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iiM  <«  woifiM  to  Ub  mete  *' ftediag,''  etOl 
mw  yiewntii^  Teij  ""^^^f^^tip^  to  Intwife'e  a 
ttr^  iai  V^^  ^il^  ^  peitoke  of  iti  fimiti; 
dusur  w^gk  tka  to  ^  wonderfuT  in  nofc  being  oU%el 
to  kSI  ^  pi^  to  pftj  the  rant  The  yrerj  nwv  appemd 
to  dow  «to^^  giMefiiUj  then  of  old.  How  ihe  coCftigw 
hftdincsNiiBMdinniimbcr!  Some  to  be  aue,  were  aol  i» 
nonv  IKY  a$  wdl  kept  as  othen— but  it  is  not  all  at 
ceKV  iha  pN«ffe  can  fiJl  into  good  irBj»— it  tdoBi 
ime  jiad  pHDcno^^  graat  patienoel  Mr.  Spenoer  bad 
Kk«i  ioU  A>niucK  br  one  whoee  memoiy  waa 

**  SlD  ai«eB  in  hit  •odl,'* 
AXi.;  who  Kail   l;\vd  long  enough  to  sec  the  happy 
iv^;*:;;^  ^>:'  1;:$  gvx^  counsel 

lr.:^>dKi  04*  the  w;ul  of  Limcntation,  which,  on  her 
xvwwn'  t\\Mn  the  lover,  EUcn  had  heard  from  the  valley 
^^nsix'^Avl  of  the  dcath-ciy  caused  by  the  pestilence — 
ars.vK'  **  tho  vrv>manV*  ^>air«  as  she  sat  at  her  wheel  in  the 
csiliu  fxvvvt  ^xm^iino.  or  tho  cottier's  whistle :  for  he  tilled 
h:?  own  fioU  ono  ilav  in  each  week,  and  received  a  day  9 
ht^iu>#i  W3^^^  fv^r  a  ila  v's  hard  work,  on  each  of  the  other 
tivo.  To  have  »id  that  tho  spirit  of  insubordination  was 
altogether  o\*eroonio,  that  the  people  were  as  calm  and 
thoughtful  and  peaceable  as  their  English  fellow-te- 
nanu<  on  Mr.  SpeneerV  estate  in  Berkshire,  would  be 
absuTxl — ^the  two  nations  are  so  diflercnt,  that  it  is  doubt- 
ful if  such  ever  will  K>  the  case;  but  they,  in  Ireland, 
had  learned  that  their  landlord  really  cared  for  them— 


A  8TOBT  OF  IBELAND.  289 

tliat  lie  wished  their  worldly,  as  weU  as  their  moral 
Etnd  mental,  advancement,  and  they  were  not  dissatisfied: 
— ^thej  had  a  stake  in  good  order,  and  they  were  not  as 
heretofore,  ready  to  run  into  every  wild  conspiracy, 
the  '*  invitations"  to  which  were  invariably  issued  by 
misery  and  want.  They  were  unceasingly  occupied. 
GKve  employment  and  remuneration  for  it,  and  you 
efifectually  strangle  rebellion. 

And  Ellen^  where  was  she  ?  She  whose  heart  had 
been  humbled,  and  spirit  softened  in  her  childhood  by 
the  painful  circimistances  which  overcast  her  young 
days ;  who  had  lived  with  the  people  so  as  to  be  almost 
of  them ;  whose  clear  mind  had  so  quickly  seen  the 
diflerence  between  faction  and  patriotism ;  whose  in- 
tellect had  time  to  strengthen  amid  the  grandeur  and 
solitude  of  her  native  moimtains,  and  whose  heart 
judged  while  it  trembled ;  who,  as  the  sister  of  Law- 
rence Macarthy,  had  a  hold  upon  the  people  which  no 
other  woman  coidd  have  possessed ;  and  who,  under^ 
standing  them,  woidd  have  more  certainly  known  how 
to  overcome  whatever  was  evil  in  them—  and  so  establish 
whatever  was  good; — "  where  was  she?' 

She  was  there ! — ihere^  on  the  Moimt — ^beneath  the 
shade  of  that  spacious  arbour,  seated  opposite  to  Master 
Mat,  who,  but  little  more  feeble  in  mind  than  he  had 
been  during  long  past  years,  looked  in  better  health, 
and  only  that  his  chesnut  hair  had  grown  gray,  seemed 
younger  than  when  he  sung  the  Latin  hymn  by  the 
death-bed  of  Lawrence  Macarthy. 

She,  too,  looked  more  like  the  Ellen  of  childhood, 
than  the  high-souled  and  broken-hearted  girl  whom  we 
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-  UiU  iMk>  •  grat  nkbr.-  aid  Mate  11< 
|HMia|p  h»  haat  oa  1m  heod,  "  WU  mka  «  pMt 
wlhihff    omI  4k  kwHw  to  mbmm  aote-;  hsU  oriB, 

*HiU  ^  ym  «i^a.  I  hope.*  mSA  EDn,  "fir  I 
«m  MM  vv«  tfaMmt  it;  jua  hiretaikea  Mob  piiBiwitli 
Utiir — :]ttf«vr  h.va  a  nmblie  sBOO  be  began  bia  A  B  C— 
ttt.'c  mmKtim  luBL  >.<w«  k>  muB  a  lenon.     I  hope  heinlt 

Thf  X-T  Lv<M«i  adtxtioiiatid/  into  bis  mastci's  &ce, 

"  tliui  s  ^''«t  Okk'  VKT  |uor  LawroiGo  used  to  miile 
wV«t  W  ouk>£  BK  Dummr  asid  tbe  Bcboolmulei. 
"  .V^t  »  «:»  a  c«d  su:b:  Derer  coold  kun  more  Latin 
l>-.i-.t  V.'  oti^*,  :u>:  t^tmimr'  bat  I  b^  jour  toxffmaoB, 
WU  .  %k-«Lr :  ^kitt  *  1  d>.>  tt.>i^  •>  SHlljr,  and  jet  I  btre 
WM-u  &%  vttli^Kiuiwnt  via  tbat  matter,  wbii^  I  sbonld 
Uk.v  &'  inl  ^v<u^  I  sb>.HtliI  iadccd,  for  it  voold  ease  mj 
Xtxvurx."     Itec  A.T.t.vtlruuUT  awmed  diatwed. 

"  I  slt«U  bcj:tad  &}  hmrasy  thii^that  irilleasejoor 
MtUvi.  MaubcWt'  Mkl  EUi».  *>  bot  I  tbink  jour  ptqtil 
ntav  Aj  w\-U  ^^1  ;i;id  iuc«t  his  papa;  I  tbou^t  he  Tonld 
luw  UvB  hwe  b«tbn,  but  I  nqapoae  bo  vaitcd  £x  ^ 
pwt." 
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*'  They  shot  the  post  onoe,^  replied  Matthew,  wan* 
dering  as  usual,  "  and  to  be  sure  that  Mrs.  Myler  was 
always  an  unjust  woman,  and  a  great  tyrant.  She  was 
as  angry  with  me  about  not  telling  her,  as  if  I  had  shot 
the  post  mysetfl" 

"  Don't  say  you  have  lost  your  memory,  Matthew; 
see  how  well  you  remember  that,"  observed  the  lady. 

'^  I  heard  Mrs.  Myler's  keen  tongue  exercised  on 
Biddy  Doyle  only  this  morning/'  continued  Matthew, 
^'  and,  indeed,  Biddy's  tongue  is  sharp  enough,  the  poor 
ihing  has  been  so  often  crossed  in  love,  that  it  makes  her 
savage,  and  you  and  the  master  do  so  much  for  her  !*' 

**  She  was  very  kind  to  me  in  my  time  of  trouble." 

"  'Deed  was  she !  and  that's  so  like  yourself  not  to 
forget  it.  Miss  EUen,  dear ! — ^Mrs.  Spencer  I  mean, 
ma'am;  but  Biddy's  not  as  well  liked  by  many  of  the 
neighbours  as  she  was  then;  she  does  not  care  much 
about  what's  going  on,  or  what  the  people  debate  about ; 
ever  since  she  and  her  relations  have  been  so  comfortable, 
she's  laid  down  her  politics,  only  now  and  again,  just  to 
get  a  rise  out  of  Mrs.  Myler.  And  as  to  poor  Master 
Lawrence,  ma'am,  sure  if  he  had  escaped  that  time  he 
would  only  have  been  a  wanderer,  dear,  over  the  world, 
for  he  had  Aai  in  him  from  a  boy  that  never  would 
have  got  settled  or  satisfied  I  never !  come  what  would 
or  what  might!  he  never  would  have  been  satisfied; 
and,  dear,  my  mind  never  could  compass  it  rightly,  it 
seemed  so  terrible;  if  he  had  been  taken,  and  you  to 
witness  against  him,  and  no  one  hardly  but  mjrself  in 
the  country  knowing  how  dearly  you  loved  him.  Sure 
I  mind  the  time  when  you  used  to  leave  all  your  pocket 
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moiiejr  ^^  ™®  to  S^  ^^™»  ^  P^^^  mOow!  and  joor 
nik  bandkerchieft,  and  books,  and  mnac;  and  when  joa 
got  into  large  band  in  your  copy-books— -woidfl  of  tvo 
syllables — tbe  copy  yon  ever  and  ahraya  wiote  besfcina 
'  Bbotheb;'  there  never  was  any  tzoaUe  to  make  yoa 
inite  thai  J  all  the  letters  weD  cot,  it  was  like  copper 
plate !  but  every  thing  was  for  the  best — ^'deed  was  it; 
the  country  quieted  after  it,  not  quite  in  the  old  iray 
either,  for  some  of  the  gentlemen  got  aahamed  (aeemg 
the  fine  quiet  way  Mr.  Spencer  took  every  thing)  to  go 
rattling  on  as  th^  used  to  do,  and  though  they  won't 
own  it,  his  fine  management  is  a  wonderful  exampk." 

'*  Yexj  true,  Matthew,**  intenrupted  Ellen,  "  and  now 
I  must  go.** 

"  But,  lady,  stay  awhile;  I  hope  you  don't  fret,  dear  J 
hope  nothing  frets  you ! — ^I  saw  the  stone  you  put  over 
his  grave,  dear,  yonder,  nothing  on  it  but 

*  ULWREMCX  UACJLRTBYf 
AGED  23/ 

But  'deed  it  was  enough.  Ah!  no  one  knew  how 
you  loved  him  but  me;  and  yet  you  ware  so  firm,  so 
best;  those  whom  the  Lord  loves  he  strengthens  for  all 
things.  I  have  it  down  on  the  slate;  with  one  or  two 
things  to  read  before  you  go  to  the  North;  and  .'deed 
it  is  a  pity  to  take  Master  Edward  off  his  Latin; 
though  it's  right  for  a  landlord  to  be  ever  and  always 
moving  about  among  his  own  people — only  while 
you're  away  FU  have  a  little  ramble  through  the  old 
places.  Ah!  that's  it!"  and  taking  up  his  slate,  he 
read:  *' '  Betty  Lanagan  is  very  sorry  the  master  was 
angry  about  her  bringing  the  pig  into  the  house,  in- 
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stead  of  keeping  it  in  the  stj;  but  it  was  a  young  pig, 
and  wilful,  and  fell  off  its  flesh,  because  it  woiddn't 
eat  anywhere  only  just  beside  the  childie;  but  she's 
got  a  new  door  to  the  sty,  in  place  of  the  one  she  burnt; 
and  as  shell  do  every  thing  to  plase  the  master  for  the 
future,  she  hopes  he'll  forgive  her.'" 

''  She  always  was  a  thrifUess,  untidy  woman,  Mat- 
thew." 

*^  She  was;  but  her  children  come  regularly  to 
school,  and  wear  soimd  brogues." 

'*  Good !  K  we  can  get  them  to  school,  the  rising, 
must  be  better  than  the  passing,  generation.  Besides, 
we  must  have  patience,  Matthew;  so,  for  the  sake  of 
the  young  Lanagans,  and  the  old  motto  of  our  dear 
fiiend  Dean  Graves,  we'll  forgive  Betty.  I  wonder  how 
long  it  will  be  before  she  bums  the  new  door?' 

**  The  weather's  warm  just  now,  dear." 

Ellen  smiled.  "  Well,  Matthew,  any  thing  else  on 
the  slate?" 

"  Yes,  ma'am,  plenty.  Terrence  Connolly  and  James 
Du£l^  can't  agree  about  the  turf  bog,  but  they  came 
to  me  to  say  if  his  honour  woidd  settle  it  once  more 
for  them." 

*'Mr.  Spencer  has  done  that  three  times  already," 
interrupted  Ellen,  **  but  we  must  again  have  recourse 
to  the  old  motto — patience — ^better  that  than  a  fac- 
tion fight  between  the  Du%s  and  the  Connollys;  and 
IS  Mr.  Spencer  will  no  doubt  adhere  to  his  first  deci- 
sion, perhaps  they  may  be  satisfied  at  last." 

^  Martin  Murphy  hopes  the  master  will  let  him  have 
half  an  acre  more  land." 
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''I  fear/'  said  EUen,  ''Uiat  wiU  be  imposBibk;  if 
Martin  gets  half  an  acre  more,  the  tenaents  will  all  ivanl 
sidditional  half  acres;  and  there  is  no  particular  reason 
why  he  should  have  it;  he  has  no  claim,  I  think.** 

"  He  has  nine  children." 

**  Oh»  as  to  that,  Nelly  MaginniB  has  ten,  and  Mny 
Dacey  nine,  and  Norah  Delaney  eleven;  if  we  b^in 
to  show  favouritism  because  of  the  number  of  children, 
there  will  be  an  end  to  good  order;  and,  moreover, 
Martin  Murphy  was  very  obstinate  about  the  green 
crops  last  year,  and  thwarted  us  sadly;  but  patience, 
Matthew,  patience,  the  poor  people  8u£Eer  more  in 
having  their  bad  habits  removed  than  we  do  in  remov- 
ing them." 

"  God  bless  you !"  said  Matthew. 

"  Any  thing  else  on  your  slate,  my  good  master?* 

"  No,  only  I  had  a  word  to  say.  My  deputy  as 
you  call  him,  is  a  trifle  too  strict  with  the  little  boys; 
children  are  but  children,  and  this  new  system  of 
national  education,  though  a  great  blessing,  seems  to 
me  forcing;  but  it  may  do  well,  only  I  wish  he  would 
not  be  so  hard  on  the  little  boys;  say  a  word  for  them, 
dear,  do !  for  he  doesn't  mind  me ;  he  thinks  I'm  foolish, 
'deed  does  he.  There's  little  Johnny  Hay  and  his  brothej 
Jimmy,  their  father  spoke  to  me  yesterday  about  f 
before  he  went  off  to  the  funeral." 

"What  funeral?"  inquired  Ellen. 

"  'Deed,  just  then  Iter  funeral;  the  ould  ancient  rif 
Anne,  where  you  were  once,  and  where  I  remen? 
your  entreating  the  master  to  have  patience  with 
people." 
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*^And  has  that  wom-oat,  awM  woman  lived  till 
now?'  inquired  Ellen.  ''  I  thought  she  had  died  long 
since  r 

<<  Her  life  was  a  long  penance;  and  she's  to  have  no 
tombstone,  and  not  to  be  buried  with  her  people;  only 
alone;  not  so  much  as  a  raised  grave.  She  must  have 
been  a  great  sinner,  or  they  woidd  let  their  bones  rest 
together.  Old  Hay  won't  be  back  till  to-morrow;  it's 
a  long,  long  journey." 

'^  Here's  the  master  himself,  God  bless  him !  and  the 
two  young  ladies,"  continued  Matthew; ''  it's  enough  to 
set  any  one  mad  to  see  how  the  people  waylay  him  as 
he  comes  out  of  his  own  gate,  and  to  see  how  he  manages 
to  hear  just  what  is  needful,  and  understands  them  as 
well  as  if  he  was  bom  among  them;  and  how  they 
bless  him,  and  have  known  him  &om  first  to  last  as  the 
poor  man's  fiiend.  That's  a  notorious  Whiteboy  that's 
talking  to  him  now." 

"  fFaSy  you  mean,"  said  EUen.  **  I  suspect  that,  in 
his  case,  as  well  as  in  others,  employment  has  superseded 
politics.  He  knows  I  know  him  well;  and  I  am  more 
pleased  to  see  him  well-dressed  and  cheerful,  and  to  visit 
his  farm,  than  almost  any  I  know.  '  There  is  more  joy' — 
you  remember  the  text,  Matthew." 

'*  Ay,"  added  the  old  man,  lifting  his  hat;  *' '  more 
joy  in  heaven  over  one  sinner  that  repenteth,  than  over 
ninety-and-nine  just  men,  that  need  no  repentance.'  I 
know  it — and  your  religion,  dear,  is  in  hourly  activity 
—bearing  and  forbearing,— doing  deeds  of  love  and 
charity  towards  your  fellow-creatures,  because  they  are 
your  fellow-creatures,  and  God's  creatures  as  well — thafs 
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(okl  if  poor  Lmmoee  W 
firocl  toi  i«e  ^M  V-Had  booki  ao  diMp— and 
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How  loagr  MaMr  Mat  novU  bave  <*  gone  on,**  it  k 
kad  «>  wr,  ^  fciinxdt  BO  one  did  Ellen  practiaenioR 
(^tle  pauenc^  that  tc^wards  the  old  schoolmaster.  She 
aaid  h»  w^co  w»»  pk«saat  to  her,  and  dicre  was  sddom 
m  day  die  ilid  not  visit  him,  to  hear  of,  or  witneaiv 
liex  oKild  9  impiWDHQexit.  His  rambling  convenatioa 
wa»  hivkk\>n  off  by  Mr.  Spencer's  springing  over  the 
sank  fence, 

**  I  have  dull  news  for  you,  Matthew,**  be  said;  *'  poor 
Father  Jasper  has  been  called  away — ^it  will  be  long 
before  Blamov  finds  so  aealous  an  historian  or  the 
world  a  mami  kindly  and  generous  spirit** 

**  Ibat  s  true.  Sir;  but  he  did  not  like  my  touching 
any  of  the  great  stones  in  the  Rock  Close — ^he  diought 
more  of  round  towcis  and  oghams,  than  seeking  for 
treasure; — it's  very  odd  how  men  will  n^lcct  the  sub- 
Btanoc  for  the  shadow.** 

Ellen  and  Edward  exchanged  glances.    Mr.  Spoicer 
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flit  down  at  tlie  tkble  in  the  tiAoar — he  kid  »  nnmber 
of  letters  be&re  him. 

"  Shall  we  retam  to  the  boose,  or  look  ov«r  them 
here,"  he  aud,  addiewnff  Mb  wiCb 

"  Oh,  read  them  here.  Sir,"  entreated  Matthew. 
"I  am  going  in.  I  am  not  easy  oat  of  dte  BoiifxA 
vhenmj  anstant  calb  the  jimi<»fl;  he's  a  worthjman 
in  his  w^,  a  good  anthmetician,  and  a  fine  hand  at  the 
pen — ^bnt  he  baa  no  tute  or  torn  for  &e  daaics — not  a 
Int !  God  bless  joa.  Sir.  I  think  yon  must  be  verjr 
happy  when  yon  look  about  yott  and  see  what  you 
have  done." 

"  And  what  remains  to  be  donoi  Bbster  Mat?" 

"  That's  the  pleasoie  of  it,  &i,  to  those  like  yon  and 
die  mietreflB.  No  heed  what  good  yoa  do — there's  still 
m<»^  to  be  done;  it's  a  holy  ezerciae;— c^  'deed,  bat 
it's  the  lady  that  would  fed  loneecmet  if  there  was  no 
one  looking  up  to  her  for  more  help—*  the  Loud  loveth 
a  cheerful  giver;' but  to  give  alms  is  the  least  part  of  it. 
The  dean  used  to  say,  tiiat  the  thought  and  the  care, 
the  patience  and  the  sympathy  did  more  for  the  country 
than  the  giving  of  money.  WeD,  God  blea  ye  both ! 
How  I  do  bless  and  pray  for  yon  I  I  don't  know  wh  j 
I  should  be  so  hap^ — it  was  only  to^y  I  said  to 
some  of  the  lads  of  Glen  Flesk,who  are  so  grateful — but 
what  matter  what  I  say  ;  my  heart  fills  when  I  look  at 
joa.  Now  it's  as  tnie  as  Fm  standing  here  I  I  never 
had  any  thing  but  luck  since  I  found  the  foui-Ieaved 
shamrock.  Yes,  'deed  I  the  Almigh^  has  been  mora 
than  good  to  the  old  schoolmaster."     He  departed, 
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daughter  after  me,  but  I  hope  mj  little  namesake  will 
have  a  happier  destiny  than  mine  has  been.  Ever 
since  my  dear  &ther's  death,  I  seem  to  have  neither 
a  home,  nor  a  first  object  Lfouis  cannot  claim  either 
the  title  or  the  ruined  property,  and  my  youngest 
brother,  I  fear,  will  take  advantage  of  his  position, 
and  assume  both — ^this  is  breaking  my  heart.  Only 
think  of  Louis  venturing  to  London  some  time  ago; 
but  he  felt  he  was  recognised,  and  returned  to  Ame- 
rica, ill-suited  as  he  finds  it  to  his  tastes,  and  the  con- 
servatism which  in  his  vacillating  mind  has  taken  the 
place  of  tout  pour  la  gloire;  the  only  thing  of  the  past 
he  does  not  seem  to  wish  to  forget  is  Ellen.' '' 

There  was  a  pause;  Ellen  felt  her  eyes  overflow,  but 
she  did  not  turn  from  her  husband  to  conceal  her 
emotion.  Ellen  had  nothing  to  conceal,  the  most  per- 
fect love  and  harmony  existed  between  them : 

"  The  mntoal  lore,  and  mntiial  tmsty" 
of  high  and  noble  minds. 

"  Dear  Lady  Mary !"  she  exclaimed  at  last,  "  I  will 
write  and  ask  her  to  come  to  us;  she  could  not  fail 
to  be  delighted  with  all  you  have  done  for  the  people, 
Edward,  and  with  the  admirable  temper  you  have 
shown — ^the  judgment — the  endurance — ^the  wisdom 
in  not  expectmg  too  much,  and  understanding  that 
there  were  quagmires  as  well  as  mountains  in  the  way 
— ^but  the  people  are  improving,  they  want  PATIENT 

RESIDENT  LANDLOBDS." 

"  I  consider,"  said  Edward,  ^^  Catholic  Emancipation 
as  only  the  first  of  a  series  of  boons,  or  rather,  the  earliest 
demonstration  of  justice— wisely  given ;  yet,  if  they 
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from  internal  disease  than  from  external  oppression. 
England  dare  oppress  Ireland  no  longer — ^not  from 
dread  of  Ireland,  but  £rom  fear  of  England." 

'^  The  Irish  would  not  thank  you  for  that  opinion/' 
said  Ellen,  laughing. 

'^  Most  probably  not,"  replied  her  husband.  ''  But 
I  have  long  given  up  all  idea  of  being  thanked  for 
any  thing  I  do— what  I  say  of  Ireland,  I  say  without 
calculation  as  to  what  any  one  will  thinks  dear  Ellen. 
I  do  not  wish  to  give  o£^ce  to  any,  not  even  to  the 
most  irate  of  an  irritable  people — ^I  love  them  too 
truly  and  too  well  for  that — ^but  I  also  love  them  too 
well  to  give  up  to  partjr. 

'  What  waa  made  for  mankiiicL' 
"  I  took  my  position  long  since,  as  a  man  of  no 
party — ^I  have  kept  it — as  you  know,  through  evil 
report  and  good  report — and  will  do  so  still,  if 
it  should  please  Providence  again,  despite  all  the 
movement  for  good  that  has  taken  place,  to  permit 
firesh  outbreaks  It  will  not  drive  me  either  from 
my  principles  or  from  the  country— on  the  contrary, 
I  will  stand  by  both  to  the  last,  hoping  to  do  my 
duty  as  a  Christian  and  a  gentleman:  convinced  as 
I  am,  that  in  the  end  the  right  must  arise  and  govern  : 
the  people  are  now  politically  as  well  as  morally  ex- 
alted—their onward  strides  are  becoming  rapid  as  firm, 
and  firm  as  rapid ;  and  though  for  a  time  they  may 
be  disturbed  and  distressed,  though  blood  even  may 
be  spilt — yet,  in  the  end,  Ireland  will  become  pros- 
perous." 
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<*  And  contented?"  inquired  ESlen. 

^^  Yes;  though  we  may  not  live  to  see  it;  such  is 
the  bearing  of  all  things,  prosperity  will  bring  peace, 
and  peace  content.  But,''  he  continued,  changmg 
the  subject,  '*  here  is  a  curious  epistle  from  Mra.  Coun« 
sellor  Hacket,  who  wrote  me  on  otnr  marriage;  and 
congratulated  me  when  Edward  was  bom,  wishing 
he  might  be  the  very  moral  of  his  father." 

^^  What  is  the  matter  with  her  ?"  inquired  EUen. 

^'  She  appeals  to  the  liberality  of  my  sentiments;  re- 
minds me  of  the  '  grass  greens,'  at  which  you  and  I 
have  so  often  laughed;  and  hints  that,  as  *  the  coun- 
sellor is  getting  into  years,'  and  has  no  chance  of 
making  much — the  country  is  so  much  more  peace- 
able than  in  the  old  Whiteboy  times — she  would  be 
glad  if  I  could  procure  him  any  little  appointment, 
where  there  would  not  be  a  great  deal  to  do;  and  that, 
indeed,  he'd  obleege  me  by  taking  it  in  England,  if  I 
pleased.  She  concludes,  by  saying,  that  as  I  am  so 
instrumental  in  keeping  this  part  of  the  world  quiet, 
she  thinks  I  ought  to  strain  a  point  to  provide  either 
for  the  coimsellor  or  her  son  Con,  who  got  many  a  job 
in  Abel  Richards'  time,  but  nothing  once  I  came  into 
the  property,  not  so  much  as  an  ejectment." 

Ellen  looked  pained;  she  was  vexed  that  such  a  per- 
son as  ^'  Mrs.  Counsellor"  should  have  addressed  Mr. 
Spencer  at  all.  She  was  half  angry  with  him  for  laugh- 
ing at  the  ill- written  specimen  of  impudence  and  bom- 
bast which,  if  he  had  not  been  present,  she  might  have 
laughed  at  herself;  for  only  imder  such  circumstances 
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did  she  remember  that  her  husband  wis  not  an  Irish- 
num. 

**'  There  is  something  good,  though,  about  poor  Mis. 
Hackett,"  she  said,  in  an  apologetic  tone;  ^'some- 
thing very  kind.  At  the  time  of  poor  Lawrence's  death 
she  wrote  me  a  letter,  which  it  was  ungrateful  of  me 
to  forget,  even  for  a  moment.  She  oflfered  me  much 
attention,  and  told  me,  if  ever  I  should  be  in  trouble, 
the  Coimsellor  **  wotdd  see  me  righted  without  fee  or 
reward."  She  has  been  a  good  wife  to  a  veiy  bad 
husband;  and  the  love  of  display  that  assisted  to 
ruin  them,  is  not  by  any  means  confined  to  her  class  in 
Ireland.  We  find  it  firequently  in  England;  nay,  I 
think  I  could  show  you  a  specimen  in  your  own  &r 
vourite  coimiy." 

'^  Granted,  and  at  once,"  said  Edward.  ''  Granted; 
Mrs.  Hackett  is  quaint  and  amusing,  and,  when  some 
violent  prejudice  does  not  stand  in  her  way,  good- 
natured — " 

*'  And  even  when  it  does,"  inteirupted  Ellen. 

**  No,  I  cannot  yield  that  point  to  you,"  said  her 
husband.  **  Prejudice  is  more  difficult  to  conquer  than 
crime;  but  it  is  really  a  high  compliment  to  my  ma- 
nagement, that  she  attributes  her  son's  want  of  business 
to  my  peace-loving  influence.  And  yet,  Ellen,  there 
have  been  times  when,  but  for  you,  I  would  have  aban- 
doned the  coimtiy  in  despair." 

**Touclo  yourself  injustice,"  said  his  wife;  "you  do 
yourself  a  shamefiil  injustice.  I  cannot  believe  it;  I  am 
certain  it  is  not  so.  Doubtless,  there  are  times  when 
the  strength  and  spirits  sink;  when  oppositioui  delay , 
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misconception,  and  misrepiesentation,  have  made  yonr 
liand  tremble  on  the  plough,  but  never  tempted  jou  to 
take  it  off.  You  have  suflfered  at  times  from  the  bitter- 
ness and  falsehood  of  PARTY  SPIRIT;  suffered  from  the 
one-eyed  blindness  of  party;  that  is,  you  have  8n£feied 
annoyance;  but  it  soon  passed — you  outlived  it.  And 
suppose  it  frayed  your  temper  and  provoked  you,  still 
I  knew  that  the  high  and  holy  protection  of  pure  and 
GOOD  INTENT  was  within  and  around  you.  It  is  your 
duty  to  protect  and  direct  those  from  whom  you  derive 
your  means;  the  exchange  is  mutual;  the  prerogative 
of  protection,  great" 

'*  I  have  said  so  a  hundred  times;  but  still  you  re- 
member the  trouble  I  have  had  in  so  many  ways." 

"  I  do,  Edward,"  replied  Mrs.  Spencer,  "  I  remem- 
ber it  all ;  but  see  how  by  patience  you  have  conquered; 
look  at  those  smiling  cottager— " 

'*  All  I  can  do  that  incorrigible  woman  of  yours, 
Mrs.  Bracey — ^Miss  Betty  Doyle,  that  was — ^will  keep 
the  smoke  in  ;  she  says,  she  has  never  been  able  to  see 
out  of  her  eyes  since  the  chimney  was  built,"  in- 
terrupted Mr.  Spencer;  '*  and  here  is  a  note  from 
your  friend,  the  good  dean's  eldest  daughter,  sajring, 
she  fears  her  husband  will  give  up  the  green  crops  in 
despair,  imless  I  can  go  over  or  send  my  steward  to  make 
the  men  understand  them." 

'*  But  how  pleasant  to  have  the  power  of  making 
them  understand;  even  Mrs.  Bracey,  though  she  adheres 
to  the  smoke,  has  had  her  broken  pane  mended  ;  the 
other  improvement  will  come  ere  long;  do  you  remem- 
ber the  last  time  you  returned  hovne^  after  a  visit  to 
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Berkshire,  how  all  the  cottierB  flocked  to  see  the  new 
ploughand  the  various  field  implements  you  brought  over, 
and  how — after  some  delay  to  be  sure — ^they  constantly 
now  use  them." 

<'  Tou  are  alwajrs  so  earnest  on  this  subject,  Ellen," 
said  Mr.  Spencer,  ''  that  it  is  cruel  to  teaze  you — and  I 
will  not  do  it  again — to-day.  Gk>d  knows  I  feel  abim- 
dantly  rewarded;  however  many  may  difier  from  me,  I 
believe  all  respect  me,  and  I  feel  assured  the  peasantry 
regard  me  with  genuine  affection.  My  dreams,  Uto- 
pian as  they  were,  cannot  all  be  realised  ;  like  many 
others,  I  wanted  the  magician's  wand,  and  coveted  the 
power  of  creating,  as  well  as  changing,  all  things.  I 
thought  all  the  Dean's  distinctions  of  Celtic  and  Saxon 
Ireland,  a  prejudice,  and  considered  my  dearly  beloved 
Lady  Mary,  as  little  better  than  a  rebel — ^for  which  I 
loved  her  all  the  better." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  generous  Ellen, "  she  did  you  good 
— she  combated  your  prgudices — and  won  your  sym-. 
pathyfor  an  injured  country" 

"  The  Dean's  warnings  did  me  good  service.  I  have 
not  suflered  the  Orange  party  of  the  North  to  per- 
suade me  that  the  people  of  the  South  are  aU  violent 
and  bigoted,  nor  have  the  Southerns  so  entangled  me 
as  to  make  me  consider  the  Orangemen  as  aU  bitter 
and  destroying  enemies.  I  do  not  look  forward  to  the 
time  when 

*  The  emerald  gem  of  the  western  world,' 
will  sit  on  the  billows  Uke  a  halcyon  on  her  nest,  care- 
less of  storms;  for  I  hear  the  quick  beatings  of  their 
hearts — and   make   allowance  for  the  richness  and 
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▼ariety  of  their  iTnaginings — while  I  strive  to  see 
their  reason  strengthened.  But  I  am  telling  you  aU 
you  already  know,  dearest,  far  better  than  I  do  myself. 
We  shall  do  our  duty  if,  by  exhibiting  the  wilfiil  or  in- 
considerate mistakes,  the  deliberate  misguidance  or  ruin- 
ous mismanagement,  of  which  Ireland  has  been  for  cen- 
turies the  victim — we  accouni  far,  if  toe  cannot  ex- 
cuse^ the  terrible  state  of  disruption  in  which  at  times 
we  find  this  lovely  and  loving  country.  Let  us  en- 
,  deavour  to  persuade  England  to  try — or  rather  to 
continue — another  course;  by  showing  the  policy  op 

GENEROSITY,  and  THE  WISDOM  OF  JUSTICE ;  and  80 
RECONCILE  THE  DOUBTFUL,  OR  THE  SUSPICIOUS, 
TO  THE  MORE  LIBERAL  SYSTEM  WHICH  MUST  BE 
ADOPTED  IN  GOVERNING  IRELAND  HEREAFTER. 


THE  END. 
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